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ADVERTISEMENT. 


The  present  publication  is  essentially  a  re* 
print  of  the  revised  edition  of  Shelley's  Poems, 
put  forth  hy  his  wife  in  November,  1839,  and 
sufficiently  described  in  her  Preface  with  its 
Postscript. 

Careful  readers  will  not  need  to  be  informed 
that  the  text  of  some  poems  which  had  not  been 
prepared  for  the  press  by  Shelley's  own  hand  is 
more  or  less  defective  and  incorrect,  the  imper- 
fections arising  from  the  confused  state  and  in- 
distinct writing  of  the  papers  from  which  these 
pieces  were  copied.  An  attempt  has  been  made 
to  amend  the  text  in  a  few  cases,  and  for  this 
purpose  some  notes  of  Mr.  Gamett  (Relics  of 
Shelley,  pp.  92-99)  and  of  Prof.  Craik  (History 
of  English  Literature,  vol.  ii.  pp.  498  -  500)  have 
been  used,  besides  resorting  now  and  then  to 
original  conjecture. 

February.  1865. 
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PREFACE. 

BT  THB   EDITOR. 

Obstacles  have  long  existed  to  my  pi-esent- 
ing  the  public  with  a  perfect  edition  of  Shelley's 
Poems.  These  being  at  last  happily  removed,  I 
hasten  to  fulfil  an  important  duty, — that  of  giving 
the  productions  of  a  sublime  genius  to  the  world, 
with  all  the  correctness  possible,  and  of,  at  the 
same  time,  detailing  the  history  of  those  pro- 
ductions, as  they  sprung,  living  and  warm  from 
his  heart  and  brain.  I  abstain  from  any  remark 
on  the  occurrences  of  his  private  life ;  except  in- 
asmuch as  the  passions  which  they  engendered, 
inspired  his  poetry.  This  is  not  the  time  to  re- 
late the  truth ;  and  I  should  reject  any  colouring 
of  the  truth.  No  account  of  these  events  has 
ever  been  given  at  all  approaching  reality  in  their 
details,  either  as  regards  himself  or  others  ;  nor 
shall  I  further  allude  to  them  than  to  remark, 
that  the  errors  of  action,  committed  by  a  man  as 
noble  and  generous  as  Shelley,  may,  &s  far  as  he 


Vlll  PREFACE. 

only  is  concerned,  be  fearlessly  avowed,  by  those 
who  loved  him,  in  the  firm  conviction,  that  were 
they  judged  impartially,  his  character  would  stand 
in  fairer  and  brighter  light  than  that  of  any  con- 
femporary.  Whatever  faults  he  bad,  ought  to  find 
extenuation  among  his  fellows,  since  they  proved 
him  to  be  human ;  without  them,  the  exalted 
nature  of  his  soul  would  have  raised  him  into 
something  divine. 

The  qualities  that  struck  any  one  newly  intro- 
duced to  Shelley,  were,  fii^t,  a  gentle  and  cordial 
goodness  that  animated  his  intercourse  with  warm 
affection,  and  helpful  sympathy.  The  other,  the 
eagerness  and  ardour  with  which  he  was  attached 
to  the  cause  of  human  happiness  and  improve- 
ment ;  and  the  fervent  eloquence  with  which  he 
discussed  such  subjects.  His  conversation  was 
marked  by  its  happy  abundance,  and  the  beautiful 
language  in  which  he  clothed  his  poetic  ideas  and 
philosophical  notions.  To  defecate  life  of  its 
misery  and  its  evil,  was  the  ruling  passion  of  his 
soul :  he  dedicated  to  it  every  power  of  his  mind, — 
every  pulsation  of  his  heart.  He  looked  on 
political  freedom  as  the  direct  agent  to  effect  the 
happiness  of  mankind ;  and  thus  any  new-sprung 
bope  of  liberty  inspired  a  joy  and  an  exultation 
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more  intense  and  wild  than  be  could  have  felt  for 
•Qj  personal  advantage.  Those  who  have  never 
experienced  the  workings  of  passion  on  general 
and  unselfish  subjects,  cannot  understand  this; 
and  it  must  be  difficult  of  comprehension  to  the 
jounger  generation  rising  around,  since  thej  can- 
not remember  the  scorn  and  hatred  with  which 
the  partisans  of  reform  were  regarded  some  few 
years  ago,  nor  the  persecutions  to  which  they 
were  exposed.  He  had  been  from  youth  the 
victim  of  the  state  of  feeling  inspired  by  the  re- 
action of  the  French  Revolution  ;  and  believing 
firmly  in  the  justice  and  excellence  of  his  views, 
it  cannot  be  wondered  that  a  nature  as  sensitive, 
as  impetuous,  and  as  generous  as  his,  should  put 
its  whole  force  into  the  attempt  to  alleviate  for 
others  the  evils  of  those  systems  from  which  he 
had  himself  suffered.  Many  advantages  attended 
his  birth;  he  spurned  them  all  when  balanced 
with  what  he  considered  his  duties.  He  was 
generous  to  imprudence,  devoted  to  heroism. 

These  characteristics  breathe  throughout  his 
poetry.  The  struggle  for  human  weal ;  the  reso- 
lution firm  to  martyrdom ;  the  impetuous  pursuit ; 
the  glad  triumph  in  good ;  the  determination  not 
lo  despair.     Such  were  the  features  that  marked 
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thuse  of  his  works  winch  he  reganJtsd  wUh  mott 
iHjnQplaoeacy,  as  sustniiied  by  a  \ofiy  sabject  and 
useful  turn. 

In  addition  to  tbede,  bis  poems  may  be  divided 
into  two  classes, — the  purely  imaginative,  attd 
those  which  sprung  from  ihe  emotions  of  bii 
heart.  Among  the  former  may  be  classed  **Tbe 
Witch  of  Ailiis,"  '''Adotmis/*  and  his  Inieat  com* 
position,  left  imperfect,  *'Tbe  Triuniph  of  Life." 
In  Ihtj  ftrat  of  these  particularly,  he  gavu  tl)«  reins 
to  his  fancy,  and  luzunated  in  erery  idea  as  it 
rofid;  in  all,  there  is  tliat  sense  of  mystery  which 
formed  an  essential  portion  of  hu  perception  of 
life — a  clinging  to  the  subtler  inner  spirit,  rather 
than  to  the  outward  form^ — a  curious  and  meta- 
physical anatomy  of  human  passion  and  per« 
cepuon. 

The  second  class  is«  of  course,  the  more  popular, 
as  appealing  at  once  lo  emotions  common  to  iu 
all  i  BOtne  of  these  rest  on  the  passion  of  love ; 
others  on  giief  and  despondency  i  others  on  the 
^entiffleuts  inspired  by  natural  objects.  Shetley^s 
Qonoeption  of  love  was  exalted,  absorbing,  allied 
to  all  thjit  is  purest  and  noblest  in  our  nature, 
and  warmed  hj  earnest  passion ;  suoh  it  appears 
fvhen  he  »&ve  it  a  roice  in  verse.    Vet  he  waa 
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Bsnally  averse  to  expressing  these  feelings,  except 
when  highly  idealized;  and  many  of  his  more 
beautiful  effusions  he  had  cast  aside,  unfinished, 
and  thej  were  never  seen  by  me  till  after  I  had 
tost  him.  Others,  as  for  instance,  ^  Rosalind  and 
Helen,"  and  "  Lines  written  among  the  Euganean 
Hills,"  I  found  among  his  papers  by  chance ;  and 
with  some  difficulty  urged  him  to  complete  them. 
There  are  others,  such  as  the  "  Ode  to  tlie  Sky 
Lark,"  and  *'  The  Cloud,"  which,  in  the  opinion 
of  many  critics,  bear  a  purer  poetical  stamp  than 
any  other  of  his  productions.  They  were  written 
as  his  mind  prompted,  listening  to  the  carolling 
of  the  bird,  aloft  in  the  azure  sky  of  Italy ;  or 
marking  the  cloud  as  it  sped  across  the  heavens, 
while  he  floated  in  his  boat  on  the  Thames. 

No  poet  was  ever  warmed  by  a  more  genuine 
and  unforced  inspiration.  His  extreme  sensibility 
gave  the  intensity  of  passion  to  his  intellectual 
pursuits  ;  and  rendered  his  mind  keenly  alive  to 
every  perception  of  outward  objects,  as  well  as 
to  his  internal  sensations.  Such  a  gift  is,  among 
the  sad  vicissitudes  of  human  life,  the  disappoint- 
ments we  meet,  and  the  galling  sense  of  our  own 
mistakes  and  errors,  fraught  with  pain ;  to  escape 
from  such,  he  delivered  up  his  soul  to  poetry,  and 
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felt  happy  when  he  sheltered  himself  from  the  in- 
fluence of  human  sympathies,  in  the  wildest 
regions  of  fancy.  His  imagination  has  beeft 
termed  too  brilliant,  his  thoughts  too  subtle.  H« 
loved  to  idealize  reality ;  and  this  is  a  taste  shared 
by  few.  We  are  willing  to  have  our  passing 
whims  exalted  into  passions,  for  this  gratiiies  our 
Tanity ;  but  few  of  us  understand  or  sympathise 
with  the  endeavour  to  ally  the  love  of  abstract 
beauty,  and  adoration  of  abstract  good,  the  id 
Ayaddp  xa2  rd  icaXdv  of  the  Socratic  philosophers,  with 
our  sympathies  with  our  kind.  In  this  Shelley 
resembled  Plato;  both  taking  more  delight  in 
the  absti-act  and  the  ideal,  than  in  the  special 
and  tangible.  This  did  not  result  from  imitation ; 
for  it  was  nut  till  Shelley  resided  in  Italy  that 
be  made  Plato  his  study ;  he  then  translated  his 
Symposium  and  his  Ion ;  and  the  English  lan- 
guage boasts  of  no  more  brilliant  composition, 
than  Plato's  Praise  of  Love,  translated  by  Shel- 
ley. To  return  to  his  own  poetry.  The  luxury 
jf  imagination,  which  sought  nothing  beyond 
Itself,  as  a  child  burthens  itself  with  spring 
flowers,  thinking  of  no  use  beyond  the  enjoyment 
of  gathering  them,  often  showed  itself  in  his 
verses :  they  will  be  only  appreciated  by  miods 
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which  have  resemblance  to  his  own ;  and  th« 
mystic  subtlety  of  many  of  his  thoughts  will  share 
the  same  fate.  The  metaphysical  strain  that 
characterizes  much  of  what  he  has  written,  was, 
indeed,  the  portion  of  his  works  to  which,  apart 
from  those  whose  scope  was  to  awaken  mankind 
to  aspirations  for  what  he  considered  the  true  and 
good,  he  was  himself  particularly  attached.  Ttfti  e 
is  much,  however,  that  speaks  to  the  many. 
When  he  would  consent  to  dismiss  these  huntings 
after  the  obscure,  which,  entwined  with  his  nature 
as  they  were,  he  did  with  difficulty,  no  poet  ever 
expressed  in  sweeter,  more  heart-reaching,  or 
more  passionate  verse,  the  gentler  or  more  forcible 
emotions  of  the  soul. 

A  wise  friend  once  wrote  to  Shelley,  "  You  are 
still  very  young,  and  in  certain  essential  respects 
you  do  not  yet  sufficiently  perceive  that  you  are 
80."  It  is  seldom  that  the  young  know  what 
youth  is,  till  they  have  got  beyond  its  period ;  and 
time  was  not  given  him  to  attain  this  knowledge. 
it  must  be  remembered  that  there  is  the  stamp  of 
such  inexperience  on  all  he  wrote ;  he  had  not 
completed  his  nine-and-twentieth  year  when  he 
died.  The  calm  of  middle  life  did  not  add  the  seal 
of  the  virtues  which  adorn  maturity  to  thoi^e  gene- 
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rated  by  the  vehement  spirit  of  youth.  Through 
life  also  he  was  a  martyr  to  ill  health,  and  con- 
stant  pain  wound  up  his  nerves  to  a  pitch  of 
susceptibility  that  rendered  his  views  of  life 
different  from  those  of  a  man  in  the  enjoyment 
of -healthy  sensations.  Perfectly  gentle  and  for- 
bearing in  manner,  he  suffered  a  good  deal  of 
iniifnnl  irritability,  or  rather  excitement,  and  his 
fortitude  to  bear  was  almost  always  on  the  stretch ; 
and  thus,  during  a  short  life,  he  had  gone  through 
more  experience  of  sensation,  than  many  whose 
existence  is  protracted.  "If  I  die  to-morrow," 
he  said,  on  the  eve  of  his  unanticipated  death, 
"  I  have  lived  to  be  older  than  my  father."  The 
weight  of  thought  and  feeling  burdened  him 
heavily ;  you  read  his  sufferings  in  his  attenuated 
frame,  while  you  perceived  the  mastery  he  held 
over  them  in  his  animated  countenance  and 
brilliant  eyes. 

He  died  and  the  world  showed  no  outward 
sign ;  but  his  influence  over  mankind,  though  slow 
in  growth,  is  fast  augmenting,  and  in  the  amelio- 
rations that  have  taken  place  in  the  political  state 
of  his  country,  we  may  trace  in  part  the  operation 
of  his  arduous  struggles.  His  spirit  gathers 
peace  in  its  new  state  from  the  sense  that,  though 
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late,  hia  exertions  were  not  made  in  vain,  and  in 
the  progress  of  the  liberty  he  so  fondly  loved. 

He  died,  and  his  place  among  those  who  knew 
him  intimately,  has  never  been  filled  up.  He 
walked  beside  them  like  a  spirit  of  good  to  com- 
fort and  benefit — to  enlighten  the  darkness  of  life 
with  irradiations  of  genius,  to  cheer  it  with  his 
sympathy  and  love.  '  Any  one,  once  attached  to 
Shelley,  must  feel  all  other  affections,  however 
true  and  fond,  as  wasted  on  barren  soil  in  com- 
parison.  It  is  our  best  consolation  to  know  that 
such  a  pure-minded  and  exalted  being  was  once 
among  us,  and  now  exists  where  we  hope  one 
day  to  join  him  ; — although  the  intolerant,  in  their 
blindness,  poured  down  anathemas,  the  Spirit 
of  Good,  who  can  judge  the  heart,  never  rejected 
him. 

In  the  notes  appended  to  the  poems,  I  have 
endeavoured  to  narrate  the  origin  and  history  of 
tach.  The  loss  of  nearly  all  letters  and  papers 
which  refer  to  his  early  life,  renders  the  execution 
more  imperfect  than  it  would  otherwise  have 
been.  I  have,  however,  the  liveliest  recollection 
of  all  that  was  done  and  said  during  the  period 
of  my  knowing  him.  Every  impression  is  as 
clear  as  if  stamped  yesterday,  and  I  have  no  ap 
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prehension  of  any  mistake  in  my  statements,  aa 
fur  as  they  go.  Iii  other  respects,  I  am,  indeed, 
incompetent;  but  I  feel  the  importance  of  the 
task,  and  regard  it  as  my  most  sacred  duty.  I 
endeavour  to  fulfil  it  in  a  manner  he  would  him- 
self approve ;  and  hope  in  this  publication  to  lay 
the  firU  stone  of  a  monument  due  to  SbcUej*! 
genius,  his  sufferings,  and  his  virtues. 


S*al  Beguir  toa  tarda, 
FoTM  tLrmnk  che  '1  bel  nome  gmtfle 
CoDaasrarb  oon  qoMta  atanoa  panna. 
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In  revising  this  new  edition,  and  carefully  con< 
salting  Shelley's  scattered  and  confused  papers,  I 
found  a  few  fragments  which  had  hitherto  escaped 
me,  and  was  enabled  to  complete  a  few  poems 
hitherto  left  unfinished.  What  at  one  time  cs&ipes 
the  searching  eye,  dimmed  by  its  own  earnest- 
ness, becomes  clear  at  a  future  period.  By  the 
aid  of  a  friend  I  also  present  some  poems  com- 
plete and  correct,  which  hitherto  have  been 
defaced  by  various  mistakes  and  omiijsioiis.  It 
was  suggested  that  the  Poem  "  To  the  Queen  of 
my  Heart,"  was  falsely  attributed  to  Siielley.  I 
certainly  find  no  trace  of  it  among  his  papers, 
and  as  those  of  his  intimate  friends  whom  I  have 
consulted  never  heard  of  it,  I  omit  it. 

Two  Poems  are  added  of  some  length,"  Swell- 
foot  the  Tyrant,"  and  "  Peter  Bell  the  Third."  I 
have  mentioned  the  circumstances  under  which 
they  were  written  in  the  notes ;  and  need  only  add, 
that  they  are  conceived  in  a  very  different  spirit 
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from  Shelley's  usual  compositions.  They  are 
specimens  of  the  burlesque  and  fanciful ;  but 
although  they  adopt  a  familiar  style  and  homely 
imagery,  there  shine  through  the  radiance  of  the 
poet's  imngiuation  the  earnest  views  and  opinions 
of  the  ix)litician  and  the  moralist 

At  my  request  the  publisher  has  restored  iho 
omitted  passages  of  Queen  Mab.  —  I  now  present 
this  edition  as  a  complete  collection  of  my  hus- 
band's poetical  works,  and  I  do  not  foresee  that 
I  can  hereafter  add  to  or  take  away  a  word  ch 
line. 


Potxkt,  AbwM6er  etk,  1R39. 
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MEMOIR    OF    SHELLEY. 

The  notes  of  Mrs.  Shelley,  in  the  present  edition 
of  the  poems,  contain  so  much  biographical  mat* 
ter,  that  it  will  only  be  necessary  to  put  the  reader 
in  possession  of  such  facts  as  she  has  omitted 
either  from  a  natural  reserve,  or  a  very  pardon- 
able delicacy. 

Percy  Bysshe  Shelley  was  bom  on  the  4th  of 
August,  1792,  at  Field  Place,  in  Sussex.  He 
was  the  eldest  son  of  Sir  Timothy  Shelley,  Ba- 
ronet, of  Castle  Goring.  His  family  was  an  an- 
cient one,  and,  while  one  branch  of  it  represented 
the  blood  of  Sir  Philip  Sidney,  he  himself  was 
descended  from  the  Sackvilles,  a  name  inseparably 
associated  with  the  dawn  of  the  Elizabethan  litera- 
ture. 

There  was  also  blood  of  the  New  World  in 
Shelley's  veins.  His  paternal  great-grandfather, 
Timothy,  had  emigrated  to  America,  settling  at 
Newark  in  New  Jersey,  where  he  married  an 
American  wife,  and  where  Shelley's  grandfather, 
Bysshe,  was  born.  Bysshe  carried  the  family 
fortunes  back  to  England,  succeeded,  by  means 
of  a  handsome  pei*son  and  fine  manners,  in  marry- 
ing successively  two  heiresses,  became  a  baronet, 
and  lived  to  a  great  age,  an  eccentric  and  miser 
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Having  built  Castle  Goring  at  a  cost  of  eigbty 
thousand  pounds,  he  spent  the  last  twenty  years 
of  his  life  in  a  small  cottage,  meanly  furnished, 
and  frequented  a  tap-room  at  Horsham,  drink* 
bg  with  the  lowest  i)eople  of  the  place, — a  habit, 
Captain  Medwin  suggests,  acquired  in  America. 
But,  as  he  brought  his  fine  manners  from  that 
country,  we  may  conscientiously  believe  bettei 
things.  When  he  died  at  last,  (a  very  tedious 
at  last  it  seems  to  have  been  to  his  eldest  son 
Timothy,)  ten  thousand  pounds  were  found  se- 
creted in  different  hiding-places  in  his  clothes, 
books,  and  chamber.  Timothy,  (the  poet's  father,) 
after  keeping  the  legitimate  number  of  terms  at 
University  College,  Oxford,  made  the  grand  tour^ 
and  returned,  an  accompli^fhed  di-ciple  of  Roche- 
foucauld and  Chesterfield.  Of  the  influence  of 
his  example  and  precepts  upon  his  ?on  we  may 
judge  from  an  anecdote  told  by  Medwin,  who 
says,  "  he  once  told  his  son,  Percy  Bysshe,  in  my 
presence,  that  he  would  provide  for  as  many 
natural  children  as  he  chose  to  get,  but  that  he 
would  never  forgive  his  making  a  mesalliance" 

Under  the  roof  of  this  estimable  parent  and 
mentor,  Shelley  acquired  the  first  rudiments  of 
Latin  and  Greek,  in  company  with  his  two  elder 
sisters,  from  Mr.  Edwards,  the  clergyman  of 
Warnham,  who  is  described  as  "  a  good  >ld  man 
of  very  limited  intellects."  In  his  tenth  year  he 
«rae  removed  to  Sion  House,  Brentford,  where 
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Medwin  remembers  him  as  a  shy,  sensitix  e,  lonely 
boy,  walking  up  and  down  in  (he  sun,  aloo^  from 
the  boisterous  sports  of  his  schoolmates. 

At  the  age  of  lliirteen  he  was  sent  to  Eton. 
He  remained  tliere  tliree  years,  and,  during  that 
time,  gave  signs  of  that  love  of  freedom  which 
always  characterized  him,  by  fwming  a  contipiracj' 
against  the  fagging  system.  According  to  Leigh 
Hunt,  this  was  so  far  successful  as  to  procure  im- 
munity for  himself,  at  least,  from  oppression.  He 
alludes  to  it,  and  to  the  earliest  promptings  of  his 
literary  ambition,  in  the  dedication  to  "  The  Revolt 
of  Islam."  That  he  even  now  dreamed  of  achiev- 
ing fame  as  an  author  is  evident  from  his  having 
already  written  two  romances,  "  St.  Irvyne,  or  the 
Rosicrucian,"  and  "  Zastrozzi."  lie  also  gave  an 
early  proof  of  a  certain  rashness  and  eagerness  of 
temperament  which  he  never  wiiolly  conquered, 
by  publisliing  these  immaturities.  Nothing  is 
remembered  of  them  now,  but  that  they  were 
prodigal  of  melodramatic  blue-fire.  He  was  in 
his  fifteenth  year  when  they  were  written.  This 
was  in  1809,  and  in  the  same  year  he  became 
acquainted  with  his  first  love,  his  cousin.  Miss 
Harriet  Grove,  who  contributed  some  chapters  (o 
"  Zastrozzi." 

At  Sion  House,  his  favorite  books  were  Mrs. 
Radcliffe's  novels  and  .some  others  of  the  Minerva 
Press  School,  especially  one  called  "  Zofloya  the 
Moor,"     At  Eton  he  became  a  good  Latin  scholar, 


Zziv  MEMOIR   OF   SHELLEY. 

and  a  tolerable  Greek  one.  Here  began  his  love 
of  Plato  and  of  boating,  the  one  destined  to  in- 
fluence his  whole  life  as  an  author  and  a  man, 
and  the  other  to  cause  his  untimely  death. 

From  Eton,  he  was  removed,  at  the  age  of  six- 
teen, (in  October,  1810,)  to  University  College, 
Oxford.  Here  his  radical  opinions  on  politics, 
society,  and  religion  seem  to  have  become  more 
firmly  rooted.  He  could  not  reconcile  for  himself 
the  discordance  between  theory  and  practice,  and 
somewhat  too  impatiently  rejected  as  false  what- 
ever was  necessarily  inadequate  from  the  imper- 
fect nature  of  man.  But  in  all  the  intellectual 
vagaries  of  .Shelley's  youth,  we  cannot  but  recog- 
nize a  rare  sincerity  and  disinterestedness.  If  he 
insisted  that  other  men  should  reconcile  the  theo- 
retic with  the  practical,  he  did  not  shrink  from  it 
liimself.  This  is  illustrated  by  an  anecdote  told 
of  him  by  Hunt.  No  date  is  given,  but  it  may 
be  referred  probably  enough  to  the  latter  part  of 
his  Oxford  life. 

"  Siielloy  was  present  at  a  ball  where  he  was  a 
person  of  some  importance.  Numerous  village 
ladies  were  there,  old  and  young;  and  none  of 
the  passions  were  absent  that  are  accustomed  to 
glance  in  the  cytis,  and  gossip  in  the  tongues,  of 
similar  gatherings  together  of  talk  and  dress.  In 
>he  front  wore  seated  the  rank  and  fashion  of  the 
place.  The  virtues  diminished  as  the  seats  went 
backward ;  and  at  the  back  of  all,  unspoken  toy 
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but  not  unheeded,  sat  blushing  a  damsel  who  had 
been  seduced.  It  is  not  stated  by  whom,  pro- 
bably by  some  well-dressed  gentleman  in  the 
room,  who  thought  himself  entitled,  nevertheless, 
to  the  conversation  of  the  most  flourishing  ladies 
present,  and  who  naturally  thought  so  because  he 
bad  it.  That  sort  of  thing  happens  every  day. 
It  was  expected  that  the  young  squire  would  take 
out  one  of  these  ladies  to  dance.  What  is  the 
consternation  when  they  see  him  making  his  way 
to  the  back  benches,  and  handing  forth,  with  an 
air  of  consolation  and  tenderness,  the  object  of  all 
the  virtuous  scorn  of  the  room  !  the  person  whom 
that  other  gentleman,  wrong  as  he  had  been  to 
her,  and  "  wicked "  as  the  ladies  might  have 
ftllowed  him  to  be  toward  the  fair  sex  in  general, 
would  have  shrunk  from  touching !  " 

While  at  Oxford  he  seems  to  have  had  some 
dreams  of  combining  a  life  of  politics  with  that 
of  literature,  as  would  appear  by  the  following 
letter  to  Leigh  Hunt,  then  editor  of  the  "  Exa- 
miner." 

"UNivKRsrrT  College,  Oxfohd,  March  2,  1811. 

"  Sir, — Permit  me,  although  a  stranger,  to  offer  my 
rincerest  congratulations  on  the  occasion  of  that  tri- 
umph so  highly  to  be  prized  by  men  of  liberality ;  pei^ 
mit  me  also  to  submit  to  your  consideration,  as  to  one 
of  the  most  fearless  enlighteners  of  the  public  mind  at 
the  present  time,  a  scheme  of  mutual  safety  and  mu- 
tual indemnification  for  men  of  public  spirit  and  prin- 
tiple,  which,  if  carried  into  effect,  would  evidentlv  be 
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productive  of  incalculable  advantage? ;  of  the  scheme 
the  inclosed  is  an  address  to  the  public,  the  proposal 
for  a  meeting,  and  which  shall  be  modified  according 
to  your  judgment,  if  you  will  do  me  the  honour  to  con- 
sider the  point  The  ultimate  intention  of  my  aim  is 
to  induce  a  meeting  of  such  enlightened  unprejudiced 
members  of  the  contmunity,  whose  indejHindent  prin- 
ciples expose  them  to  evils  which  might  thus  become 
alleviated,  and  to  form  a  methodical  soi'iety  which 
should  be  organized  so  as  to  resist  that  coalition  of  the 
enemies  of  liberty  which  at  present  renders  any  ex- 
pression of  opinion  on  matters  of  iwliiy  dangerous  to 
individuals.  It  has  been  for  the  want  of  societies  of 
this  nature  that  corruption  has  attained  the  height  at 
which  we  now  behold  it,  nor  can  any  of  us  bear  in 
mind  the  very  great  influence  which  some  years  since 
was  gained  by  (  ?  )>  without  considering  that  a 
society  of  equal  extent  might  establish  rational  liberty 
on  as  firm  a  basis  as  that  which  would  have  supported 
the  visionary  schemes  of  a  completely  ecjualizcd  com- 
munity. Although  perfectly  unacquainted  (privately) 
with  you,  I  address  you  as  a  common  friend  of  Liberty^ 
thinking  that  in  cases  of  this  urgency  and  importance, 
that  etiquette  ought  not  to  stand  in  the  way  of  useful- 
ness. My  father  is  in  Parliamt-nt,  and  on  attaining 
21,  I  shall,  in  all  probability,  fill  his  vacant  st'at.  On 
account  of  the  responsibility  to  whlth  my  resi«lcnce  at 
Uiis  University  subjects  me,  I  of  course  dare  not  pub- 
Ucly  to  avow  all  that  I  think,  but  the  time  will  come 
when  I  hope  that  my  every  endeavour,  inelhcient  a« 
they  nviy  be,  will  be  directed  to  the  advancement  oi 
liberty. 

**  I  remain,  Sir,  your  most 

"P.  B.  Sheluct." 
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During  his  University  life,  his  favourite  amuse- 
ments were  chemistry,  microscopic  investigations, 
and  boating.  He  also  went  through  the  usual 
drill  in  logic,  but  with  some  rather  unusual  and 
anoomfortable  results.  To  a  youth  of  Slielley's 
Impetuous  temperament,  resolved  to  subject  every 
custom,  prejudice,  or  idea,  which  he  found  con- 
creted in  practice,  to  the  ideal  tests  of  abstract 
•  truth  and  justice,  the  syllogism  was  a  weapon 
which  he  was  quite  as  likely  to  seize  by  the  blade 
as  the  handle.  Taking  for  his  premises  all  the 
vulgar  notions  of  God's  attributes  that  he  could 
lay  hold  of,  he  wrote  and  published  in  conjunc- 
tion with  a  college  friend,  Mr.  Hogg,  an  anony- 
mous pamphlet  to  demonstrate  the  non-existence 
of  any  deity  at  all.  He  had  already  rendered 
himself  somewhat  obnoxious  by  printing  a  volume 
of  verses  under  the  title  of  "  The  Postiiumous 
Works  of  Mrs.  Margaret  Nicholson,"  who,  it  will 
be  remembered,  was  the  poor  insane  woman  that 
attempted  the  life  of  George  III.  The  name  of 
his  new  indiscretion  was  the  •'  Necessity  of  Athe- 
iam.'*  The  government  of  his  college  were  not 
slow  in  constructing  a  syllogism  quite  as  unan- 
swerable as  his  own,  to  this  effect.  The  society 
of  an  avowed  atheist  cannot  but  be  injurious  to 
the  morals  of  the  young  gentlemen  of  this  college : 
but  P.  B.  Shelley  has  avowed  himself  an  atheist : 
then  it  is  fit  that  he  be  expelled.  And  expelled 
he  accordingly  was.     Perhaps  a  milder  mode  of 


XXVIU  MEMOIR   OF   8HELLBT. 

treatment  and  less  heroic  remedies  might  have 
been  more  efficacious  in  effecting  a  cure.  As  it 
was,  Shelley  went  up  to  London  full  of  the  dan- 
gurous  exhilaration  of  a  successful  martyr,  and 
carried  about  with  him  the  certificate  of  his  ex- 
pulsion, as  St.  Lawrence  does  his  gridiron,  at 
once  the  evidence  of  his  admission  to  the  Church 
triumphant,  and  of  the  manner  of  it  The  im- 
mediate consequences  of  his  expulsion  were  a 
quarrel  with  his  father,  (followed  by  a  hollow 
reconcilement,)  and  the  breaking  off  of  his  love 
affiiir  with  Miss  Grove. 

Shortly  after  iiis  arrival  in  London  he  read 
Godwin's  "  Political  Justice,"  and  was  thereby 
confirmed  in  his  theories  on  the  subject  of  poli- 
tics. But  Slielley's  liberalism  must  be  distin- 
guished from  the  kind  professed  by  Lord  B^Ton. 
It  was  with  him  a  matter  of  nature  as  well  as 
conviction,  and  he  cheerfully  gave  up  for  its  sake 
a  seat  in  Parliament  and  a  large  income.  Byron's 
was  an  affair  of  whim,  cost  him  nothing,  and  the 
contradiction  between  his  principles  and  his  posi- 
tion, enhanced  that  interest  in  his  personal  cha- 
eacter,  which  it  was  the  object  of  his  whole  life  to 
increase.  To  a  peer  all  things  are  possible  in 
England,  and  if  Byron  made  a  show  of  sacrificing 
his  80c\a\  presticfey  it  was  to  himself  that  the  altar 
was  built,  and  his  own  nostrils  that  inhaled  the 
incense,  while  Shelley  enthusiastically  made  a 
holocaust  of  self,  of  position,  of  prospects,  to  the 
principles  which  he  believed  to  be  right. 
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At  this  period  of  his  life  Shelley  had  a  habit 
oi  writing  letters  to  ahj  person  that  interested 
him.  Among  others,  he  opened  a  correspondence 
with  Misa  Browne,  (afterward  Mrs.  Hemans,) 
which  continued  some  time,  till  it  was  broken  off 
by  her  mother,  who  probably  did  not  relish  some 
of  the  young  poet's  theories  in  regard  to  domestic 
life.  In  the  same  way  his  intercourse  began  with 
Miss  Harriet  Westbrooke,  the  beautiful  daughter 
of  a  retired  (K>ffee-house  keeper.  To  letters  suc- 
ceeded stolen  interviews,  (the  young  lady  was 
at  a  boarding-school,)  and  to  interviews,  Gretna 
Green.     This  was  in  1811. 

Hitherto,  probably,  Sir  Timothy  had  looked 
upon  the  dogmatic  excesses  of  his  son  as  only 
another  form  of  sowing  those  wild  oats  fivm 
which  commonly  is  reaped  In  due  time  a  crop 
of  tame  respectability  and  decorum.  Theories, 
as  long  as  they  were  abstract,  did  not  disturb  him, 
for  he  knew  that  they  might  be,  and  commonly 
were,  turned  out  of  doors,  whenever  society  as  it 
was  offered  greater  inducements.  But  now  that 
his  son  had  legally  indented  himself  to  a  theory 
for  life,  it  was  quite  another  and  more  serious 
affair.  The  chance  of  being  grandfather  to  a 
coffee-house  keeper's  grandson,  who,  in  spite  of 
him,  might  be  the  future  master  of  Castle  Goring, 
was  probably  not  a  pleasant  one.  Hitherto,  in 
bis  treatment  of  his  son,  he  had  neglected  to  prac- 
lise  on  the  obvious  truth  that  the  opinions  of  the 
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^roung  resemble  certain  animals  which  need  oxdy 
to  be  sufficiently  urged  in  one  direction  to  boll 
madly  in  the  other,  and  that  their  extravagances 
have  this  likeness  of  virtue  that  they  grow  all 
the  more  for  the  weight  that  is  laid  upon  them. 
The  baronet  resolved  to  punish  what  he  could  not 
cure,  and  accordingly  cut  his  son  off  from  all 
paternal  assistance.  The  bride's  father,  however, 
was  likely  to  view  the  matter  in  another  light,  (it 
would  doubtless  be  no  great  cross  to  him  to  see 
his  grandson  a  baronet,)  and  he  allowed  the  young 
couple  an  annuity  of  two  hundred  pounds.* 

It  is  a  little  odd,  considering  Shelley's  opinions 
about  marriage,  that  he  should  have  been  married 
twice  to  his  first  wife.  After  their  return  from 
Gretna  Green,  the  ceremony  was  performed 
again  at  Cuckfield  in  Sussex.  For  some  time, 
he  seems  to  have  led  a  rather  migratory  life. 
We  find  him  for  a  time  at  Keswick,  where  he  be- 
came acquainted  with  Southey,  for  whose  poetry 
he  had  at  this  time  an  extravagant  admiration ; 
then  in  Dublin,  projecting  histories  of  Ireland, 
which  result  in  a  small  political  pamphlet,  now 
irrecoverable ;  then  in  the  Isle  of  Man,  tis  a  kind 

*  Captain  Medwin  doubts  this,  and  quotes  a  letter  of 
ShcUcy'B  in  confirmation  of  his  doubt.  The  letter  proret, 
U  least,  tliftt  tlie  father-in-law  sent  him  $omething,  but  thk 
would  seom  to  hare  been  enough  to  supi)ort  him,  for  it  doM 
Dot  appear  that  he  was  able  to  raise  any  money  on  his  expoo- 
tatioHB.  ileanwhile  ho  was  able  to  lire  for  two  yean  in 
mxao  way  or  other. 
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of  Alsatia,  sacred  from  the  foot  of  bailiff;  and 
last  in  Wales,  whence  he  appears  to  have  come 
to  London  again. 

The  results  of  this  marriage  were  two  children, 
a  daughter  and  a  son,  and  a  separation.  The  cir- 
cumstances of  the  disagreement  between  Shelley 
and  his  wife,  have  never  been  cleared  up.  Per- 
haps it  would  have  been  quite  as  noble  if  Shelley 
had  continued  the  martyr  of  a  youthful  misstep 
instead  of  making  his  wife  the  victim  ot  notions 
about  man-iage  in  which  there  is  no  evidence  that 
she  shared.  However  this  may  be,  he  made  him- 
self so  acceptable  to  Miss  Godwin,  daughter  of 
the  novelist  and  Mary  Wolstonecraft,  that  she 
consented  to  elope  with  him  to  Switzerland  in 
July,  1814.  They  crossed  to  Calais  in  an  open 
boat,  not  without  danger  of  being  lost.  A  Miss 
Claremont  went  with  them.  She  also  was  a 
deaconess  in  the  Church  of  the  Elective  Affini- 
ties, and  (Lord  Byron  having  joined  the  party) 
became  the  mother  of  the  Allegra,  mentioned  in 
his  will.  Thii?,  however,  seems  to  have  been 
on  a  second  visit  to  the  Continent,  the  fugitives 
having  in  the  meanwhile  returned  for  a  short 
time  to  England.  This  last  continental  tour  occu- 
pied but  a  few  months,  during  which  the  northern 
Dart  of  Italy  was  visited. 

Shelley  came  back  to  England  again,  bringing 
with  him  a  child  by  his  new  connection,  and  went 
to  Bath.     But  now  was  to  come  the  terrible  recoil 
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which  almost  inevitably  results  from  an  attempt 
to  bend  an  entire  social  system  out  of  the  way  of 
the  passions  of  a  single  man.  However  the  brain 
may  philosophize,  the  heart  remains  loyal  to  its 
traditions,  and  though  Mrs.  Shelley  may  have 
been  captivated  with  the  doctrine  of  attractions 
while  it  drew  her  husband  to  her,  she  was  not  pre- 
pared for  the  more  liberal  application  of  it  which 
drew  him  away.  No  theorizing  can  sweeten  de- 
sertion ;  and  the  unhappy  woman,  disenchanted  of 
the  dream,  and  forsaken  by  the  substance,  sought 
shelter  in  death. 

The  lovers  of  Shelley  as  a  man  and  a  poet 
have  done  what  they  could  to  palliate  his  conduct 
in  this  matter.  But  a  question  of  morals,  as  be- 
tween man  and  society,  cannot  be  reduced  to  any 
Individual  standard  however  exalted.  Our  par- 
tiality for  the  man  only  heightens  our  detestation 
of  the  error.  The  greater  Shelley's  genius,  the 
nobler  his  character  and  impulses,  so  much  the 
more  startling  is  the  warning.  If  we  make  our 
own  inclinations  the  measure  of  what  is  right,  we 
must  be  the  sterner  in  curbing  them.  A  woman's 
heart  is  too  delicate  a  thing  to  serve  as  a  fulcrum 
for  the  lever  with  which  a  man  would  overturn 
any  system,  however  conventional.  The  misery 
of  the  elective-affinity  scheme  is  1  hat  men  are  not 
chemical  substances,  and  (hat  in  nine  cases  in  ten 
the  force  of  the  attraction  works  more  constantly 
and  Listingly    upon   the   woman  than  the  man. 
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There  is  no  sfronger  argument  against  it  than  the 
Memoirs  of  Mary  Wolstonecraft.  Tlie  Mormon 
polygamy  is  nothing  more  than  a  plant  from  the 
same  evil  seed  sown  in  a  baser  soil,  and  is  an 
attempt  to  compromise  between  the  higher  in* 
^tincts  of  mankind,  organized  in  their  institutions^ 
and  the  bestial  propensities  of  sensualized  indi> 
Tiduals. 

The  suicide  of  Shelley's  wife  took  place  on  the 
10th  of  November,  1816,  and  shortly  afterward 
he  married  Miss  Godwin,  at  her  father's  solicita- 
tion, and  took  up  his  abode  at  Great  Marlow  io 
Buckinghamshire.  His  means  of  support  were 
ample,  as  he  had  succeeded  to  some  property  in 
his  own  right  which  yielded  a  yearly  income  of 
one  thousand  pounds.  During  his  residence  here 
the  custody  of  his  two  children  by  his  first  wife 
was  takeu  away  from  him  by  a  decision  of  the 
Lord  Chancellor  Eldon,  on  the  ground  of  atheist- 
ical principles  attributed  to  their  father.*  Shelley 
felt  this  deeply,  and  all  his  life.     His  poem  of 

*  We  are  anable  to  see  that  Shelley  suffered  any  great 
amoant  of  hardship  or  injuRtice  in  this  matter.  He  had  first 
deserted  the  children  himself, —  one  of  them  yet  unborn, — 
and  then  left  them  in  the  keeping  and  under  the  influence  of 
a  woman  whom  he  did  not  think  a  fit  companion  for  himself. 
One  would  rather  be  inclined  to  say  that  his  patent  in  them 
was  roid  for  non-iuer.  The  depth  and  ardor  of  his  attach- 
ment to  them  may  be  questioned  under  the  circumstances. 
At  least,  it  is  natural  that  their  maternal  relatives  should  not 
wish  to  have  them  brought  up  under  the  influence  of  prin- 
riples  that  had  resulted  so  disastrously. 

VOL.  I.  e 
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"  Queen  Mab,"  a  juvenile  production,  published 
without  his  consent,  was  made  the  ground  of  this 
decision.  His  opinions  upon  marriage  were  also 
brought  up  against  him.  The  children  were  put 
under  the  care  of  a  clergyman  of  the  church  of 
England.  Leigh  Hunt  says,  "  Shelley's  manner 
of  life  suffered  greatly  in  its  repute  from  this 
circumstance.  He  was  said  to  be  keeping  a  se- 
raglio at  Marlow  ;  and  his  friends  partook  of  the 
scandal.  This  keeper  of  a  seraglio,  who,  in  fact, 
was  extremely  difficult  to  please  in  such  matters, 
and  who  had  no  idea  of  love  unconnected  with 
sentiment,  passed  his  days  like  a  hermit.  He  rose 
early  in  the  morning,  walked  and  read  before 
breakfast,  took  that  meal  sparingly,  wrote  and 
studied  the  greater  part  of  the  morning,  walked 
and  read  again,  dined  on  vegetables,  (for  he  took 
neither  meat  nor  wine,)  conversed  with  his  friends, 
(to  whom  his  house  was  ever  open,)  again  walked 
out,  and  usually  finished  with  reading  to  his  wife 
till  ten  o'clock,  when  he  went  to  bed.  This  was 
his  daily  existence.  His  book  was  genemlly 
Plato  or  Homer,  or  one  of  the  Greek  tnigedians, 
or  the  Bible,  in  which  last  he  took  a  great,  though 
peculiar,  and  often  admiring  interest." 

At  Great  Marlow,  Hunt  says,  "  he  was  a  bless* 
ing  to  the  poor.  His  charity,  though  liberal,  was 
not  weak.  He  inquired  personally  into  the  cir- 
cumstances of  his  petitioners ;  visited  the  sick  in 
their  beds,  (for  he  had  gone  the  rounds  of  the 
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hospitals  on  purpose  to  be  able  to  practise  on 
occasion,*)  and  kept  a  regular  list  of  industrious 
poor,  whom  he  assisted  with  small  sums  to  make 
op  their  accounts." 

It  was  here  he  published  "A  Proposal  for  put- 
ting Refcft'm  to  the  Vote  throughout  the  Country," 
and  offered  to  give  a  tenth  part  of  his  income  for 
a  year  toward  the  advancement  of  the  project. 
Ills  generosity  was  always  remarkable  and  un- 
ostentatious. Out  of  his  thousand  pounds  a  year, 
he  bestowed  a  pension  of  one  hundred  upon  a 
needy  literary  man,  and  at  one  time  raised  by 
great  effort  fourteen  hundred  pounds  to  extricate 
Leigh  Hunt  from  debt. 

The  following  characteristic  anecdotes,  relating 
to  this  part  of  his  life  are  told  by  Hunt,  in  his 
autobiography. 

"To  return  to  Hampstead.  Shelley  often  came 
there  to  see  me,  sometimes  to  stop  for  several  days. 
He  delighted  ill  the  natural  broken  ground,  and  in  the 
fresh  air  of  the  place,  especially  when  the  wind  set  in 
from  the  northwest,  which  used  to  give  him  an  intoxi- 
cation of  animal  spirits.  Here  also  he  swam  his  paper 
boats  on  the  ponds,  and  delighted  to  play  with  my 
children,  particularly  with  my  eldest  boy,  the  serious- 
ness of  whose  ima^nation,  and  his  susceptibility  of  a 
»'  grim "  impression,  (a  favorite  epithet  of  Shelley's,) 

♦  Med  win  says  that  he  began  the  study  of  medicine  with 
a  vievr  to  earning  his  snpport  by  the  practise  of  that  profcs- 
lion. 
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highly  interested  him.  He  would  play  at  *  frightfiil 
creatures'  with  him,  from  wluch  the  other  would 
match  *  a  fearful  joy,'  only  begging  him  occasionally 
"  not  to  do  the  horn,"  which  was  a  way  that  Shelley 
had  of  screwing  up  his  hair  in  front,  to  imitate  a  wear 
pon  of  that  sort  This  was  the  boy  (now^a  man  of 
forty,  and  himself  a  fine  writer)  to  whom  Lamb  took 
such  a  liking  on  similar  accounts,  and  addressed  some 
charming  verses  as  his  ♦  favorite  child.'  I  have  already 
mentioned  him  during  my  imprisonment 

'* As  an  instance  of  Shelley's  playfulness  when  he  was 
in  good  spirits,  he  was  once  going  to  town  with  me  in 
the  llampstead  stage,  when  our  only  companion  was 
an  old  lady,  who  sat  silent  and  still  afler  the  English 
&shion.  Shelley  was  fond  of  quoting  a  passage  from 
"  Richard  the  Second,"  in  the  commencement  of  which 
tlui  king,  in  the  indulgence  of  his  misery,  exclaims, 

'  For  Heaven's  sake,  let  us  sit  upon  the  ground, 
And  tell  sad  stories  of  the  death  of  kings.' 

Shelley,  who  had  been  moved  into  the  ebullition  by 
something  objectionable  which  he  thought  he  saw  in 
the  face  of  our  companion,  startled  her  into  a  look  of 
the  most  ludicrous  astonishment,  by  suddenly  calling 
this  passage  to  mind,  and,  in  his  enthusiastic  tone  of 
voice,  addressing  me  by  name  with  the  first  two  lines. 
'  Hunt !    he  exclaimed. 

'  For  Heaven's  sake,  let  us  sit  upon  the  ground, 
And  tell  sad  stories  of  the  death  of  kings.' 

'i  he  old  lady  looked  on  the  coach-floor,  as  if  expecting 
<o  see  us  take  our  seats  accordingly. 

"  But  here  follows  a  graver  and  more  characteristit 
anecdote.     Shelley  was  not  only  anxious  for  the  good 
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of  mankind  in  general.  We  have  seen  what  he  pro- 
posed on  the  subject  of  Reform  in  Parliament,  and  he 
was  alwajs  very  desirous  of  the  national  welfare.  It 
was  a  moot  point  when  he  entered  your  room,  whether 
he  would  begin  with  some  half-pleasant,  half-pensive 
joke,  or  quote  something  Greek,  or  ask  some  question 
about  public  affairs.  He  once  came  upon  me  at 
Hampstead,  when  I  had  not  seen  him  for  some  time ; 
and  ^er  grasping  my  hands  into  both  his,  in  his  usual 
fervent  manner,  he  sat  down  and  looked  at  me  very 
earnestly,  with  a  deep,  though  not  melancholy  interest 
in  his  face.  We  were  sitting  with  our  knees  to  the 
fire,  to  which  we  had  been  getting  nearer  and  nearer, 
in  the  comfort  of  finding  ourselves  together.  The 
pleasurcr  of  seeing  him  was  my  only  feeling  at  the 
moment;  and  the  air  of  domesticity  about  us  was  so 
complete,  that  I  thought  he  was  going  to  speak  of 
some  family  matter,  either  his  or  my  own,  when  he 
asked  me,  at  tlie  close  of  an  intensity  of  pause,  what 
was  •  the  amount  of  the  National  Debt ! ' 

"  I  used  to  rally  him  on  the  apparent  inconscquential- 
ity  of  his  manner  upon  those  occasions,  and  he  was 
always  ready  to  carry  on  the  jest,  because  he  said  that 
my  laughter  did  not  hinder  my  being  in  earnest 

"  But  here  follows  a  crowning  anecdote,  into  which 
I  shall  close  my  recollections  of  him  at  this  period. 
We  shall  meet  him  again  in  Italy,  and  there,  alas !  I 
shall  have  to  relate  events  graver  still. 

"  I  Wcis  returning  home  one  night  to  Hampstead  after 
the  opera.  As  I  approached  the  door,  I  heard  strange 
and  alarming  shrieks,  mixed  with  the  voice  of  a  man. 
The  next  day,  it  was  reported  by  the  gossips  that  Mr. 
Shelley,  no  Christian,  (for  it  was  he  who  was  there,) 
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had  brought  some  "very  strange  female**  into  the 
house,  no  better,  of  course,  than  she  ought  to  be. 
The  real  Christian  had  puzzled  them.  Shelley,  in 
coming  to  our  house  that  night,  had  found  a  woman 
lying  near  the  top  of  the  hill  in  fits.  It  was  a  fierce 
winter  night,  with  snow  upon  the  ground;  and  winter 
loses  nothing  of  its  fierceness  at  Hampstead.  My 
friend,  always  the  promptest  as  well  as  most  pitying 
on  these  occasions,  knocked  at  the  first  bouses  he  could 
reach,  in  order  to  have  the  woman  taken  in.  The  in- 
variable answer  was,  that  they  could  not  do  it  He 
asked  for  an  outhouse  to  put  her  in,  while  he  went  for 
a  doctor.  Impossible !  In  vain  he  assured  them  that 
she  was  no  impostor.  They  would  not  dis]>ute  the 
point  with  him ;  but  doors  were  closed,  and  windows 
were  shut  down.  Had  he  lit  upon  worthy  Mr.  Park, 
the  philologist,  he  would  assuredly  have  come,  in  spite 
of  his  Calvinism.  But  he  lived  too  far  off.  Had  he 
lit  upon  my  friend,  Armitage  Brown,  who  lived  on 
another  side  of  the  heath ;  or  on  his  friend  and  neigh- 
bor, Dilke ;  they  would,  either  of  them,  have  jumped 
up  from  amidst  their  books  or  their  bedclothes,  and 
have  gone  out  with  him.  But  the  paucity  of  Christ- 
ians is  astonishing,  considering  the  number  of  them. 
Hme  flies ;  the  poor  woman  is  in  convulsions ;  hci- 
son,  a  young  man,  lamenting  over  her.  At  last,  my 
friend  sees  a  carriage  driving  up  to  a  house  at  a  little 
distance.  The  knock  is  given ;  the  warm  door  opens; 
servants  and  lights  pour  forth.  Now,  thought  he,  is 
the  time.  He  puts  on  his  best  address,  which  anybody 
might  recognize  for  that  of  the  highest  gentleman  as 
well  an  of  an  interesting  individual,  and  plants  himself 
in  the  waj'  of  an  elderly  person,  who  is  stepping  out 
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df  the  carnage  with  his  family.  lie  tells  his  stoiy. 
They  only  press  on  the  faster.  "  Will  you  go  and  see 
her  ?  "  "  No,  sir ;  there's  no  necessity  for  that  sort  of 
thing,  depend  on  it  Impostors  swarm  everywhere; 
the  thing  cannct  be  done ;  sir,  your  conduct  is  extra- 
ordinary." "  Sir,"  cried  Shelley,  assuming  a  very 
different  manner,  and  forcing  the  flourishing  house- 
holder to  stop  out  of  astonishment,  "  I  am  sorry  to  say 
that  your  conduct  is  not  extraordinary;  and  if  my 
own  seems  to  amaze  you,  I  will  tell  you  something 
which  may  amaze  you  a  little  more,  and  I  hope  will 
frighten  you.  It  is  such  men  as  you  who  madden  the 
spirits  and  the  patience  of  the  poor  and  wretched  ;  and 
if  ever  a  convulsion  comes  in  this  country,  (which  is 
very  probable,)  recollect  what  I  tell  you:  you  will 
have  your  house,  that  you  refuse  to  put  the  miserable 
woman  into,  burnt  over  your  head."  "  God  bless  me, 
air !  Dear  me,  sir !  "  exclaimed  the  poor  frighteneo 
man,  and  fluttered  into  his  mansion.  The  woman 
was  then  brought  to  our  house,  which  was  at  some 
distance,  and  down  a  bleak  path;  and  Shelley  and 
her  son  were  obliged  to  hold  her  till  the  doctor  could 
arrive.  It  appeared  that  she  had  been  attending  this 
son  in  London,  on  a  criminal  charge  made  against 
him,  the  agitation  of  which  had  thrown  her  into  the 
6t3  on  her  return.  The  doctor  said  that  she  would 
have  perished,  had  she  lain  there  a  short  time  longer. 
The  next  day  my  friend  sent  mother  and  son  comfort- 
ably home  to  Hendon,  where  they  were  known,  and 
whence  tliey  returned  him  thanks  full  of  gratitude." 

Of  Shelley*8  return  to  Italy  and  his  manner  of 
hie  in  that  country,  the  reader  will  find  a  full 
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account  in  the  notes  of  Mrs.  Shelley,  appended  to 
the  different  poems  which  he  wrote  there.  The 
best  narrative  of  his  death  is  that  of  Hunt,  from 
whom  we  extract  what  follows.  Hunt  had  come 
to  Italy  at  Shellej'ij  invitation,  and  the  friends  had 
met  at  Pisa. 

**  In  a  day  or  two  Shelley  took  leave  of  us  to  return 
lo  Lerici  for  the  rest  of  the  season,  meaning,  however, 
to  see  us  more  than  once  in  the  interval.  I  spent  one 
delightful  aAcmoon  with  him,  wandering  about  Pisa, 
and  visiting  the  cathedraL  On  the  night  of  the  same 
day  he  took  a  postchaise  for  Leghorn,  intending  next 
morning  to  sign  his  will  in  that  city,  and  then  depart 
with  his  friend.  Captain  Williams,  for  Lerici.  I  in- 
treated  him,  if  the  weather  was  violent,  not  to  give 
way  to  his  daring  spirit  and  venture  to  sea.  He  pro- 
mised me  he  would  not ;  and  it  seems  that  he  did  set 
oiFIater  than  he  otherwise  would  have  done,  and  appa- 
rently at  a  more  favorable  moment.  I  never  beheld 
hun  more. 

"  The  superstitious  might  discern  something  strange 
in  that  connection  of  his  last  will  and  testament  with  his 
departure ;  but  the  will,  it  seems,  was  not  to  be  found. 
The  same  night  there  was  a  tremendous  storm  of  thun- 
der and  lightning,  which  made  us  very  anxious;  but 
we  hoped  our  friend  had  arrived  before  then.  When 
Trelawny  came  to  Pisa,  and  told  us  he  was  missing,  1 
underwent  one  of  the  sensations  which  we  read  of  in 
books,  but  seldom  experience ;  I  was  tongue-tied  with 
horror. 

"A  dreadful  interval  took  place  of  more  than  a  week, 
luring  which,  every  inquiry  and  ever}'  fond  hope  were 
exhausted.    At  the  end  of  that  period  our  worst  fears 
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were  confirmed.  A  body  had  been  washed  on  shore, 
near  the  town  of  Via  Reggie,  which,  by  the  dress  and 
stature,  was  kcown  to  be  our  friend's.  Keats's  last 
vi^ume  also  (the  "  Lamia,"  &c.)  was  found  open  in  the 
jacket  pocket.  He  had  probably  been  reading  it 
when  surprised  by  the  storm.  It  was  my  copy.  ] 
had  told  him  to  keep  it  till  ho  gave  it  me  again  with 
his  own  hands.  So  I  would  not  have  it  from  any  other 
It  was  burned  with  his  remains.  The  body  of  his 
friend,  Mr.  Williams,  was  found  near  a  tower,  four 
miles  distant  from  its  companion.  That  of  the  other 
third  party  in  the  boat,  Charles  Vivian,  the  seaman, 
was  not  discovered  till  nearly  three  weeks  afterward. 

"  The  remains  of  Shelley  and  Mr.  Williams  were 
burned,  after  the  good  ancient  fashion,  and  gathered 
into  coffers.  Those  of  Mr.  Williams  were  subsequently 
taken  to  England.  Shelley's  were  interred  at  Kome, 
in  the  Protestant  burial-ground,  the  place  which  he 
had  so  touchingly  described  in  recording  its  reception 
of  Keats.  The  ceremony  of  the  burning  was  alike 
beautiful  and  distressing.  Trelawney,  who  had  been 
the  chief  person  concerned  in  ascertaining  the  fate  of 
his  friends,  completed  his  kindness  by  taking  the  most 
active  part  on  this  last  mournful  occasion.  He  and 
his  friend  Shenley  were  first  upon  the  ground,  at- 
tended by  proper  assistants.  Lord  Byron  and  myself 
arrived  shortly  afterward.  His  lordship  got  out  of  his 
carriage,  but  wandered  away  from  the  spcct^icle,  and 
did  not  see  it.  I  remained  inside  the  carriage,  now 
looking  on,  now  drawing  back  with  feelings  that  were 
not  to  be  witnessed. 

"  None  of  the  mourners,  however,  refused  themselves 
"i»e  little  comfort  of  supposing,  that  lovers  of  boob 
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and  antiquity,  like  Shelley  and  his  companion,  ShcUej 
in  particular,  with  his  Greek  enthusiasm,  would  not 
have  been  sorry  to  foresee  this  part  of  their  fate. 
The  mortal  part  of  him,  too,  was  saved  fnmi  corrup 
tion ;  not  the  least  extraordinary  part  of  his  history. 
Among  the  materials  for  burning,  as  many  of  the 
gracefuller  and  more  classical  articles  as  could  be  pro- 
cured —  frankincense,  wine,  &c.  —  were  not  forgotten ; 
and  to  these  Keats's  volume  was  added.  The  beauty 
of  the  flame  arising  from  the  funeral  pile  was  extra- 
ordinary. The  weather  was  beautifully  fine.  The 
Mediterranean,  now  soft  and  lucid,  kissed  the  shore 
as  if  to  make  peace  with  it.  The  yellow  sand  and 
blue  sky  were  intensely  contrasted  with  one  another : 
marble  mountains  touched  the  air  with  coolness;  and 
the  flame  of  the  fire  bore  away  toward  heaven  in 
vigorous  amplitude,  waving  and  quivering  with  a 
brightness  of  inconceivable  beauty.  It  seemed  as 
though  it  contained  the  glassy  essence  of  vitality. 
You  might  have  expected  a  seraphic  countenance  to 
look  out  of  it,  turning  once  more,  before  it  departed, 
to  thank  the  friends  that  had  done  their  duty. 

"  Shelley,  when  he  died,  was  in  his  thirtieth  year. 
His  figure  was  tall  and  slight,  and  his  constitution 
consumptive.  Ho  was  subject  to  violent  spasmodic 
pains,  Avhich  would  sometimes  force  him  to  lie  on  the 
ground  till  they  were  over;  but  he  had  always  a  kind 
word  to  give  to  those  about  him,  when  his  pangs 
allowed  him  to  speak.  In  this  organization,  as  well 
as  in  some  other  respects,  he  resembled  the  German 
poet,  Schiller.  Though  well-turned,  his  shoulders 
were  bent  a  little,  owing  to  premature  thought  and 
trouble.     'J'he  same  causes  had  touched  his  hair  with 
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gimy;  and  though  his  habits  of  temperance  and  exer* 
dae  gave  him  a  remarkable  degree  of  strength,  it  is 
not  supposed  that  he  could  have  lived  many  years. 
He  used  to  say  that  he  had  lived  three  times  as  long 
as  the  calendar  gave  out ;  Tvhich  he  would  prove,  be* 
tween  jest  and  earnest,  by  some  remarks  on  Time, 

•  That  would  kave  puzzled  that  stout  Stagirite.' 

Like  the  Stagirite's,  his  voice  was  high  and  weak. 
His  eyes  were  large  and  animated,  with  a  dash  of 
wildncss  in  them ;  his  face  small,  but  wcU-shaped,  par- 
ticularly the  mouth  and  chin,  the  tuni  of  which  Avas 
very  sensitive  and  graceful.  His  complexion  was  na- 
turally fjur  and  delicate,  with  a  color  in  the  cheeks. 
He  had  brown  hair,  which,  though  tinged  with  gray, 
sormoanted  his  face  well,  being  in  considerable  (quan- 
tity, and  tending  to  a  curl.  His  side-face  upon  the 
whole  was  deficient  in  strength,  and  his  features  would 
not  have  told  well  in  a  bust ;  but  when  fronting  and 
looking  at  you  attentively,  his  aspect  had  a  certain 
■eraphical  character  that  would  have  suited  a  portrait 
of  John  the  Baptist,  or  the  angel  whom  Milton  de- 
scribes as  holding  a  reed  '  tipt  with  fire.'  Nor  would 
the  most  religious  mind,  had  it  known  him,  have  ob- 
iected  to  the  comparison ;  for,  wiih  all  liis  skepticism, 
Shelley's  disposition  was  truly  said  to  have  been  any 
thing  but  irreligious.  A  person  of  much  eminence  for 
piety  in  our  times  has  well  observed,  that  the  greatest 
want  of  religious  feeling  is  not  to  be  found  among  the 
greatest  infidels,  but  among  those  who  never  think  of 
religion  except  as  a  matter  of  course.  The  leading 
feature  of  Shelley's  character  may  be  said  to  have  been 
a  natural  piety.    He  was  pious  toward  nature,  toward 
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hU  friends,  toward  the  whole  human  race,  toward  tJbe 
meanest  insect  of  the  forest  He  did  himself  injnstioe 
with  the  public,  in  using  the  popular  name  of  tbe 
Supreme  Being  inconsiderately.  He  identified  it 
solely  with  the  most  vulgar  and  tyrannical  notions  of 
a  God  made  after  the  worst  human  fashion ;  and  did 
not  sufficiently  reflect,  that  it  was  often  used  by  a 
juster  devotion  to  express  a  sense  of  the  great  Mover 
of  the  universe.  An  impatience  in  contradicting 
worldly  and  pcmidoos  notions  of  a  supematciral 
power,  led  his  own  aspirations  to  be  nusconstmed; 
for  though,  in  the  severity  of  his  dialectics,  and  parti- 
cularly in  moments  of  despondency,  he  sometimea 
appeared  to  be  hopeless  of  what  he  most  denred  — 
and  though  he  justly  thought  that  a  Divine  Being 
would  prefer  the  increase  of  benevolence  and  good 
before  any  i>raise,  or  even  recognition  of  himself,  (a 
reflection  worth  thinking  of  by  the  intolerant,)  yet 
there  was  in  reality  no  belief  to  which  he  clung  with 
more  fondness  than  that  of  some  great  pervading 
*  Spirit  of  Intellectual  Beauty;'  as  may  be  seen  in 
his  aspirations  on  that  subjet-t.  He  assented  warmly 
to  an  opinion  which  I  cxpre$^Hl  in  the  cathedral  at 
Pisa,  while  the  organ  was  playing,  that  a  truly  divine 
religion  might  yet  be  established,  if  charity  were 
really  umle  the  principle  of  it,  instead  of  faith. 

**  Music  affected  liim  deeply.  He  had  also  a  delicate 
^Tceptton  of  the  beauties  of  sculpture.  It  is  not  (Mie 
of  the  least  e^ndences  of  his  consL-ientious  turn  of 
mind,  that,  with  the  inclination  and  the  power  to  sur- 
round himseb*  in  Italy  with  all  the  graces  of  life,  he 
made  no  sort  of  attempt  that  way;  finding  other  use 
for  his  nionev,  and  not  aln^a\-3  satisfied  with  hlmaftH 
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Sur  indulging  even  in  the  luxury  of  a  boat  When  he 
bought  elegances  of  any  kind,  it  was  to  give  away. 
Boating  was  his  great,  amusement  He  loved  the  mix- 
tare  of  action  and  repose  which  he  found  in  it ;  and 
delighted  to  fimcy  himself  gliding  away  to  Utopian 
isles,  and  bowers  of  enchantment  But  he  would  give 
op  any  pleasure  to  do  a  deed  of  kindness.  Indeed,  he 
may  be  said  to  liave  made  the  whole  comfort  of  his 
life  a  sacrifice  to  what  he  thought  the  wants  of  society. 
"  Temperament  and  early  circumstances  conspired  to 
make  him  a  reformer,  at  a  time  of  life  when  few  begin 
to  think  for  themselves ;  and  it  was  his  misfortune,  as 
braa  immediate  reputation  was  concerned,  that  he  was 
thrown  upon  society  with  a  precipitancy  and  vehe- 
mence, which  rather  startled  them  with  fear  for  them- 
selves, than  allowed  them  to  become  sensible  of  the 
love  and  zeal  that  impelled  him.  He  was  like  a  spirit 
that  had  darted  out  of  its  orb,  and  found  itself  in  an- 
other world.  1  used  to  tell  him  that  he  had  come  from 
the  planet  Mercury.  When  I  heard  of  the  catastrophe 
that  overtook  him,  it  seemed  as  if  this  spirit,  not 
sufficiently  constituted  like  the  rest  of  the  world,  to 
obtain  their  sympathy,  yet  gifted  with  a  double  por- 
tion of  love  for  all  living  things,  had  been  found  dead 
in  a  solitary  comer  of  the  earth,  its  wings  stiffened, 
Hb  warm  heait  cold ;  the  relics  of  a  misunderstood 
nature,  slain  by  the  ungenial  elements." 
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I 


POEMS. 


TO  HAKRIET 

Whose  is  the  love  that,  gleaming  through  the 

world, 
Wards  off  the  poisonous  arrow  of  its  scorn  ? 
Whose  is  the  warm  and  partial  praise, 
Virtue's  most  sweet  reward  ? 

lieneath  whose  looks  did  my  reviving  soul 
Riper  in  truth  and  virtuous  daring  grow? 
Whose  eyes  have  I  gazed  fondly  on, 
And  loved  mankind  the  more  ? 

Harriet !  on  thine : — thou  wert  my  purer  mind ; 
Thou  wert  the  inspiration  of  my  song ; 

Thine  are  these  early  wilding  flowers, 

Though  garlanded  by  me. 

Then  press  into  thy  breast  this  pledge  of  love, 
And  know,  though  lime  may  change  and  years 
may  roll, 

Each  flow'ret  gathered  in  my  heart 

It  consecrates  to  thine. 
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How  wonderful  is  Death, 

Death  and  his  brother  Sleep ! 
One,  pale  as  yonder  waning  moo^ 

With  lips  of  lurid  blue  ; 

The  other,  rosy  as  the  mom 
When,  throned  on  ocean's  wave, 

It  blushes  o'er  the  world : 
Yet  both  so  passing  wonderful  I 

Hath  then  the  gloomy  Power 
Whose  reign  is  in  the  tainted  sepulchres 

Seized  on  her  sinless  soul  ? 

Must  then  that  peerless  form 
Which  love  and  admiration  cannot  view 
Without  a  beating  heart,  those  azure  veins 
Which  steal  like  streams  along  a  field  of  snow, 
That  lovely  outline,  which  is  fair 

As  breathing  marble,  perish  ? 

Must  putrefaction's  breath 
Leave  nothing  of  this  heavenly  sight 

But  loathsomeness  and  ruin — 
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Spare  nothing  bat  a  gloomy  theme, 
On  which  the  lightest  heart  might  moralize  ? 
Or  is  it  only  a  sweet  slumber 
Stealing  o'er  sensation, 
Which  the  breath  of  roseate  morning 
Chaseth  into  darkness  ? 
Will  Tanthe  wake  again, 
And  give  that  faithful  bosom  joy 
Whose  sleepless  spirit  waits  to  catch 
Light,  life,  and  rapture,  from  her  smile  ? 

Yes  I  she  will  wake  again. 
Although  her  glowing  limbs  are  motionless, 
And  silent  those  sweet  lips. 
Once  breathing  eloquence 
That  might  have  soothed  a  tiger's  rage. 
Or  thawed  the  cold  heart  of  a  conqueror. 
Her  dewy  eyes  are  closed, 
And  on  their  lids,  whose  texture  fine 
Scarce  hides  the  dark  blue  orbs  beneath, 
The  baby  Sleep  is  pillowed. 
Her  golden  tresses  shade 
The  bosom's  stainless  pride. 
Curling  like  tendrils  of  the  parasite 
Around  a  marble  column. 

Hark !  %hence  that  rushing  sound  ? 

'Tis  like  the  wondrous  strain 
That  round  a  lonely  ruin  swells. 
Which,  wandering  on  the  echoing  shore, 
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The  enthusiast  hears  at  evening : 
'Tis  softer  than  the  west  wind's  sigh ; 
Tis  wilder  than  the  unmeasured  notes 
Of  that  strange  lyre  whose  strings 
The  genii  of  the  breezes  sweep : 

Those  lines  of  rainbow  light 
Are  like  the  moonbeams  when  they  fall 
Through  some  cathedral  window,  but  the  tints 

Are  such  as  may  not  find 

Com])arison  on  earth. 


^1 


Behold  the  chariot  of  the  Fairy  Queen  I 
Celestial  coursers  paw  the  unyielding  air ; 
Their  filmy  pennons  at  her  word  they  furl, 
And  stop  obedient  to  the  reins  of  light : 
These  the  Queen  of  Spells  drew  in, 
She  spread  a  charm  around  the  spot, 
And  leaning  graceful  from  the  ethereal  car, 
Long  did  she  gaze,  and  silently, 
Upon  the  slumbering  maid. 


Oh  !  not  the  visioned  poet  in  his  di*eams, 
When  silvery  clouds  float  through  the  wildered 
brain; 
When  every  sight  of  lovely,  wild  and  grand. 
Astonishes,  enraptures,  elevates ; 
When  fancy  at  a  glance  codlbines 
The  wond'rous  and  the  beautiful,^ 
So  bright,  so  fair,  so  wild  a  shape 
Hath  ever  yet  beheld, 
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As  that  which  reined  the  coursers  of  the  air, 
And  poured  the  magic  of  her  gaze 
Upon  the  sleeping  maid. 

I 

!  The  broad  and  yellow  moon 

,  Shone  dimly  through  her  form — 

That  form  of  faultless  symmetry ; 
L  The  pearly  and  pellucid  car 

I  Moved  not  the  moonlight's  line : 

*Twas  not  an  earthly  pageant ; 
Those  who  had  look'd  upon  tlie  sight, 
Passing  all  human  glory, 
Saw  not  the  yellow  moon, 
Saw  not  the  mortal  scene, 
Heard  not  the  night-wind's  rush, 

1  Heard  not  an  earthly  sound, 

Saw  but  the  fairy  pageant, 
Heard  but  the  heavenly  strains 
That  filled  the  lonely  dwelling. 

The  fairy's  frame  was  slight ;  yon  fibrous  cloud, 
That  catches  but  the  palest  tinge  of  even, 
And    which   the   straining  eye   can   hardly 

seize 
When  melting  into  eastern  twiliglit's  shadow, 
Were  scarce  so  thin,  so  slight;  but  the  fair 
star 
That  gems  the  glittering  coronet  of  mom, 
Sheds  not  a  light  so  mild,  so  powerful, 
ks  that  which,  bursting  from  the  Fairy's  form,  . 
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Spread  a  purpurea!  halo  round  the  Be&ub, 
Yet  with  an  undulating  motion, 
Swayed  to  her  outline  gracefully. 

From  her  celestial  car 

The  Fairy  Queen  descended. 

And  thrice  she  waved  her  wand 

Circled  with  wreaths  of  amaranth : 
Her  thin  and  misty  form 
Moved  with  the  moving  air, 
And  the  clear  silver  tones. 
As  thus  she  spoke,  were  such 

As  are  unheard  by  all  but  gifted  ear. 

FAIBT. 

Slat's !  your  balmiest  influence  shed  I 
Elements !  your  wrath  suspend  I 
Sleep,  Ocean,  in  the  rocky  bounds 

That  circle  thy  domain  ! 
Let  not  a  breath  be  seen  to  stir 
Around  yon  grass-grown  ruin's  height, 
Let  even  the  restless  gossamer 
Sleep  on  the  moveless  air ! 
Soul  of  lantlie !  thou, 
Judged  alone  worthy  of  the  envied  boon. 
That  waits  the  good  and  the  sincere ;  that  waits 
Those  who  have  struggled,  and  with  resolute  will 
Vanquished  earth's  pride  and  meanness,  burst  the 

chains, 
The  icy  chains  of  custom,  and  have  shone 
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The  day-stars  of  their  age  ; — soul  of  lanthe  I 
Awake!  arise! 

Sudden  arose 
lanthe's  soul ;  it  stood 
All  beautiful  in  naked  puritj, 
The  perfect  semblance  of  its  bodily  frame, 
Instinct  with  inexpressible  beauty  and  grace. 
Each  stain  of  earthliness 
Had  passed  away,  it  reassumed 
Its  native  dignity,  and  stood 
Immortal  amid  ruin. 

Upon  the  couch  the  body  lay, 
"Wrapt  in  the  depth  of  slumber : 
Its  features  were  fixed  and  meaningless. 
Yet  animal  life  was  there. 
And  every  organ  yet  performed 
Its  natural  functions ;  'twos  a  sight 
Of  wonder  to  behold  the  body  and  soul. 
The  self-same  lineaments,  the  same 
Marks  of  identity  were  there ; 
Yet,  oh   how   different!      One  aspires   to 

heaven. 
Pants  for  its  sempiternal  heritage. 
And  ever-changing,  ever-rising  still. 

Wantons  in  endless  being : 
The  other,  for  a  time  the  unwilling  sport 
Of  circumstance  and  passion,  struggles  on ; 
Fleets  through  its  sad  duration  rapidly ; 
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Then  like  a  useless  and  worn-out  iDachioCy 
Rots,  perishes,  and  passes. 

FAIRY. 

Spirit !  who  hast  dived  so  deep ; 
Spirit !  who  hast  soar'd  so  high ; 
Thou  the  fearless,  thou  the  mild, 
Accept  the  boon  thy  worth  hath  earned. 
Ascend  the  car  with  me. 

SPIRIT. 

Do  I  dream  ?  Is  this  new  feeling 
But  a  visioned  ghost  of  slumber? 

If  indeed  I  am  a  soul, 
A  free,  a  disembodied  soul, 
Speak  again  to  me. 

FAIRr. 

I  am  the  Fairy  Mab  :  to  me  'tis  given 
The  wonders  of  the  human  world  to  keep. 
The  secix'ts  of  the  immeasurable  past, 
In  the  unfailing  consciences  of  men, 
Those  stern,  unflattering  chroniclers,  I  find : 
The  future,  from  the  causes  which  arise 
In  each  event,  I  gather :  not  the  sting 
Which  retributive  memory  implants 
In  the  hard  bo<om  of  the  sellish  man  ; 
Nor  that  ecstatic  and  exulting  throb 
Which  virtue's  votary  feels  when  he  sums  up 
The  thoughts  and  actions  of  a  well-spent  day, 
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Are  unforeseen,  unregistered  by  me  : 
And  it  is  yet  permitted  me,  to  rend 
The  veil  of  morlal  frailty,  that  the  spirit, 
Clothed  in  its  changeless  purity,  may  know 
How  soonest  to  accomplish  the  great  end 
For  which  it  hath  its  being,  and  may  taste 
That  peace,  which  in  the  end,  all  life  will  shar» 
This  is  the  meed  of  virtue ;  happy  Soul, 
Ascend  the  car  with  me  I 

The  chains  of  earth's  immurement 
Fell  from  lanthe's  spirit ; 
They  shrank  and  brake  like  bandages  of  straw 
Beneath  a  wakened  giant's  strength. 
She  knew  her  glorious  change, 
And  felt  in  apprehension  uncontrolled 

New  raptures  opening  round  : 
Each  day-dream  of  her  mortal  life. 
Each  frenzied  vision  of  the  slumbers 
That  closed  each  well-spetit  day, 
Seemed  now  to  meet  reality. 

The  Fairy  and  the  Soul  proceeded ; 
The  silver  clouds  dis[)artcd ; 
And  as  the  car  of  magic  they  ascended, 
Again  the  speechless  music  swelled. 
Again  the  coursers  of  the  air 
Uofarled  their  azure  pennons,  and  the  Queen, 
Shaking  the  beamy  reins. 
Bade  them  pursue  their  way. 
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The  magic  car  moved  on. 
The  night  was  fair,  and  countlesa  stan 
Studded  heaven's  dark  blue  vaults — 

Just  o'er  the  eastern  wave 
Peeped  the  first  faint  smile  of  mom. 
The  magic  car  moved  on. 
From  the  celestial  hoo& 
The  atmosphere  in  flaming  sparkles  flew, 
And  where  the  burning  wheela 
£ddied  above  the  mountain's  loftiest  peak. 
Was  traced  a  line  of  lightning. 
Now  it  flew  far  above  a  rock, 
The  utmost  verge  of  earth, 
The  rival  of  the  Andes,  whose  dark  brow 
Lowered  o'er  the  silver  sea. 

Far,  far  below  the  chariot's  path, 
Cahn  as  a  slumbering  babe. 
Tremendous  Ocean  lay. 
The  mirror  of  its  stillness  showed 
The  pale  and  waning  stars. 
The  chariot's  fiery  track, 
And  the  gray  light  of  morn 
Tinging  those  fleecy  clouds 
That  canopied  the  dawn. 
Seemed  it,  that  the  chariot's  way 
Lay  through  the  midst  of  an  immense  concave, 
Radiant  with  million  constellations,  tinged 
With  shades  of  infiaite  colour. 
And  semicircled  with  a  belt 
Flashin;;  incessant  meteors. 
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IS 


The  magic  car  moved  on. 
As  I  he  J  approached  iheir  goal. 
The  couriers  seemed  to  gather  speed; 
Tiie  sea  no  longer  was  dbtlngaisbed  ;  earth 
Appear'd  ii  vml  and  shadowy  sphere  i 
The  sun'g  unclouded  oib 
Boiled  througli  tlie  bhick  conciive ; 
lis  m^-s  of  ni(}id  light 
Parted  around  th**  churit>t*s  swiftiar  rour^ 
And  rell»  like  ouean's  It'atliery  spray 
Dashed  from  ihe  boiling  surge 
Before  a  vessel's  |iiow. 
The  magic  car  moved  on* 
Earlii'^  distant  orb  appeared 
rhue  smallest  light  that  twinkles  in  the  heaven; 
Whilst  round  the  chariot's  way 
Innumerable  syfttems  rolled, 
And  countJeit  spheres  disused 
An  ever-varying  glory. 
It  was  a  sight  of  wonder ;  some 
Were  horned  like  the  crescent  moon; 
Some  shed  a  mild  and  silver  beam 
Like  Ue^iperus  o'er  the  wet^tem  sea ; 
Some  dashed  athwart  with  trains  of  flame, 
Like  worlds  to  dcaiii  and  ruiti  driven ; 
Some  shone  like  sun»,  and  as  the  chariot  pasB«d, 
Eclipsed  all  other  light. 


Spirit  of  Nature!  here, 
la  this  interminable  wilderness 
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Of  worlds,  at  whose  immensity 
Even  soarin*!;  fancy  staggers, 
Here  is  thy  fitting  temple. 
Yet  not  the  lightest  leaf 
That  quivers  to  the  passing  breeze 
Js  less  instinct  with  thee : 
Yet  not  the  meanest  worm 
That  lurks  in  gnives  and  fattens  on  the  dead 
Less  shares  thy  eternal  breath. 

Spirit  of  Nature  I  thou, 
Imperishable  as  this  scene  ! 
Here  is  thy  fitting  temple. 


II. 

If  solitude  hath  ever  led  thy  stops 
To  the  wild  ocean's  echoing  shore, 

And  thou  ha.<t  lingered  there. 

Until  the  sun's  broad  orb 
Seemed  resting  on  the  burnished  wave, 

Thou  must  have  marked  the  lines 
Of  purple  gold,  that  motionless 

Hung  o'er  the  sinking  sphere : 
Thou  must  have  marked  the  billowy  clouds 
Edged  with  intolerable  radiancy, 

Towering  like  rocks  of  jet 

Crowned  with  a  diamond  wreath. 

And  yet  there  is  a  moment, 

"When  the  sun's  highest  point 
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Peeps  like  a  star  o'er  ocean's  western  edge, 
When  those  far  clouds  of  feathery  gold, 
Shaded  with  deepest  purple,  gleam 
Like  islands  on  a  dark  blue  sea ; 
Then  has  thy  fancy  soared  above  the  earth, 
And  furled  its  wearied  wing 
"Witliin  the  Fairy's  fane. 

Yet  not  the  golden  islands 
Gleaming  in  yon  flood  of  light, 

Nor  the  feathery  curtains 
Stretching  o'er  the  sun's  bright  couch, 
Nor  the  burnished  ocean-waves 
Paving  that  gorgeous  dome, 
So  fair,  so  wonderful  a  sight 
As  Mab's  ethereal  palace  could  afford. 
Yet  likest  evening's  vault,  that  fairy   hall ! 
As  Heaven,  low  resting  on  the  wave,  it  spread 
Its  floors  of  flashing  light, 
Its  vast  and  azure  dome. 
Its  fertile  golden  islands 
Floating  on  a  silver  sea ; 
Whilst  suns  their  mingling  beamings  darted 
Through  clouds  of  circumambient  darkness. 
And  pearly  battlements  around 
Looked  o'er  the  immense  of  Heaven. 

The  magic  car  no  longer  moved. 
The  Fairy  and  the  Spirit 
Entered  the  Hall  of  Spells: 
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Those  golden  clouds 
That  rolled  in  glittering  billows 
Beneath  the  azure  canopy, 
With  the  ethereal  footsteps  trembled  not: 

The  light  and  crimson  mists, 
Floating  to  strains  of  thrilling  melody 
Through  that  unearthly  dwelling. 
Yielded  to  every  movement  of  the  wiU. 
Upon  their  passive  swell  the  Spirit  leaned, 
And,  for  the  varied  bliss  that  pressed  around, 
Used  not  the  glorious  privilege 
Of  virtue  and  of  wisdom. 

"  Spirit ! "  the  Fair)'  said, 
And  pointed  to  the  gorgeous  dome, — 
"  This  is  a  wondrous  sight 
And  mucks  all  human  grandeur; 
But,  were  it  virtue's  only  meed,  to  dwell 
In  a  celestial  palace,  all  resigned 
To  pleasurable  impulses,  immured 
Within  tlie  prison  of  itself,  the  will 
Of  changeless  nature  would  be  unfulfilled. 
Learn  to  make  others  happy.     Spirit,  come ! 
This  is  thine  high  reward : — the  past  shall  rise; 
Thou  shalt  behold  the  pix'sent ;  I  will  teach 
The  secrets  of  the  future." 

The  Fairy  and  the  Spirit 
Approached  the  overhanging  battlement. 
Below  lay  stretched  the  universe  I 
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There,  far  as  the  remotest  line 
That  bounds  imagination's  flight, 

Countless  and  unending  orbs 
In  mazy  motion  intermingled, 
Yet  still  fulfilled  immutably 
Eternal  Nature's  law. 
Above,  below,  around, 
The  circling  systems  formed 
A  wilderness  of  harmony ; 
Each  with  undeviating  aim, 
In  eloquent  silence,  through  the  depths  of  space 
Pursued  its  wondrous  way. 

There  was  a  little  light 
That  twinkled  in  the  misty  distance : 

None  but  a  spirit's  eye 

Might  ken  that  rolling  orb  ; 

None  but  a  spirit's  eye, 

And  in  no  other  place 
hat  that  celestial  dwelling,  might  behold 
Each  action  of  this  earth's  inhabitants. 

But  matter,  space,  and  time, 
In  those  aerial  mansions  cease  to  act ; 
And  all-prevailing  wisdom,  when  it  reaps 
The  harvest  of  its  excellence,  o'erbounds 
Those  obstacles,  of  which  an  earthly  soul 
Fears  to  attempt  the  conquest. 

The  Fairy  pointed  to  the  earth. 
The  Spirit's  intellectual  eye 

VOL.   I.  2 
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Its  kindred  beings  recognized. 
Tlie  thronging  thousands,  to  a  passing  viow. 
Seemed  like  an  ant-hill's  citizens. 
How  wonderful !  that  even 
The  passions,  prcjudiccs,  interests. 
That  sway  the  meanest  being;  the  weak  toadi 
That  moves  the  finest  nerve, 
And  in  one  human  brain 
Causes  the  faintest  thought,  becomes  a  link 
In  the  great  chain  of  nature. 

"  Behold,"  the  Fairy  cried, 
"  Palmyra's  ruin'd  palaces ! 

Behold  where  grandeur  frowned  ; 

Behold  where  pleasure  smiled ; 
What  now  remains  ? — the  memory 

Of  senselessness  and  shame. 

What  is  immortal  there  ? 

Nothing — it  stands  to  tell 

A  melancholy  tale,  to  give 

An  awful  warning:  soon 
Oblivion  will  steal  silently 

The  remnant  of  its  fame. 

Monarchs  and  conqueroi-s  there 
Proud  o'er  prostrate  millions  trod — 
Tlic  earthquakes  of  the  human  race, — 
Like  them,  forgotten  when  the  ruin 

That  marks  their  shock  is  past. 

"  Beside  the  eternal  Nile 
The  pyramids  have  risen. 
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Nile  shall  pursue  his  cliangeless  way  ; 

Those  Pyramids  shall  fall ; 
Yea  1  not  a  stone  shall  stand  to  tell 

The  spot  whereon  they  stood ; 
Their  very  site  shall  be  forgotten, 

As  is  their  builder's  name  ! 

*•  Behold  yon  sterile  spot, 
Where  now  the  wandering  Arab's  tent 

Flaps  in  the  desert  blast. 
There  once  old  Salem's  haughty  fane 
lieared  high  to  heaven  its  thousand  golden  domes, 
And  in  the  blushing  face  of  day 
Exposed  its  shameful  glory. 
Oh  !  many  a  widow,  many  an  orphan  cursed 
The  building  of  that  fane  ;  and  many  a  father, 
Worn  out  with  toil  and  slavery,  implon-d 
The  ixwr  man's  God  to  sweep  it  from  the  earth, 
And  spare  his  children  the  detested  task 
Of  piling  stone  on  stone,  and  poisoning 
The  choicest  days  of  life, 
To  soothe  a  dotard's  vanity. 
There  an  inhuman  and  uncultured  race 
Howled  hideous  praises  to  their  Demon-Crod. 
They  rushed  to  war,  tore  from  the  mother's  womb 
The  unborn  child, — old  age  and  infancy 
Promiscuous  perished  ;  their  victorious  arms 
Left  not  a  soul  to  breathe.    Oh  !  they  were  fiends: 
But  what  was  he  who  taught  them  that  the  God 
Of  nature  and  benevolence  had  given 
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A  special  sanction  to  the  trade  of  blood  ? 
His  Diime  and  theirs  are  fading,  and  the  tales 
Of  this  barbarian  nation,  which  imposture 
Eccites  till  terror  credits,  are  pursuing 
Itself  into  forgetfulness. 

*'  Where  Athens,  Rome,  and  Sparta  stood, 
There  is  a  moral  desert  now  : 
The  mean  and  miserable  huts ; 
The  yet  more  wretched  palaces, 
Contrasted  with  those  ancient  fanes, 
Now  crumbling  to  oblivion  ; 
The  long  and  lonely  colonnades, 
Througli  which  the  gliost  of  Freedom  stalks. 
Seem  like  a  well-known  tunc 
Which   in  some  dear  scene  we  have  loved  to  hear, 
Kemembered  now  in  sadness. 
But,  oh  !  how  much  more  changed. 
How  gloomier  is  the  contrast 
Of  human  nature  tluire  ! 
Wiicre  Socrates  expin.-d,  a  tyrant's  slave, 
A  coward  and  a  fool,  spn;ads  death  around — 

Then,  shuddering,  meets  his  own. 
Where  Cicero  and  Antoninus  lived, 
A  cowled  and  hyi)ocritical  monk 
Prays,  curses,  and  deceives. 

"  Spirit !  ten  thousand  years 
Have  scarcely  passed  away, 
Since,  in  the  waste  where  now  the  savage  drinks 
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His  enemy's  blood,  and,  aping  Europe's  sons. 

Wakes  the  unholy  song  of  war, 

Arose  a  stately  city, 
Metropolis  of  the  western  continent  : 

There,  now,  the  mossy  column-stone. 
Indented  by  time's  unrelaxing  grasp, 

Which  once  appeared  to  brave 

All,  save  its  country's  ruin  ; 

There  the  wide  forest  scene, 
Budc  in  the  uncultivated  loveliness 

Of  gardens  long  run  wild. 
Seems,  to  the  unwilling  sojourner,  whose  steps, 
Chance  in  that  desert  has  delayed. 
Thus  to  have  stood  tjince  earth  was  what  it  is. 

Yet  once  it  was  the  busiest  haunt. 
Whither,  as  to  a  common  centre,  flocked 
Strangers,  and  ships,  and  merchandise  : 

Once  peace  and  freedom  blest 

The  cultivated  plain : 

But  wealth,  that  curse  of  man, 
Blighted  the  bud  of  its  prosperity  ; 
Virtue  and  wi.-dom,  triitli  and  liberty, 
Fled,  to  return  not,  until  man  shall  know 
That  they  alone  can  give  the  bliss 

Worthy  a  soul  that  claims 
Its  kindred  with  eternity. 

'*  There  *s  not  one  atom  of  yon  earth 
But  once  was  living  man  ; 
Nor  the  minutest  drop  of  rain, 
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That  bangeth  in  its  thinnest  cloud, 
But  flowed  in  human  veins : 
And  from  the  burning  plains 
Where  Lybian  monsters  yell — 
From  the  most  gloomy  glens 

Of  Greenland's  sunless  clime. 
To  where  the  golden  fields 
Of  fertile  England  spread 
Their  harvest  to  the  day, 
Thou  canst  not  find  one  spot 
^-      Whereon  no  city  stood. 

^-'  y  -^      "  How  strange  is  human  pride  I 
•  I  tell  thee  that  those  living  things, 

^  .    .  •  To  whom  the  fragile  blade  of  grass, 

,\.'' '  That  springcth  in  the  mora 

. '    ^  L  .  And  perisheth  ere  noon, 

..  *'    .  "'     .,  Is  an  unbounded  world ; 

I  tell  thee  that  those  viewless  beings, 
\y  Whose  mansion  is  the  smallest  particle 

Of  the  impassive  atmosphere, 
Think,  feel  and  live  like  man  ; 
That  their  affections  and  antipathies, 
Like  his,  produce  the  laws 
Ruling  their  moral  state ; 
And  the  minutest  throb 
That  through  their  frame  diffuses 
The  slightest,  faintest  motion, 
Is  fixed  and  indispensable 
As  the  majestic  laws 
That  rule  yon  rolling  orbs.** 
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The  Fairy  paused.    The  Spirit,  4 

In  ecstasy  of  admiration,  felt 
All  knowledge  of  the  past  revived ;  the  events 

Of  old  and  wondrous  times, 
Which  dim  tradition  interruptedly 
Teaches  the  credulous  vulgar,  were  unfolded 
In  just  perspective  to  the  view ; 
Yet  dim  from  their  infinitude. 
The  Spirit  seemed  to  stand 
High  on  an  isolated  pinnacle; 
The  flood  of  ages  combating  below, 
The  depth  of  the  unbounded  universe 
Above,  and  all  around 
Nature's  unchanging  harmony. 


ni. 

«  Fairy  ! "  the  Spirit  said. 
And  on  the  Queen  of  Spells 
Fixed  her  ethereal  eyes,  — 
**  I  thank  thee.     Thou  hast  given 
A  boon  which  I  will  not  resign,  and  taught 
A  lesson  not  to  be  unlearned.     I  know 
The  past,  and  thence  I  will  essay  to  giean 
A  warning  for  the  future,  so  that  man 
May  profit  by  his  errors,  and  derive 

Experience  from  his  folly  ; 
For,  when  the  power  of  imparting  joy 
Is  equal  to  the  will,  the  human  soul 
Requires  no  otlier  heaven." 
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MAB. 

Turn  thee,  surpassing  Spirit ! 
Much  yet  remiiius  unscanned. 
Thou  know'st  how  great  is  man ; 
Thou  know'st  his  imhecility : 
Yet  learn  thou  what  he  is ; 
Yet  learn  the  lofty  destiny 
Which  restless  Time  prepares 
For  every  living  soul. 

Behold  a  gorgeous  palace,  that  amid 

Yon  populous  city  rears  its  thousand  towers,     . 

And  seems  itself  a  city.     Gloomy  troops 

Of  sentinels,  in  stem  and  silent  ranks, 

Encompass  it  around  :  the  dweller  there 

Cannot  be  free  and  happy ;  iiear'st  thou  not 

The  curses  of  the  fatherless,  the  groans 

Of  tho<e  who  liave  no  friend  ?     He  passes  on  : 

The  King,  the  wtiarer  of  a  gilded  chain 

Tiiat  binds  his  soul  to  abjectnoss,  the  fool 

Whom  courtiei*s  nickname  monarch,  wiiilst  a  slave 

Even  to  the  basc-t  appetites  —  that  man 

Heeds  not  the  shriek  of  penury  ;  he  smiles 

At  tlie  deep  curses  whicli  tlie  destitute 

flutter  in  secret,  and  a  sullen  joy 

Pervades  his  bloodless  heart  whm  thousands  groan 

But  for  those  morsels  wliicli  his  wantoinie^s 

Wastes  in  unjoyous  revelry, — to  save 

All  that  they  love  from  famine  :  when  he  hears 

The  tale  of  horror,  to  some  ready-made  taco 
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Of  hypocritical  assent  he  turns, 

Smothering  the  glow  of  shame,  that,  spite  of  him; 

Flashes  his  bloated  cheek. 

Now  to  the  meal 
Of  silence,  grandeur,  and  excess,  he  drags 
His  [Milled  unwilling  appetite.     If  gold, 
Gleaming  around,  and  numerous  viands  culled 
From  every  clime,  could  force  the  loathing  sense 
To  overcome  satiety,  —  if  wealth 
The    spring    it    draws    from    poisons    not, — or 

vice. 
Stubborn  uufeelinfr,  vice,  converteth  not 
Its  food  to  deadliest  venom  ;  then  that  king 
Is  happy ;  and  the  peasant  wlxo  fulfils 
His  unforced  task,  when  lie  returns  at  even. 
And  by  the  blazing  fagot  meets  again 
Her  welcome  for  whom  all  his  toil  is  sped, 
Tastes  not  a  sweeter  meal. 

Behold  him  now 
Stretched  on  the  gorgeous  couch.     His  fevered 

brain 
Reels  dizzily  awhile  ;  but  ah !  too  soon 
The  slumber  of  intemperance  subsides, 
And  Conscience,  that  undying  serpent,  calls 
Her  venomous  brood  to  their  nocturnal  task. 
Listen !  he  speaks !  oh  !  mark  that  frenzied  eye  -  - 
Oh  !  mark  that  deadly  visage. 
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KINO. 

No  cessaiion ! 
Oil !  must  this  last  forever  ?    Awful  death, 
I  wish  yet  fear  to  grasp  thee!     Not  one  moment 
Of  dreamless  sleep !     O  dear  and  blessed  peace, 
Why  dost  thou  shroud  thy  vestal  purity 
In  penury  and  dungeons  ?     Wherefore  lurk'st 
With  danger,  death,  and  solitude ;  yet  shun'st 
The  palace  I  have  built  thee  ?     Sacred  peace, 
0  visit  rac  but  once,  and  pitying  shed 
One  drop  of  balm  upon  my  withered  soul ! 

MAB. 

Vain  man  !  that  palace  is  tlie  virtuous  heart, 

And  peace  defileth  not  her  snowy  robes 

In  such  a  slied  as  thine.     Hark  !  yet  he  mutters  ; 

His  slumbers  are  but  vari«fd  agonies ; 

They  proy  like  scorpions  on  the  springs  of  life. 

There  neodeth  not  the  hell  that  bigots  frame 

To  punish  those  who  err:  earth  in  itself 

Contains  at  once  the  evil  and  the  cure  ; 

And  all-i*iill\.-in;r  Nature  can  chastise 

Tiiose  whi)  transgress  her  hiw,  —  she  only  knows 

How  justly  to  proportion  to  the  fault, 

The  punishment  it  merits. 

Is  it  strange 
Tiiat  this  poor  wretch  should  pride  him  in  his  woe  ? 
Take  pleasure  in  hi-;  abjectncss,  and  hng 
The  scorpion  that  consumes  him  ?     Is  it  strange 
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That,  placed  on  a  conspicuous  throne  of  thorns, 
Grasping  an  iron  sceptre,  and  immured 
Within  a  splendid  prison,  whoso  stern  bounds 
Shut  him  from  all  that's  good  or  dear  on  earth, 
His  soul  asserts  not  its  humanity  ? 
That  man's  mild  nature  ri^^es  not  in  war 
Against  a  king's  employ  ?     No :  'tis  not  strange. 
He,  like  the  vulgar,  thinks,  feel-;,  acts,  and  lives 
Just  as  his  father  did ;  the  unconquered  powers 
Of  precedent  and  custom  interpose 
Between  a  king  and  virtue.    Stranger  yet. 
To  thc«e  who  know  not  nature,  nor  deduce 
The  future  from  the  present,  it  may  seem. 
That  not  one  slave,  who  suffers  from  the  crimes 
Of  this  unnatural  being ;  not  one  wretch, 
Whose  children  famish,  and  whose  nuptial  bed 
Is  earth's  uupitying  bosom,  rears  an  arm 
To  dash  him  from  his  throne ! 

Those  gilded  flies 
That,  basking  in  the  sunshine  of  a  court, 
Fatten  on  ifc*  corruption  !  what  are  they  ? 
—  The  drones  of  the  community;  they  feed 
On  the  mechanic's  labour ;  the  starved  liind 
For  them  compels  the  stubborn  glebe  to  yield 
Its  unshared  harvests ;  and  yon  squalid  form. 
Leaner  than  fleshless  misery,  that  wastes 
A  sunless  life  in  the  unwholesome  mine, 
Drags  out  in  labour  a  protracted  death, 
To  glut  their  grandeur :  many  faint  with  toil. 
That  few  may  know  the  cares  and  woe  of  sloth. 
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Whence,  tliink*st  thou,  kings  and  parasites  arose  ? 
Whence  that  unnatural  line  of  drones,  who  hei^ 
Toil  and  unvanquishable  penury 
On  those  who  build  their  palaces,  and  bring 
Their  daily  bread  ? —  From  vice,  black  loathsome 

vice ; 
From  nipine,  madness,  treachery,  and  wrong ; 
From  all  that  genders  misery,  and  makes 
Of  earth  this  thorny  wilderness ;  from  lust, 
Revenge,  and  murder.  — And  when  i-eason's  voice, 
Loud  as  the  voice  of  nature,  shall  have  waked 
The  nations ;  and  mankind  perceive  that  vice 
Is  discord,  war,  and  misery  ;  that  virtue 
Is  peace,  and  happiness,  and  harmony ; 
When  man's  maturer  nature  shall  disdain 
The  playthuigs  of  its  childhood ;  —  kingly  glare 
Will  lose  its  jjower  to  dazzle ;  its  authority 
Will  silently  pass  by ;  the  gorgeous  throne 
Shall  stand  unnoticed  in  the  regal  hall, 
Fast  tailing  to  decay ;  whilst  falsehood's  trade 
Shall  be  as  hatelul  and  unproGtiiblft 
^Vs  that  of  truth  is  now. 

Where  is  the  fame 
Which  the  vain-glorious  mighty  of  the  earth 
Seek  to  eternize?     Oh!  the  faintest  sound 
From  Time's  light  footfall,  the  minutest  wave 
Thai  swells  the  flood  of  ages,  whelms  in  nothing 
The  unsubstantial  bubble.     Ay  !  to-day 
btern  is  the  tyrant*«  mandate,  re'd  the  gaze 
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That  flashes  desolation,  strong  the  arm 

That  scatters  multitudes.     To-morrow  comes ! 

Tliat  mandate  is  a  thunder-peal  that  died 

In  ages  past ;  that  gaze,  a  transient  flash 

On  which  the  midnight  closed,  and  on  tliat  arm 

The  worm  has  made  his  meah 

The  virtuous  nian 
Who,  great  in  his  humility,  as  kings 
Are  little  in  their  grandeur ;  he  who  leads 
Invincibly  a  life  of  resolute  good, 
And  stands  amid  the  silent  dungeon-depths 
More  free  and  fearless  than  the  trembling  judge, 
Who,  clothed  in  venal  power,  vainly  strove 
To  bind  the  impassive  spirit ;  —  when  he  falls 
His  mild  eye  beams  benevolence  no  more : 
Withered  the  hand  outstretched  but  to  relieve ; 
Sunk  rca:fon's  simple  eloquence,  that  rolled 
But  to  appall  the  guilty.     Yes  !  the  grave 
Hath  quenched  that  eye,  and  death's  relentless  frost 
Witliered  that  arm :  but  the  unfading  fame 
Which  virtue  hangs  upon  its  votary's  tomb ; 
The  deathless  memory  of  that  man.  whom  kings 
Call  to  their  minds  and  tremble;  the  remembrance 
With  which  the  happy  spirit  contemplates 
Its  well-spent  pilgrimage  on  earth, 
Shall  never  pass  away. 

Nature  rejects  the  monarch,  not  the  man ; 
The  subject,  not  the  citizen  ;  foi  kings 
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And  dubjects,  mutual  foes,  forerer  play 
A  losing  game  into  each  other's  hands. 
Whose  stakes  are  vice  and  misery.     The  man 
Of  virtuous  soul  commands  not,  nor  obeys. 
Power,  like  a  desolating  pestilence, 
Follutes  whate'er  it  touches ;  and  obedience. 
Bane  of  all  genius,  virtue,  freedom,  truth, 
l^Likes  slaves  of  men,  and  of  the  human  frame 
A  mechanized  automaton. 

When  Nero, 
High  over  flaming  Rome,  with  savage  joy 
Lowered  like  a  fiend,  drank  with  enraptured  ear 
Tlje  shrinks  of  agonizing  death,  beheld 
The  frightful  desolation  spread,  and  felt 
A  new-created  sense  within  his  soul 
Thrill  to  the  sight,  and  vibrato  to  the  sound; 
Thinke^t  thou  his  grandeur  had  not  overcome 
Tlie  force  of  human  kindness  ?    An<l,  when  Rome. 
With  one  stern  blow,  hurled  not  the  tyrant  down, 
Cruslied  not  the  arm,  red  with  her  dearest  blood. 
Had  not  submissive  abjectness  destroye<l 
Nature's  su^rijestions  ? 


co^ 


Look  on  yonder  earth : 
The  golden  harvests  spring  ;  the  unfailing  sun 
Sheds  light  and  life ;  the  fruits,  the  Howers,  tlie 

trees, 
Arise  in  due  succession ;  all  things  speak 
Poacf,  harmony,  and  love.     Tlie  universe 
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In  Nature's  silent  eloquence,  declares 
That  all  fulfil  the  works  of  love  and  joy,  — 
All  but  the  outcast,  Man.     He  fabricates 
The  sword  which  stabs  his  peace ;  he  cherisheth 
The  snakes  that  gnaw  his  heart ;  he  raiseth  up 
The  tyrant,  whose  delight  is  in  his  woe, 
Wliose  sport  is  in  his  agony.     Yon  sun, 
Lights  it  the  gieat  alone ?     Yon  silver  beams, 
Sleep  they  less  sweetly  on  the  cottage  thatch, 
Than  on  the  dome  of  kings  ?    Is  mother  earth 
A  step-dame  to  her  numerous  sons,  wlio  earn 
Her  unsihared  gifts  with  unremitting  toil ; 
A  mother  only  to  those  puling  babes 
Who,  nursed  in  ease  and  luxury,  make  men 
The  playthings  of  their  babyhood,  and  mar, 
In  .^elf-important  chil(li'hne^s,  that  peace 
Which  men  alone  appreciate  ? 

Spirit  of  Nature,  no ! 
The  pure  dilfusion  of  thy  essence  throbs 
Alike  in  every  human  heart 
Thou  aye  erectest  there 
Thy  throne  of  power  unappealable : 
Thou  art  the  judge  beneath  whose  nod 
Man's  brief  and  frail  authority 
Is  powerless  as  the  wind 
That  passeth  idly  by. 
rhinc  the  tribunal  which  surpasseth 
The  show  of  human  justice. 
As  God  surpasses  man. 
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Spirit  of  Natitre !  thou 
Lir«  of  interminable  raultitudcs  -, 
iSoul  of  those  mighty  splicres 
Whose  rhangclcgs  paths  through  Heaven's  doop 
sifenpe  lie; 
iSodI  of  Oiiit  fuvfiUest  being. 

The  fJwclIing  of  whose  life 
Is  one  faint  April  sun-glcatn  ;  — 
Msttt,  like  these  passive  things. 
Thy  will  uc<!on«doudy  fulfilletli  i 
Ltko  theins,  lib  iige  of  rnrlk-gs  jieanc, 
Which  time  i-t  fti.Ht  rmituring, 
Will  B\vifily»  Burttly,  come ; 
AuJ  llie  unhotunkd  fnime  which  thou  p&rvadeat 
Will  he  wiLhtJUi  a  fhiw 
Muffing  lis  perfect  symmetry. 


IV. 

How  beatiliAil  this  night  !  the  biilmiest  sig^li, 
Which  vcrnnl  zeph)'rs  breatlie  In  evening's  ear, 
Were  discord  to  the  speaking  quiclude 
That  wrnps  ibis  movek-ss  soone.     Heaven's  ebon 

VHllh, 

Studded  with  stars  nnutter.ably  bric:lit, 

rhrough   which   ihe  inoon'j?  unrlooded  grandeur 

rolb, 
Seems  like  a  f'nnopy  whifh  love  has  spread 
To  cui'tain  licr  sleeping  world.     Yon  gentle  hills, 
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Rol>ed  in  a  garment  of  untrodden  enow ; 

Yon  darksome  rocks,  whence  icicles  depend 

So  stainless  that  their  white  and  glittering  spires 

Tinge  not  the  moon's  pure  beam;  yon  castled  steep. 

Whose  banner  hangeth  o'er  the  time-worn  tower 

So  idly,  that  rapt  fancy  deeraeth  it 

A  metaphor  of  peace  ;  —  all  form  a  scene 

Where  musing  solitude  niiglit  love  to  lift 

Her  soul  above  this  sphere  of  earthliness ; 

Where  s^ilence  undisturbed  might  watch  alone,  — 

So  cold,  so  bright,  so  still. 

Tlie  orb  of  day, 
In  southeni  climes,  o'er  ocean's  waveless  field 
Sinks  sweetly  smiling:  not  the  faintest  breath 
Steals  o'er  the  unruffled  deep ;  the  clouds  of  eve 
Reflect  unmoved  the  lingering  beam  of  day ; 
And  vesper's  image  on  the  western  main 
Is  beautfuUy  still.     To-morrow  comes : 
Cloud  upon  cloud,  in  dark  and  deepeninc;^  mass, 
Roll  o'er  the  blackened  waters ;  the  deep  roar 
or  distant  thunder  mutters  awfully  ; 
T«^mpest  unfolds  its  pinion  o'er  the  <;loom 
That  slironds  the  boiling  >urge;  the  ]iitiloss  fiend, 
With  all  ln3  winds  and  lightnings,  tracks  his  prey  ; 
The  torn  deep  yawn^,  —  the  vessel  finds  a  grave 
Beneath  its  jagged  gulf. 

Ah  !  whence  yon  glare 
That  fires  the  arch  of  heaven!  that  dark  red  smoke 
VOL.  T.  3 
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Blot  ting  tlie  silver  moon  ?    The  stars  are  quenched 
In  darkness,  and  the  pure  and  spangling  snow 
Gleams  faintly  through  the  gloom  that  gathers 

round. 
Hark  to  that  roar,  whose  swift  and  deafening  peals 
In  countless  echoes  through  tlie  mounta"ns  ring, 
Startling  pale  midnight  on  her  starry  throne ! 
Now  swells  the  intermingling  din  ;  the  jar 
Frequent  and  frightful  of  the  bur.«tiMg  bomb ; 
The  falling  beam,  the  shriek,  the  groan,  the  shout, 
The  ceaseless  clangor,  and  the  rush  of  men 
Inebriate  with  rage  :  —  lou<l  and  more  loud 
Tlie  disvonl  grows  ;  till  pale  <]eath  shuts  the  scene. 
And  o'er  the  conqueror  and  the  conquer'd  draws 
rii>  cold  and  bloody  shrtai  1.  —  Of  all  the  men 
Whom  day's  departing  beam  saw  blooming  there 
In  proud  and  vigorous  health  ;  <»l"  all  the  hearts 
That  beat  with  anxious  life  at  sunset  there; 
How  few  survive,  how  few  are  beating  now  I 
All  is  deep  silence,  like  the  fearful  calm 
That  r^lumbers  in  the  <torm*s  portentous  pause; 
Save  when  the  frantic  wail  of  widowed  love 
Conies  shuddering  on  the  blnst,  or  the  faint  moan 
With  which  ^oine  soul  bursts  from  the  frame  of  clay 
Wrapt  round  its  struggling  powers. 

The  gray  morn 
Dawns  on  the  mournful  scene ;   the  sulplmrous 

smoke 
Before  the  icy  wind  slow  rolls  away, 
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And  the  brigat  beams  of  fro!*ty  morning  dance 
Along  the  spangling  snow.    There  tracks  of  blood 
Even  to  the  forest's  depth,  and  scattered  arms, 
And  lifeless  warrioi-s,  whose  hard  lineaments 
Death's  self  could  change  not,  mark  the  dreadful 

path 
Of  the  out-sallying  victors ;  far  behind, 
Black  ashes  note  where  their  proud  city  stood. 
Within  yon  forest  is  a  gloomy  glen  — 
Each  tree  which  guards  its  darkness  from  the  day, 
Waves  o'er  a  warrior's  tomb. 

I  see  tliee  shrink, 
Surpassing  Spirit!  —  wert  thou  hunisin  else? 
I  see  a  shade  of  doubt  and  horror  fleet 
Across  thy  >tainles8  features :  yet  fear  not ; 
This  is  no  unconnected  misery, 
Nor  stands  uncaused,  and  irretrievable. 
Man's  evil  nature,  that  apology 
Which  kings  who  rule,  and  cowards  wlio  crouch, 

set  ap 
For  their  unnumbered  crimes,  sheds  not  the  blood 
Which  de-olates  the  discord-wasted  land. 
From  kings,  and  priests,  and  statesmen,  wnr  arose, 
Who,-e  safety  is  man's  deep  uubettered  woe. 
Whose  grandeur  his  debasement     Let  the  axe 
Strike  at  tlie  root:  the  poison-tree  will  fall ; 
And  where  its  venomed  exhalations  spread 
Ruin,  and  de<Uh,  and  woe,  where  millions  lay 
Quenching  the  serpent's  famine,  and  their  bones 
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Bleaching  unburied  in  the  putrid  blast, 
A  garden  shall  arise,  in  loveliness 
Surpassing  fabled  Eden. 

Hath  Nature's  soul. 
That  formed  this  world  so  beautiful,  that  spread 
Earth's  lap  with  plenty,  and  life's  smallest  chord 
Strung  to  unchanging  unison,  that  gave 
The  happy  birds  their  dwelling  in  the  grove, 
That  yielded  to  the  wanderers  of  the  deep 
I  The  lovely  silence  of  the  unfathomed  main. 
And  filled  the  meanest  worm  that  crawls  in  dost 
With  spirit,  thought,  and  love,  —  on  Man  alone. 
Partial  in  causeless  malice,  wantonly 
Heaped  ruin,  vice,  and  slavery  ;  his  soul 
Blasted  with  withering  curees ;  placed  afar 
The  meteor  happiness,  that  shuns  his  grasp. 
But  serving  on  the  frightful  gulf  to  glare. 
Rent  wide  beneath  his  footsteps  ? 

Nature  I  —  no : 
Kings,  priests,  and  statesmen  blast  the   human 

flower, 
Even  in  its  tender  bud ;  their  influence  darts 
Like  subtle  poison  through  the  bloodless  veins 
Of  desolate  society.     The  child 
Ere  he  can  lisp  his  mother's  sacred  name. 
Swells  with  the  unnatural  pride  of  crime,  and  lifta 
His  baby-sword  even  in  a  hero's  mood. 
This  infant  arm  becomes  the  bloodiest  scourge 
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or  devastated  earth  ;  whilst  specious  names, 
Learnt  in  soft  childhood's  unsuspecting  hour, 
Serve  as  the  sophisms  with  which  manhood  dims 
Bright  reason's  ray,  and  sanctifies  the  sword 
Upraised  to  shed  a  brother's  innocent  blood. 
Let  priest-led  slaves  cease  to  proclaim  that  man 
Inherits  vice  and  misery,  when  force 
And  falsehood  hang  even  o'er  the  cradled  babe, 
Stifling  with  rudest  grasp  all  natural  good. 

Ah !  to  the  stranger-soul,  when  first  it  peeps 
From  its  new  tenement,  and  looks  abroad 
For  happiness  and  sympathy,  how  stern 
And  desolate  a  tract  is  this  wide  world ! 
How  withered  all  the  buds  of  natural  good ! 
No  shade,  no  shelter  from  the  sweeping  storms 
Of  pitiless  power.     On  its  wretched  frame, 
Poisoned,  perchance,  by  the  disease  and  woe 
Heaped  on  the  wretched  parent,  whence  it  sprung, 
By  morals,  law,  and  custom,  the  pure  winds 
Of  heaven,  that  renovate  the  insect  tribes, 
May  breathe  not.     The  untainting  light  of  day 
May  visit  not  its  longings.     It  is  bound 
Ere  it  has  life :  yea,  all  the  chains  are  forged 
Long  ere  its  being ;  all  liberty  and  love 
A.nd  peace  is  torn  from  its  defencelessness ; 
Cursed  from  its  birth,  even  from  its  cradle  doomed 
To  abjectnessVnd  bondage ! 

Throughout  this  varied  and  eternal  world 
Soul  ifl  the  only  element,  the  block 
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That  for  uncounted  ages  has  remained. 

The  moveless  pillar  of  a  mountain's  weight 

Is  active  living  spirit     Every  grain 

Is  sentient  both  in  unitj  and  part, 

And  the  minutest  atom  comprehends 

A  world  of  loves  and  hatreds  ;  these  beget 

Evil  and  good  ;  hence  truth  and  falsehood  spring 

Hence  will,  and  thought,  nnd  action, — all  the  germs 

Of  pain  or  pleasure,  sympathy  or  hate, 

That  variegate  the  eternal  universe. 

Soul  is  not  more  polluted  than  the  beams 

Of  heaven's  pure  orb,  ere  round  their  rapid  lines 

The  taint  of  earth-born  atmospheres  arise. 

Man  is  of  soul  and  body,  formed  for  deeds 

Of  high  resolve ;  on  fancy's  boldest  wing 

To  soar  unwearied,  fearlessly  to  turn 

The  keenest  pangs  to  peacefulness.  and  taste 

The  joys  which  mingled  sense  and  spirit  yield. 

Or  he  is  formed  for  abjeotness  and  woe, 

To  grovel  on  the  dunghill  of  his  fears, 

To  shrink  at  every  sound,  to  quench  the  flame 

Of  natural  love  in  sensualism,  to  know 

That  hour  as  blest  when  on  his  worthless  days 

The  frozen  hand  of  death  shall  set  its  seal, 

Yet  fear  the  cure,  though  hating  the  disease. 

The  one  is  man  that  shall  hereafter  be  ; 

The  other,  man  as  vice  has  made  him  now. 

War  is  the  statesman's  game,  the  priest's  delight 
The  lawyer's  jest,  the  hired  assassin's  trade, 
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And,  to  those  royal  murderers,  whose  mean  ihrones 

Are  bought  by  crimes  of  treachery  and  gore, 

The  bread  they  eat,  the  staff  on  whicli  they  lean. 

Guards,  garbed  in  blood-red  livery,  surround 

Tlieir  palaces,  participate  the  crimes 

That  force  defends,  and  from  a  nation's  rage 

Secure  the  crown,  which  all  the  curses  reach 

That  faminC)  frenzy,  woe  and  penury  breathe. 

These  are  the  hired  bravoes  who  defend 

The  tyrant's  throne,'  —  the  bullies  of  his  fear; 

These  are  the  sinks  and  channels  of  worst  vice, 

The  refuge*  of  society,  the  dreg< 

Of  all  that  is  most  vile ;  their  cold  hearts  blend 

Deceit  with  sternness,  ignorance  with  pride, 

All  that  is  mean  and  villanous,  with  rage 

AVhich  hopeles.-ncss  of  good,  and  self-contempt, 

Alone  might  kindle ;  they  are  decked  in  wealth. 

Honour  and  power,  then  are  sent  abroad 

To  do  their  work.     The  pestilence  that  stalks 

Tn  gloomy  trium[)h  through  some  Eastern  land 

Is  less  destroying.     They  cajole  with  gold 

And  promises  of  fame  the  thoughtless  youth 

Already  crushed  with  servitude  :  he  knows 

His  wretchedness  too  late,  and  cherishes 

Repentance  for  his  niin,  when  his  doom 

Is  sealed  in  gold  and  blood  ! 

Those  too  the  tyrant  serve,  who,  skilled  to  snare 

The  feet  of  justice  in  the  toils  of  law, 

^tand  ready  to  oppress  the  weaker  still ; 

•  Bead  rtfvM  t 


10  QUEEN   MAB. 

And  right  or  wrong  will  vindicate  for  gold, 
Sneering  at  public  virtue,  which  beneath 
Their  pitiless  tread  lies  torn  and  trampled,  whore 
Honour  sits  smiling  at  the  sale  of  truth. 

Then  grave  and  hoary-headed  hypocrites, 
Without  a  hope,  a  passion,  or  a  love, 
Who  through  a  life  of  luxury  and  lies 
Have  crept  by  flattery  to  the  seats  of  power, 
Support  the  system  whence  their  honours  flow. 
They  have  three  words;  well  tyrants  know  their  use. 
Well  pay  them  for  the  loan,  with  usury 
Torn  from  a  bleeding  world !  —  Grod,  Hell,  and 

Heaven : 
A  vengeful,  pitiless,  and  almighty  fiend, 
Who>e  mercy  is  a  nickname  for  the  rage 
Of  taniele-^  tigers  hungering  for  blood ; 
Hell,  a  red  gulf  of  everlasting  fire, 
Where  poisonous  and  unilying  worm^  prolong 
Eternal  misery  to  those  hapless  slaves 
Wh()^e  life  has  been  a  penance  for  its  crimes  ; 
And  Heaven,  a  meed  for  those  wlio  dare  belie 
Their  human  nature,  quake,  believe,  and  cringe 
Before  the  mockeries  of  earthly  power. 

rhe>e  tools  the  tyrant  tempers  to  his  work, 
Wields  in  his  wrath,  and  as  he  wills,  destroys. 
Omnipotent  in  wickedness :  the  while 
Youtli  spring',  age  moulders,  manhood  tamely  doea 
His  bidding,  bribed  by  short-lived  joys  to  lend 
Force  to  the  weakness  of  his  trembling  arm. 
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Phey  me,  they  fUI ;  one  generation  comes 
Yielding  its  harvest  to  destruction's  scythe. 
It  fades,  another  blossoms ;  yet  behold ! 
Red  glows  the  tyrant's  stamp-mark  on  its  bloom, 
Withering  and  cankering  deep  its  passive  prime. 
He  has  invented  lying  words  and  modes, 
Empty  and  vain  as  his  own  coreless  heart ; 
Evasive  meanings,  nothings  of  much  sound, 
To  lure  the  heedless  victim  to  the  toils 
Spread  round  the  valley  of  its  paradise. 

Look  to  thyself,  priest,  conqueror,  or  prince ! 
Whether  thy  trade  is  falsehood,  and  thy  lusts 
Deep  wallow  in  the  earnings  of  the  poor, 
With  whom  thy  master  was ;  or  thou  delight'st 
In  numbering  o'er  the  myriads  of  thy  slain. 
All  misery  weighing  nothing  in  the  scale 
Agunst  thy  short-lived  fame ;  or  thou  dost  load 
With  cowardice  and  crime  the  groaning  land, 
A  pomp-fed  king.     Look  to  thy  wretched  self  I 
Ay,  art  thou  not  the  veriest  slave  that  e'er 
Crawled  on  the  loathing  earth  ?    Are  not  thy  days 
Days  of  unsatisfying  listlessness  ? 
Dost  thou  not  cry,  ere  night's  long  rack  is  o'er, 
When  will  the  morning  come  ?     Is  not  thy  youth 
A  vain  and  feverish  dream  of  sensualism  ? 
Thy  manhood  blighted  with  unripe  dif^ease? 
Are  not  thy  views  of  un regretted  death 
Drear,  comfortless,  and  horrible  ?     Thy  mind, 
U  it  not  morbid  as  thy  nerveless  frame, 
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Incapable  of  judgment,  hope,  or  love? 
And  do.-t  thou  wish  the  errors  to  survive 
That  bar  thee  from  all  sympathies  of  goodi 
After  the  miserable  interest 
ThoQ  hold'st  in  their  protraction  ?   YHien  the  f;ravc 
Has  swallowed  up  thy  memory  and  thyself, 
Dost  thou  desire  the  bane  that  poisons  earth 
To  twine  its  roots  around  thy  coffined  clay. 
Spring  from  thy  bones,  and  blo-som  on  thy  tomb, 
That  of  its  fruit  thy  babes  may  eat  and  die  ? 


V. 

Tucs  do  the  generations  of  the  earth* 
Go  to  the  grave,  and  i<sue  from  the  womb 
Surviving  still  the  imperishable  change 
That  renovates  the  worM  ;  even  as  the  leaves 
Which  the  keen  frost-wind  of  the  waning  year 
Has  scattered  on  the  forest  soil,*  and  heap*^! 
For  many  seasons  thi're  :  though  long  they  choke, 
Loading  with  loathso:ne  lotteniess  the  land. 
All  genn^  of  promise,  yet  when  the  UiW  trees 
From  which  they  fell,  shorn  of  their  love'y  shapes 
Lie  level  with  tlie  earth  to  moulder  there. 
They  fertilize  the  land  they  long  deformed. 
Till  from  the  breathing  lawn  a  forest  springs 
or  youth,  integrity  and  lovelines-*, — 
Like  that  which  gave  it  life,  to  >ipring  and  die. 
Thus  suicidal  selfishness,  that  blights 
The  fairest  feelings  of  the  opening  heart, 
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b  destined  to  decay,  whilst  from  the  soil 
Shall  spring  all  virtue,  all  delight,  all  love, 
And  judgment  cease  to  wage  unnatural  war 
With  passion's  unsubduable  array ;  — 
Twin-sister  of  religion,  selfishness ! 
Rival  in  crime  and  fal-^ebood,  aping  all 
Tlie  wanton  horrors  of  her  bloody  play ; 
Yet  frozen,  unimpassioned,  spiritless, 
Shunning  the  light,  and  owning  not  its  name ; 
Compelled,  by  its  deformity,  to  screen 
With  flimsy  veil  of  justice  and  of  right, 
Its  unattractive  lineament.*:,  that  scare 
All,  save  the  brood  of  ignorance ;  at  once 
The  cause  and  the  effect  of  tyranny ; 
Unblushing,  hardened,  sensual,  and  vile ; 
Dead  to  all  love  but  of  its  abjectnesTj 
With  heart  impassive  by  more  noble  powers 
Than  unshared  pleasure,  sordid  gain,  or  fame ; 
Despising  its  own  miserable  being, 
Which  still  it  longs,  yet  fears,  to  disenthrall. 

Hence  commerce  springs  the  venal  interchange 

Of  all  that  human  art  or  nature  yields ; 

Which    wealth   should   purchase   not,   but   want 

demand, 
And  natural  kindness  basten  to  supply . 
From  the  full  fountain  of  its  boundless  love. 
Forever  stilled,  drained,  and  tainted  now  ;  — 
Commerce !  beneath  whose  poison-breathing  shade 
No  solitary  virtue  dares  to  spring ; 
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But  poverty  and  wealth  with  equal  hand 

Scatter  Uieir  withering  curses,  and  unfold 

The  doors  of  premature  and  violent  death 

To  pining  famine  and  full-fed  disease, 

To  all  Uiat  shares  the  lot  of  human  life, 

Which,  poisoned  body  and  soul,  scarce  drags  th€ 

chtdn 
Tliat  lengthens  as  it  goes  and  clanks  behind. 

Commerce  iias  set  the  mark  of  selfishnesa, 
The  signet  of  its  all-enslaving  power. 
Upon  a  shining  ore,  and  called  it  gold ; 
Before  whose  image  bow  the  vulgar  great, 
The  vainly  rich,  the  mi>erable  proud, 
The  mob  of  peasant^,  nobles,  priests,  and  kings,* 
And  with  blind  feelings  reverence  the  power 
That  grinds  them  to  the  dust  of  misery  ; 
But  in  the  tem[>le  of  their  hireling  hearts 
Gold  is  a  living  god,  and  rules  in  scorn 
All  earthly  things  but  virtue. 

Since  tyrunt-i,  by  the  s^ale  of  hum:m  life. 
Heap  luxuries  to  their  sensualism,  and  fame 
To  their  wiile-wtisting  and  insatiate  pride. 
Success  has  s-aiictioned  to  a  credulous  world 
The  ruin,  4hc  disgrace,  the  woe  of  war. 
His  hosts  of  blind  and  unresisting  dupes 
The  despot  numbers ;  from  his  cabinet 
These  puppets  of  his  schemes  he  moves  at  will, 
Kveu  as  the  slaves  by  force  or  famiine  driven 
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Beneath  a  valgar  master,  to  perform 
A  task  of  cold  and  brutal  drudgery ; 
Hardened  to  hope,  insensible  to  fear, 
Scarce  living  pulleys  of  a  dead  machine, 
Mere  wheels  of  work  and  articles  of  trade, 
That  grace  the  proud  and  noisy  pomp  of  wealth  I 

The  harmony  and  happiness  of  man 

Yield  to  the  wealth  of  nations ;  that  which  lifts 

His  nature  to  the  heaven  of  its  pride. 

Is  bartered  for  the  poison  of  his  soul, 

The  weight  that  drags  to  earth  his  towering  hopes. 

Blighting  all  prospect  but  of  selfish  gain, 

Withering  all  passion  but  of  slavish  fear. 

Extinguishing  all  free  and  generous  love 

Of  enterprise  and  daring ;  even  the  pulse 

That  fancy  kindles  in  the  beating  heart 

To  mingle  with  eensation,  it  destroys,  — 

Leaves  nothing  but  the  sordid  lust  of  self, 

The  grovelling  hope  of  interest  and  gold. 

Unqualified,  unmingled,  unredeemed 

Even  by  hypocrisy. 

And  statesmen  boast 
Of  wealth!'     The  wordy  eloquence  that  lives 
Afler  the  ruin  of  their  hearts,  can  gild 
The  bitter  poison  of  a  nation's  woe  : 
Can  turn  the  worship  of  the  servile  mob 
To  their  corrupt  and  glaring  idol,  Fame, 
From  Virtue,  tnunpled  by  its  iron  tread ; 
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Although  its  dazzling  pedestal  be  raised 

Amid  the  horrors  of  a  limb-strewn  field, 

With  desolated  dwellings  smoking  round. 

The  mnn  of  ease,  who,  by  his  warm  firesi^, 

To  deeds  of  cliaritable  intercourse 

And  bare  fulfilment  of  the  common  laws 

Of  decency  and  prejudice,  confines 

The  struggling  nature  of  his  human  heart. 

Is  duped  by  their  cold  sophistry ;  he  sheds 

A  passing  tear  i)erchance  upon  the  wreck 

Of  earthly  peace,  when  near  his  dwelling's  door 

The  frij;htful  waves  are  driven,  —  when  his  son 

Is  murdered  by  the  tyrant,  or  religion 

Drives  his  wife  raving  mad.*     But  the  poor  man, 

Whose  life  is  misery,  and  fear,  and  care ; 

Whom  the  moi-ii  wakens  but  to  fruitless  toil ; 

Who  ever  hears  his  famished  offspring's  scream : 

Whom  their  pale  mother's  uncomplaining  gaze 

Forever  meets,  and  the  proud  rich  man's  eye 

Flashing  C(mimand.  and  the  heart-breaking  scene 

Of  thousands  like  him-elf — he  little  heeds 

Tiie  rhete.ric  of  tyranny,  hU  hate 

Is  quenchless  as  his  wrongs,  he  laughs  to  scorn 

The  vain  and  bitter  mockery  of  words, 

Feeling  the  horror  of  the  tyrant's  deeds 

And  unrestrained  but  by  the  arm  of  power, 

That  knows  and  dread-s  his  enmity. 

The  iron  rod  of  penury  still  compels 

der  wretched  slave  to  bow  the  knee  to  wealth, 
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And  puisouy  with  unprofitable  toil, 

A  life  too  void  of  solace  to  confiim 

The  very  chains  that  bind  him  to  his  doom. 

Nature,  impartial  in  munificence, 

Has  gifleil  man  with  all^subduing  will : 

Matter,  with  all  its  transitory  shapes. 

Lies  subjected  and  plastic  at  his  feet. 

That,  weak  from  bondage,  tremble  as  they  trend. 

How  many  a  rustic  Milton  has  passed  by. 

Stifling  the  speechless  lt>ngings  of  his  heart. 

In  unremitting  drudgery  and  care  ! 

How  many  a  vulgar  Cato  has  compelled 

His  ener^es,  no  longer  tameless  then, 

To  mould  a  pin,  or  fabricate  a  nail ! 

How  many  a  Newton,  to  whose  passive  ken 

Tliose  mighty  spheres  that  gem  infinity 

Were  only  specks  of  tinsel,  fixed  in  heaven 

To  light  the  midnights  of  his  native  town ! 

Yet  every  heart  contjiins  perfection's  germ . 
The  wisest  of  the  sages  of  the  earth. 
That  ever  from  the  stores  of  reason  drew 
Science  and  truth,  and  virtue's  dreadle^s  tone, 
Were  but  a  weak  and  inexperienced  boy. 
Proud,  sensual,  unimpassioned,  unimbued 
With  pure  desire  and  universal  love. 
Compared  to  that  high  being,  of  cloudless  brain, 
Untainted  passion,  elevated  will. 
Which  death  (who  even  would  linger  long  in  awe 
Within  his  noble  presence,  and  beneath 
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His  changeless  eye-beam)  might  alone  snbdae. 
Him,  every  slave  now  dragging  through  the  filth 
Of  some  cormpted  city  his  sad  life, 
Pining  with  famine,  swoln  with  luxury, 
Bluniing  the  keenness  of  his  spiritual  sense 
With  narrow  schemings  and  unworthy  caree, 
Or  madly  mshing  through  all  violent  crime. 
To  move  the  deep  stagnation  of  his  soul,  — 
Might  imitate  and  equal. 

But  mean  lust 
Ha<!  bound  its  chains  so  tight  about  the  earth. 
That  all  within  it  but  the  virtuous  man 
Is  venal :  gold  or  fame  will  surely  rt'acli 
The  price  prefixed  by  selfishnessj  to  all 
But  iiim  of  resolute  and  unchanging  will ; 
"Whom  nor  the  plaudits  of  a  servile  crowd. 
Nor  the  vile  joys  of  tainting  luxury. 
Can  bribe  to  yield  his  elevated  soul 
To  tyranny  or  falsehood,  though  they  wield 
With  blood-red  hand  the  sceptre  of  the  world. 

All  thing's  are  sold :  the  very  light  of  heaven 
Is*  venal :  earth's  unsparing  gifts  of  love, 
Tlie  smallest  and  most  despicable  things 
That  lurk  in  the  abysses  of  the  deep, 
•Vll  objects  of  our  lite,  even  life  itself, 
And  the  i>oor  pittance  wliich  the  laws  allow 
Of  lil)erty,  the  fellowship  of  man, 
Those  duties  which  his  heart  of  human  love 
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Slioald  urge  him  to  perform  instinctively,  — 

Are  bought  and  sold  as  in  a  public  mart 

Of  undisguising  selfishness,  that  sets 

On  each  its  price,  the  stamp-mark  of  her  reign. 

Even  love  is  sold  ;•  the  solace  of  all  woe 

Is  turned  to  deadliest  agony,  old  age 

Shivers  in  selfish  beauty's  loathing  arms, 

And  youth's  corrupted  impul-es  prepare 

A  life  of  horror  from  the  blighting  bane 

Of  commerce :  whilst  the  pestilence  that  springs 

From  unenjoying  sensualism,  has  filled 

All  human  life  with  hydra-headed  woes. 

Falsehood  demands  but  gold  to  pay  the  pangs 
Of  outraged  conscience ;  for  the  slavish  priest 
Sets  no  great  value  on  his  hireling  faith  : 
A  little  passing  pomp,  some  servile  souls. 
Whom  cowaitliee  itself  might  safely  chain, 
Or  the  spare  mite  of  avarice  could  bribe 
To  deck  the  triumph  of  their  languid  zeal, 
Can  make  him  minister  to  tyranny. 
More  daring  crime  requires  a  loftier  meed : 
Without  a  shudder  the  slave-soldier  lends 
His  arm  to  murderous  deed-!,  and  steels  his  heart, 
When  the  dread  eloquence  of  dying  men, 
Low  mingling  on  the  lonely  field  of  fame, 
Assails  that  nature  whose  applause  he  sells 
For  the  gross  blessings  of  the  patriot  mob. 
For  the  vile  gratitude  of  heartless  kings, 
And  for  a  cold  world's  good  word,  —  viler  still  I 
VOL.  T.  4 
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riiore  is  a  nobler  glory  which  survives 

Until  our  being  fades,  and,  solacing 

All  human  care,  accompanies  its  change ; 

Deserts  not  virtue  in  the  dungeon's  gloom, 

And  in  the  precincts  of  the  palace  guides 

lis  footsteps  throujrh  that  labyrinth  of  crime ; 

Imbue*  his  lineaments  with  dauutlessness, 

Even  Avlion,  from  power's  avenging  hand,  he  take? 

Its  sweetest,  Ia>sf,  and  noblest  title  —  death;  — 

The  consciousness  of  good,  which  neither  gold. 

Nor  sordid  fame,  nor  hope  of  heavenly  bliss, 

Can  purchase  ;  but  a  life  of  resolute  good, 

Unalterable  will,  quenchless  desire 

Of  universal  happiness,  the  heart 

That  beats  with  it  in  unison,  the  brain 

Whose  ever-wakeful  wisdom  toil-  to  change 

Reason's  rich  stores  for  its  eternal  weal. 

This  commerce  of  sincercst  virtue  needs 
No  meditative  signs  of  selfishness. 
No  j'ldons  intercourse  of  wretched  gain, 
N«)  haiancings  of  prudence,  coM  and  long  ; 
In  just  and  equal  measure  all  i^ii  weighed. 
One  scale  contains  the  sum  of  human  weal, 
And  one,  the  good  man's  heart. 

How  vainly  seek 
The  Selfish  for  that  happiness  denied 
To  aught  but  virtue  !     Blind  and  hardened,  they 
Who  hope  for  peace  amid  the  storms  of  care, 
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Who  covet  power  they  know  not  how  to  use, 
And  sigh  for  pleasure  they  refuse  to  ^ve  :  — 
Madly  they  frustrate  still  their  own  designs ; 
And,  where  they  hope  that  quiet  to  enjoy 
Which  virtue  pictures,  bitterness  of  soul, 
Pining  regrets,  and  vain  repentances, 
Disease,  disgust,  and  lassitude,  pervade 
Their  valueless  and  miserable  lives. 

But  hoary-headed  selfishness  has  felt 

Its  death-blow,  and  is  tottering  to  the  grave : 

A  brighter  morn  awaits  the  human  day, 

When  every  transfer  of  earth's  natural  gifts 

Shall  be  a  commerce  of  good  words  and  works ; 

When  poverty  and  wealth,  the  thirst  of  fame. 

The  fear  of  infamy,  disease  and  woe, 

War  with  its  million  horror?!,  and  fierce  hell. 

Shall  live  but  in  the  memory  of  time. 

Who  like  a  penitent  libertine  shnll  start. 

Look  back,  and  shudder  at  his  younger  years. 


vr. 

All  touch,  all  eye,  all  ear. 
The  Spirit  felt  the  Fairy*:*  burning  speech. 

O'er  the  thin  texture  of  its  frame 
The  varying  periods  painted  changing  glows; 

As  on  a  summer  even. 

When  Boul-enfolding  music  floats  around. 

The  stainless  mirror  of  the  lake 
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Re-images  the  eastern  gloom, 
Mingling  convulsively  its  purple  hues 
With  9unset*s  burnished  gold. 

Then  thus  the  Spirit  spoke : 
Tt  is  a  wild  and  miserable  world, 
Thorny,  nn^Aill  of  care, 
Which  every  fiend  can  make  his  prey  at  wflL 
0  Fairy,  in  the  lapse  of  years, 
Is  there  no  hope  in  store  ? 
Will  yon  vast  suns  roll  on 
Interminably,  sti'l  illuming 
Tlie  night  of  so  many  wretched  souls, 
And  see  no  hope  for  them  ? 
Will  not  the  universal  Spirit  e'er 
Revivify  this  witheretl  limb  of  heaven?** 

The  Fairy  calmly  smiled 
In  comfort,  and  a  kindlinjr  gleam  of  hope 

SufTiised  the  Spirit's  lineaments. 
'•Oil !  rest  thee  tranquil ;  chase  those  fearful  doubts. 
Which  ne'er  could  rack  an  everlasting  soul, 
That  sees  the  chains  whicli  bind  it  to  its  doom. 
Yes  !  crime  and  misery  are  in  yonder  earth, 

Falsehood,  mistake,  and  lust; 

But  the  eternal  world 
Contains  at  once  the  evil  and  the  cure. 
Some  eminent  in  virtue  shall  start  up, 

Even  in  perversest  time  ; 
The  truths  of  their  pure  lips,  that  never  die, 


QUEEN   MAB.  53 

Shall  bind  the  scorpion  falsehood  with  a  wreath 

Of  ever-living  flame, 
Until  the  monster  sting  itself  to  death. 

"  How  sweet  a  scene  will  eartli  become ! 
Of  purest  spirits,  a  pure  dwelling-place, 
Sjmphonious  with  the  planetary  spheres ; 
When  man,  with  changeless  nature  coalescing. 
Will  undertake  regeneration's  work. 
When  its  ungenial  poles  no  longer  point 
To  the  red  and  baleful  sun 
That  faintly  twinkles  there." 

"  Spirit,  on  yonder  earth, 
Falsehood  now  triumphs;  deadly  power 
Has  fixed  its  seal  upon  the  lip  of  truth  ! 
Madne.'s-aud  misery  are  there! 
The  happiest  is  most  wretched  1     Yet  confide 
Until  pure  health-drops  from  the  cup  of  joy 
Fall  like  a  dew  of  balm  upon  the  world. 
Now,  to  the  scene  I  show,  in  silence  turn, 
And  read  the  blood-stjiined  charter  of  all  woe, 
Which  nature  soon,  with  re-creating  hand, 
Will  blot  in  mercy  from  tlie  book  of  earth. 
How  bold  the  flight  of  passion's  wandering  wing, 
How  swift  the  step  of  reason's  firmer  tread, 
How  calm  and  sweet  the  victories  of  life. 
How  terrorless  the  triumph  of  the  grave ! 
How  powerless  were  the  mightiest  monarch's  arm, 
Vain  his  loud  threat,  and  impotent  Ms  frown  I 
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How  ludicrous  the  priest's  dogmatic  roar  I 

The  weight  of  his  exterminaUug  curse 

How  light !  and  his  affected  charity, 

To  suit  the  pressure  of  the  changing  times, 

What  palpable  deceit !  —  but  for  thy  aid, 

Religion !  but  for  thee,  prolific  fiend, 

Who  peoplest  earth  with  demons,  hell  with  men, 

And  heaven  with  slaves ! 

^  Thou  tnintest  all  thou  look'st  upon  I  —  the  stan^ 
Which  on  thy  cradle  beamed  so  brightly  sweet, 
Were  gods  to  the  distempered  playfulness 
Of  thy  untutored  infancy ;  the  trees, 
The  grass,  the  clouds,  the  mountains,  and  the  sea, 
All  living  thing.^  that  walk,  swim,  creep,  or  fly, 
Were  gods ;  the  sun  had  homage,  and  the  moon 
Her  worshi|)])er.     Then  thou  becamest  a  boy, 
More  daring  in  thy  frenzies ;  every  shape. 
Monstrous  or  va?it,  or  beautifully  wild, 
W^hich  from  sensation's  relics  fancy  culls ; 
The  spirits  of  the  air,  the  shuddering  ghost. 
The  genii  of  tiie  elements,  the  powers 
That  give  a  shape  to  nature's  varied  works, 
Had  life  and  place  in  the  corrupt  belief 
Of  thy  blind  heart :  yet  still  tliy  youthful  hands 
Were  pure  of  human  blood.    Then  manhood  gave 
Its  strength  and  ardour  to  thy  frenzied  brain; 
Thine  eager  gaze  scanned  the  stupendous  scene. 
Whose  wonders  mocked  the  knowledge  of  thy  pride; 
Their  everlasting  and  unchanging  laws 
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Reproached  thine  ignorance.    Awhile  thou  stoodst 

Baffled  and  gloomy  ;  then  thou  didst  sum  up 

The  elements  of  all  that  thou  didst  know ; 

The  changing  s^easons,  winter's  leafless  reign, 

The  budding  of  the  heaven-breathing  trees, 

The  eternal  orbs  that  beautify  the  night, 

The  sunrise,  and  the  setting  of  the  moon. 

Earthquakes  and  wars,  and  poisons  and  disease, 

And  all  their  causes,  to  an  abstract  point 

Converging,  thou  didst  bend,  and  called  it  Grod ! 

The  self->ufficing,  the  omnipotent. 

The  merciful,  and  the  avenging  God  ! 

Who,  prototype  of  human  misrule,  sits 

High  in  Heaven's  realm,  upon  a  golden  throne, 

Even  like  an  earthly  king ;  and  whose  dread  work, 

Hell,  gapes  forever  for  the  unhappy  slaves 

Of  fate,  whom  he  created  in  his  sport, 

To  triumph  in  their  torments  when  they  fell ! 

Earth  heard  the  name ;  earth  trembled,  as  the 

smoke 
Of  his  revenge  ascended  up  to  heaven, 
Blotting  the  constellations  ;  and  the  cries 
Of  millions  butchered  in  sweet  confidence 
And  unsuspecting  peace,  even  when  the  bonds 
Of  safety  were  confirmed  by  wordy  oaths 
Sworn  in  his  dreadful  name,  rung  through  the  land; 
Whilst  innocent  babes  writhed  on  thy  stubborn 

spear. 
And  thou  didst  laugh  to  hear  the  mother's  shriek 
Of  maniac  gladness  as  the  sacred  steel 
Felt  cold  in  her  torn  entrails  I 
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**  Religion !  thou  wert  then  in  manhood's  prime. 

But  age  crept  on.     One  God  would  not  suffice 

For  senile  puerility :  thou  framedst 

A  tale  to  suit  thy  dotage,  and  to  glut 

Thy  misery-thirsting  soul,  that  the  mad  fiend 

Thy  wickedness  had  pictured,  might  afford 

A  plea  for  sating  the  unnatural  thirst 

For  murder,  rapine,  violence  and  crime. 

That  still  consumed  thy  being,  even  when 

Thou  heardst  the  step  of  fate  ;  that  flames  miji^t 

light 
Thy  funeral  scene ;  and  the  shrill  horrent  shrinks 
Of  parents  dying  on  the  pile  that  burned 
To  light  thy  cliildren  to  thy  paths,  the  roar 
Of  the  encircling  flames,  the  exulting  cries 
Of  thine  apostles,  loud  commingling  there, 
Might  sate  thy  hungry  car 
Even  on  the  bed  of  death  I 

"  But  now  contempt  is  mocking  thy  gray  hairs ; 
Thou  art  descending  to  the  darksome  grave, 
Uuhonoui'cd  and  unpitied,  but  by  those 
Who-e  pride  is  pjissing  by  like  thine,  iind  sheds, 
Like  thine,  a  glare  that  fades  before  the  sun 
Of  truth,  and  shines  but  in  the  dreadful  night 
That  long  has  lowered  above  the  ruined  world. 

"  Throughout  these  infinite  orbs  of  mingling  light. 
Of  whicii  yon  earth  is  one,  is  wide  diffused 
A  suirit  of  activity  and  life, 
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That  knovTB  no  term,  cessation,  or  decay  ; 
That  fades  not,  when  the  lamp  of  earlhjy  life, 
Extinguished  in  the  dampness  of  the  grave, 
Awhile  there  slumbers,  —  more  than  when  the 

babe 
In  the  dim  newness  of  its  being  feels 
The  impulses  of  sublunary  things, 
And  all  U  wonder  to  unpractised  sense : 
But,  active,  steadfast,  and  eternal,  still 
Guides  the  fierce  whirlwind,  in  the  tempest  roars, 
Cheers  in  the  day,  breathes  in  the  balmy  groves, 
Strengthens  in  health,  and  poisons  in  disea:$e  ; 
And  in  the  storm  of  change,  that  ceaselessly 
Rolls  round  the  eternal  universe,  and  shakes 
Its  undecaying  battlement,  presides, 
Apportioning  with  irresistible  law 
The  place  each  spring  of  its  machine  shall  fill ; 
So  that,  when  waves  on  waves  tumultuous  heap 
CJonfusion  to  the  clouds,  and  fiercely  driven 
Heaven's  lightnings   scorch  the   uprooted  ocean 

fords, 
Whilst,  to  the  eye  of  shipwrecked  mariner. 
Lone  sitting  on  the  bare  and  shuddering  rock, 
All  seems  unlinked  contingency  and  chance : 
No  atom  of  this  turbulence  fulfils 
A  vague  and  unncccssitated  task, 
Or  acts  but  as  it  must  and  ought  to  act" 
Even  the  minutest  molecule  of  light, 
That  in  an  April  sunbeam's  fleeting  glow 
Fulfils  its  destined,  though  invisible  work, 
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The  universal  Spirit  guides ;  nor  leae 

When  m^ciless  ambition,  or  mad  zeal, 

Has  led  two  hosts  of  dupes  tc  battle-field, 

That,  blind,  they  there  may  dig  each  other*! 

graves 
And  call  the  sad  work  glory,  does  it  rule 
All  passions :  not  a  thought,  a  will,  an  act. 
No  working  of  the  tyrant's  moody  mind, 
Nor  one  misgiving  of  the  slaves  who  boast 
Their  servitude,  to  hide  the  shame  they  feel. 
Nor  the  events  enchaining  every  wilJ, 
That  from  the  depths  of  unrecorded  time 
Have  drawn  all-influencing  virtue,  —  pass 
Unrecognized  or  unforeseen  by  thee. 
Soul  of  the  Universe !  eternal  spring 
Of  life  and  death,  of  happiness  and  woe, 
Of  all  that  checkers  the  phantasmal  scene 
That  floats  before  our  eyes  in  wavering  light, 
Which  gleams  but  on  the  darkness  of  our  prison, 

Whose  chains  and  massy  walls 

We  feel  but  cannot  see. 

"  Spirit  of  Nature,  all-sufficing  Power ! 
Necessity,  thou  mother  of  the  world  !'* 
Unlike  the  God  of  human  error,  thou 
Requirest  no  prayers  or  praises  ;  the  caprice 
Of  man's  weak  will  belongs  no  more  to  thee 
Than  do  the  changeful  passions  of  his  breast 
To  thy  unvarying  harmony  :  the  slave, 
Wliose  horrible  lusts  6[>read  misery  o*er  the  world, 
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And  the  good  man,  who  lids,  with  virtuous  pride, 
His  being,  in  the  sight  of  happiness, 
That  springs  from  his  own  works ;  the  poison-tree, 
Beneath  whose  shade  all  life  is  withered  up, 
And  the  fair  oak,  whose  leafy  dome  affords 
A  temple  where  the  vows  of  happy  love 
Are  registered,  are  equal  in  thy  sight : 
No  love,  no  hate  thou  cherishest ;  revenge 
And  favoritism,  and  worst  desire  of  fame, 
Thou  kno west  not;  all  that  the  wide  world  contains 
Are  but  thy  passive  instruments,  and  thou 
R^ard'st  them  all  with  an  impartial  eye. 
Whose  joy  or  pain  thy  nature  cannot  feel. 

Because  thou  hast  not  human  sense, 

Because  thou  art  not  human  mind. 

"  Yes !  when  the  sweeping  storm  of  time 
llsii  sung  its  death-dirge  o'er  the  ruined  fanes 
And  broken  altars  of  the  almighty  fiend 
Whose  name  usurps  thy  honours,  and  the  blood 
Through  centuries  clotted  there,  has  floated  down 
The  tainted  flood  of  ages,  shalt  thou  live 
Unchangeable !     A  shrine  is  raised  to  thee. 

Which,  nor  the  tempe.«t  breath  of  time. 

Nor  the  interminable  flood, 

Over  earth's  slight  pageant  rolling, 
Availeth  to  destory,  — 
The  sensitive  extension  of  the  world ; 

That  wondrous  and  eternal  fane. 
Where  pain  and  pleasure,  good  and  evil  join. 
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To  do  the  will  of  strong  necessi^, 

And  life  in  multitudinous  shapes, 
Still  pressing  forward  where  no  term  can  b^ 

Like  hungry  and  unresting  flame 
Curls  round  the  eternal  columns  of  its  strength." 


vn. 

SPIRIT. 

I  WAS  an  infant  when  mj  mother  went 

To  see  an  atheist  bunied.     She  took  me  there : 

The  dark-robed  priests  were  met  around  the  pile ; 

The  multitii Je  was  gazing  silently ; 

And  as  the  culprit  passed  with  dauntless  mien, 

Tempered  disdain  in  his  unaltering  eye, 

Mixed  with  a  quiet  smile,  shone  calmly  forth. 

The  thirsty  fire  crept  round  his  manly  limbs ; 

His  resolute  eyes  were  scorched  to  blindness  soon  ; 

Ills  deatli-pang  rout  my  heart !  the  insensate  moh 

Uttered  a  crv  of  triumph,  and  I  wept. 

'•  Weep  not,  child !"  cried  my  mother,  "for  that  man 

Has  said,  There  is  no  God." 

FAIRY. 

There  is  no  God ! " 
Nature  confirms  the  faith  his  death-groan  sealed 
Let  heaven  and  earth,  let  man's  revolving  race, 
His  ceaseless  generations,  tell  their  tale. 
Let  every  part  depending  on  the  chain 
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rbat  links  it  to  the  whole,  point  to  the  hand 

That  grasps  its  term !     Let  every  seed  that  falls, 

In  silent  eloquence  unfold  its  store 

Of  argument :  infinity  within, 

Infinity  without,  belie  creation  : 

The  exterminable  spirit  it  contains 

Is  nature's  only  Grod ;  but  human  pride 

Is  skilful  to  invent  most  serious  names 

To  hide  its  ignorance. 

The  name  of  God 
Has  fenced  about  all  crime  with  holiness, 
Himself  the  creature  of  his  worshippers. 
Whose  names  and  attributes  and  passions  change, 
Siva,  Buddh,  Fo,  Jehovah,  God,  or  Lord, 
Even  with  the  human  dupes  wlio  build  his  shrines, 
Still  serving  o'er  the  war-polluted  world 
For  desolation's  watchword ;  whether  hosts 
Stain  his  death-blushing  chariot  wheels,  as  on 
Triumphantly  they  roll,  whilst  Brahmins  raise 
A  sacred  hymn  to  mingle  with  the  groans ; 
Or  countless  partners  of  his  power  divide 
His  tyranny  to  weakness  ;  or  the  smoke 
Of  burning  towns,  the  cries  of  female  helplessness, 
Unarmed  old  age,  and  youth,  and  infancy. 
Horribly  massacred,  ascend  to  heaven 
In  honour  of  his  name  ;  or,  last  and  worst, 
Earth  groans  beneath  religion's  iron  age, 
Ajid  priests  dare  babble  of  a  God  of  peace, 
Even  whilst  their  hands  are  red  with  guiltless  blood, 
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Murdering  the  while,  uprooting  every  germ 
Of  truth,  exterminating,  spoiling  all, 
Making  the  earth  a  slaughter-house  I 

0  Spirit !  through  the  sense 
By  which  thj  inner  nature  was  apprised 
Of  outward  shows,  vague  dreams  have  rolled, 
And  varied  reminiscences  have  waked 

Tablets  that  never  fade ; 
All  things  have  been  imprinted  there^ 
The  stars,  the  sea,  the  earth,  the  sky, 
Even   the  uushapcliest  lineamentA 
Of  wild  and  fleeting  visions 

Have  left  a  record  there 

To  testify  of  earth. 

These  are  my  empire,  for  to  me  is  given 
The  wonders  of  the  human  world  to  keep, 
And  fancy's  thin  creations  to  endow 
With  manner,  being,  and  reality  ; 
Therefoi-e  a  wondrous  phantom,  from  the  dreams 
Of  human  error's  dense  and  purblind  faith, 
I  will  evoke,  to  meet  thy  questioning. 
Ahasuerus,  rise ! " 

A  stmnge  and  woe-worn  wight 
Arose  beside  the  battlement, 
And  stood  unmoving  there. 
Ilis  inessenti.ll  figure  east  no  shade 
Upon  the  golden  floor ; 
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His  port  and  mien  bore  mark  of  many  years, 
And  chronrdes  of  untold  ancientness 
Were  legible  within  his  beamless  eye : 

Yet  his  cheek  bore  the  mark  of  youth; 
Freshness  and  vigour  knit  his  manly  frame  ; 
Tlie  wisdom  of  old  age  was  mingled  there 

With  youth's  primeval  dauntlessness ; 
And  inexpressible  woe, 
Chastened  by  fearless  resignation,  gave 
An  awful  grace  to  his  all-speaking  brow. 

SPIRIT. 

Is  there  a  God  ? 

AHASDERD8. 

Is  there  a  God !  —  ay,  an  almighty  God, 
And  vengeful  as  almighty !     Once  his  voice 
Was  heard  on  earth :  earth  shuddered  at  the  sound ; 
The  fiery-visaged  firmament  expressed 
Abhorrence,  and  the  grave  of  nature  yawned 
To  swallow  all  the  dauntless  and  the  good 
That  dared  to  hurl  defiance  at  his  throne. 
Girt  as  it  was  with  power.     None  but  slaves 
Survived,  —  cold-blooded  slaves,  who  did  the  work 
Of  tyrannous  omnipotence ;  whose  souls 
No  honest  indignation  ever  urged 
To  elevated  daring,  to  one  deed 
Which  gross  and  sensual  self  did  not  pollute. 
These  slaves  built  temples  for  the  omnipotent  fiend, 
Gorgeous  and  vast ;  the  costly  altars  smoked 
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With  humaa  blood,  and  hideoas  paeans  rang 
Through  all  the  long-drawn  aisles.    A  morderei 

heard 
His  voice  in  Egypt,  one  whose  gifts  and  arts 
Had  raised  him  to  his  eminence  in  power, 
A.ccomplice  of  omnipotence  in  crime, 
And  confidant  of  the  all-knowing  one. 
These  were  Jehovah's  words. 

"  From  an  eternity  of  idleness 
r,  God,  awoke ;  in  seven  days'  toil  made  earth 
From  nothing ;  rested,  and  created  man. 
[  placed  him  in  a  paradise,  and  there 
Phmted  the  tree  of  evil,  so  that  he 
Might  eat  and  peri>h,  and  my  soul  procure 
Wherewith  to  sate  its  malice,  and  to  turn, 
Even  like  a  heartless  conqueror  of  the  earth, 
All  misery  to  my  fame.     The  race  of  men 
Chosen  to  my  honour,  with  impunity 
May  sate  the  lusts  I  planted  in  their  heart. 
Here  I  command  thee  lience  to  lead  them  on. 
Until,  with  hardened  feet,  their  conquering  troops 
Wade  on  the  promised  soil  through  woman's  hlood, 
And  make  my  name  be  dreaded  through  the  land. 
Yet  ever-burning  flame  and  cea-eless  woe 
Shall  be  the  doom  of  their  eternal  souls' 
With  every  soul  on  this  ungrateful  earth. 
Virtuous  or  vicious,  weak  or  strong,  —  even  all 
Shall  perish,  to  fulfil  the  blind  revenge 
.'Which  you,  to  men,  call  justice)  of  their  God." 
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The  murderer's  brow 
Quivered  with  hon-or :  — 

**  God  omnipotent, 
Is  there  no  mercy  ?  must  our  punishment 
Be  endless  t  will  long  ages  roll  away, 
A.nd  see  no  term  ?    Oh !  wherefore  hast  thou  made 
In  mockery  and  wrath  this  evil  earth  ? 
Mercy  becomes  the  powerful  —  be  but  just : 

0  God  I  repent  and  save." 

"  One  way  remains : 

1  will  beget  a  son,  and  he  shall  bear 
The  sins  of  all  the  world ;  '^  he  shall  arise 
In  an  unnoticed  corner  of  the  earth, 

And  there  shall  die  upon  a  cross,  and  purge 
Tlie  universal  crime ;  i^o  that  the  few 
On  whom  my  grace  descends,  those  who  are  marked 
As  vessels  to  the  honour  of  their  God, 
May  credit  this  strange  sacrifice,  and  save 
Their  souls  alive  :  millions  shall  live  and  die, 
Who  ne'er  shall  call  uj)on  their  Saviour's  name, 
But,  unredeemed,  go  to  the  gaping  grave. 
Thousands  shall  deem  it  an  old  woman's  tale, 
Such  as  the  nurses  frighten  babes  withal : 
These  in  a  gulf  of  angui.-h  and  of  flame 
Shall  cur?e  their  reprobation  endlessly. 
Yet  tenfold  pangs  shall  force  them  to  avow, 
Even  on  their  beds  of  torment,  where  they  howl, 
My  honour,  and  the  justice  of  their  doom. 
What  then  avail  their  virtuous  deeds,  their  thoughts 

VOL.   I.  5 
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Of  purity,  with  radiant  genius  bright, 
Or  lit  with  human  reason's  earthly  ray? 
Many  are  called,  but  few  will  I  elect 
Do  thou  my  bidding,  Moses  I " 

Even  the  murderer's  check 
Was  blanched  with  horror,  and  his  quivering  lips 
Scarce  faintly  uttered  —  "O  almighty  one, 
I  tremble  and  obey  1 " 

0  Spirit !  centuries  have  set  their  seal 

On  this  heart  of  many  wounds,  and  loaded  brain, 

Since  the  Incarnate  came.     Humbly  he  came. 

Veiling  his  horrible  Godhead  in  the  shape 

Of  man  ;  scorned  by  the  world,  his  name  unheard, 

Save  by  the  rabble  of  his  native  town. 

Even  as  a  parish  demagogue.     He  led 

The  crowd;  he  taught  them  justice,  truth,  and  peace, 

In  semblance ;  but  he  lit  within  their  souls 

The  quenchless  flames  of  zeal,  and  blest  the  sword 

He  brought  on  earth  to  satiate  with  the  blood 

Of  truth  and  freedom  his  malignant  soul. 

At  length  his  mortal  frame  was  led  to  death. 

1  stood  beside  him  :  on  the  torturing  cross 
No  pain  assailed  his  unterrestrial  sense  ; 
And  yet  he  groaned.     Indignantly  I  summed 
The  massacres  and  miseries  which  his  name 
Had  sanctioned  in  my  country,  and  I  cried, 

*  Go  1  go  !  "  in  mockery. 

A  smile  of  godlike  malice  re-illumed 
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His  fiuling  lineaments.  —  "I  go,"  he  cried 
But  Uiou  shall  wander  o'er  the  unquiet  earth 

Eternally." The  dampness  of  the  grave 

Bathed  mj  imperishable  front.     I  fell, 
And  long  lay  tranced  upon  the  charmed  soil. 
When  I  awoke  hell  burned  within  my  brain, 
Which  staggered  on  its  seat ;  for  all  around 
The  mouldering  relics  of  my  kindred  lay, 
Even  as  the  Almighty's  ire  arrested  them, 
And  in  their  various  attitudes  of  death 
My  murdered  children's  mute  and  eyeless  skuUa 
Glared  gltastly  upon  me. 

But  my  soul, 
From  sight  and  sense  of  the  polluting  woe 
Of  tyranny,  had  long  learned  to  prefer 
Hell's  freedom  to  the  servitude  of  heaven. 
Therefore  I  rose,  and  dauntlessly  began 
My  lonely  and  unending  pilgrimage, 
Resolved  to  wage  unweariable  war 
With  my  almighty  tyrant,  and  to  hurl 
Defiance  at  his  impotence  to  harm 
Beyond  the  curse  I  bore.     Tlie  very  hand 
That  barred  my  passage  to  the  peaceful  grave 
Has  crushed  tlie  earth  to  misery,  and  given 
Its  empire  to  the  chosen  of  his  slaves. 
These  I  have  seen,  even  from  the  earliest  dawn 
Of  weak,  unstable,  and  precarious  power ; 
Then  preaching  peace,  as  now  tiiey  practise  war;  — 
So,  when  they  turned  but  from  the  massacre 
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Of  unoflTending  infidels,  to  qaench 
Their  thirst  for  ruin  in  the  very  blood 
That  flowed  in  their  own  veins,  and  pitiless  inal 
Froze  every  human  feeling,  as  the  wife 
Sheathed  in  her  husband's  heart  the  sacred  steel, 
Even  whilst  its  hopes  were  dreaming  of  her  love ; 
And  friends  to  friends,  brothers  to  brothers  stood 
Opposed  in  bloodiest  battle-field,  and  war, 
Scarce  satiable  by  fate's  hist  death-draught,  waged, 
Drunk  from  the  wine-press  of  the  Almighty's  wrath ; 
Whilst  the  red  cross,  in  mockery  of  peace, 
Pointed  to  victory !     When  the  fray  was  done, 
No  remnant  of  the  exterminated  faith 
Survived  to  tell  its  ruin,  but  the  flesh, 
With  putrid  :>moke  poisoning  the  atmosphere. 
That  rotted  on  the  lialf-extingui<hed  pile. 

Yes  !     I  have  seen  God's  worshippers  unsheathe 

The  sword  of  his  revenge,  when  grace  descended, 

Confirming  all  unnatural  impulses, 

To  sanctify  their  desolating  deeds  ; 

And  frantic  priests  waved  the  ill-omened  cross 

O'er  the  unhappy  earth  :  then  shone  the  sun 

On  showers  of  gore  from  the  upflashing  steel 

Of  safe  assassination,  an<l  all  crime 

Made  stingless  by  the  spirits*  of  the  Lord; 

And  blood-red  rainbows  canopied  the  land. 

Spirit !  no  year  of  my  eventful  being 
•  Qy-  v*rUt 
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Has  passed  unstained  by  crime  and  misery, 
Which  flows  from  Grod's  own  faith.     I've  maiked 

his  slaves, 
With  tongues  whose  lies  are  venoraoufi,  beguile 
The  insensate  mob,  and,  whilst  one  hand  was  red 
With  murder,  feign  to  stretch  the  other  out 
For  brotherhood  and  peace ;  and,  that  they  now 
Babble  of  love  and  mercy,  whilst  their  deeds 
Are  marked  with  all  the  narrowness  and  crime 
That  freedom's  young  arm  dares  not  yet  chastise, 
Reason  may  claim  our  gratitude,  who  now, 
£stabli^hing  the  imperishnble  throne 
Of  truth,  and  stubborn  virtue,  maketh  vain 
The  unprevailing  malice  of  my  foe. 
Whose  bootless  rage  heaps  torments  for  the  brave. 
Adds  impotent  eternities  to  pain, 
Whilst  keenest  disappointment  racks  his  breast 
To  see  the  smiles  of  peace  around  them  play, 
To  frustrate  or  to  sanctify  their  doom. 

Thus  have  I  stood,  —  through  a  wild  waste  of  years 

Struggling  with  whirlwinds  of  mad  agony, 

Yet  peaceful,  and  serene,  and  .<elf-enshrined. 

Mocking  my  powerless  tyrant's  horrible  curse 

With  stubborn  and  unalterable  will. 

Even  as  a  giant  oak,  which  heaven's  fierce  flame 

Had  scathed  in  the  wilderness,  to  stand 

A  monument  of  fadeless  ruin  there  ; 

Yet  peacefully  and  movelessly  it  braves 

The  midnight  conflict  of  the  wintry  storm. 
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As  in  the  sun-light's  caUn  it  spreads 

Its  worn  and  withered  arms  on  high 

To  meet  the  quiet  of  a  summer's  nocm. 

The  Fairy  waved  her  wand : 
Ahasuerus  fled 
Fast  as  the  shapes  of  mingled  shade  and  mist^ 
That  lurk  in  the  glens  of  a  twilight  grove, 
Flee  from  the  morning  beam  ; 
The  matter  of  which  dreams  are  made 
Not  more  endowed  with  actual  life 
Than  thb  phantasmal  portraiture 
Of  wandering  human  thought 


VIIL 

The  present  and  the  past  thou  hast  beheld : 
It  was  a  desolate  sight.     Now,  Spirit,  learn. 

The  secrets  of  the  future.  —  Time  ! 
Unfold  the  brooding  pinion  of  thy  gloom, 
Render  thou  up  thy  half-devoured  babes. 
And  from  the  cradles  of  eternity. 
Where  millions  lie  lulled  to  their  portioned  sleep 
By  the  deep  murmuring  stream  of  passing  things, 
Tear  thou  that  gloomy  shroud.  —  Spirit,  behold 
Thy  glorious  destiny ! 

Joy  to  the  Spirit  came. 
Through  the  wide  rent  in  Time's  eternal  veil, 
Hope  was  seen  beaming  through  the  mists  of  fear 


QUEEN   MAB.  71 

Earth  was  no  longer  hell ; 

Love,  freedom,  health,  had  given 
Their  ripeness  to  the  manhood  of  its  prime. 

And  all  its  pulses  heat 
Symphonious  to  the  planetary  spheres. 

Then  dulcet  music  swelled 
Concordant  with  the  life-strings  of  the  soul ; 
It  throbbed  in  sweet  and  languid  beatings  thei-e, 
Catching  new  life  from  transitory  death. 
Like  the  vague  sighings  of  a  wind  at  even. 
That  wakes  the  wavelets  of  the  slumbering  sea, 
And  dies  on  the  creation  of  its  breath, 
And  sinks  and  rises,  falls  and  swells  by  fits ; 
Was  the  pure  stream  of  feeling 
That  sprang  from  these  sweet  notes, 
And  o'er  the  Spirit's  human  sympathies 
With  mild  and  gentle  motion  calmly  flowed 

Joy  to  the  Spirit  came,  — 
Such  joy  as  when  a  lover  sees 
The  chosen  of  his  soul  in  happiness, 

And  witnesses  her  peace 
Whose  woe  to  him  were  bitterer  than  death  ; 

Sees  her  unfaded  cheek 
Glow  mantling  in  first  luxury  of  health, 

Thrills  with  her  lovely  eyes. 
Which  like  two  stars  amid  the  heaving  main 

S[)arkle  through  liquid  bliss. 

Then  in  her  triumph  spoke  the  Fairy  Queen  • 
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"  I  will  not  call  the  gbost  of  ages  good 
To  unfold  the  frightful  secreta  of  its  lore; 

The  present  now  is  past, 
And  those  events  that  desolate  the  earth 
Have  faded  from  the  memory  of  Time, 
Who  dares  not  give  reality  to  that 
Whose  being  I  annul.     To  me  is  given 
The  wonders  of  the  human  world  to  keep, 
Spaoe,  matter,  time,  and  mind.     Futurity 
Exposes  now  its  treasure ;  let  the  sight 
Renew  and  strengthen  all  thy  fdling  hope. 
O  human  Spirit !  spur  thee  to  the  goal 
Where  virtue  fixes  universal  peace, 
And,  'midst  the  ebb  and  flow  of  human  things, 
Show  somewhat  stable,  somewhat  certiun  still, 
A  light-house  o'er  the  wild  of  dreary  waves. 

"The  habitable  earth  is  full  of  bliss. 

Those  wastes  of  frozen  billows  that  were  hurled 

By  everlasting  snow-storms  round  the  poles, 

Where  matter  dared  not  vegetate  nor  live, 

But  ceaseless  frost  round  the  vast  solitude 

Bound  its  broad  zone  of  stillness,  are  unloosed  ; 

And  fragrant  zephyi-s  there  from  spicy  isles 

Ruffle  the  placid  ocean-deep,  that  rolls 

Its  broad,  bright  surges  to  the  sloping  sand. 

Whose  roar  is  wakened  into  echoings  sweet 

To  murmur  through  the  heaven-breathing  groves, 

And  melodize  with  man's  blest  nature  there. 
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•  Those  deserts  of  immeasurable  sand, 
Whose  age-collected  fervors  scarce  allowed 
A  bird  to  live,  a  blade  of  grass  to  spring, 
Where  the  shrill  chirp  of  the  green  lizard's  love 
Broke  on  the  sultry  silentness  alone, 
Now  teem  with  countless  rills  and  shady  woods. 
Cornfields  and  pastures  and  white  cottages  ; 
And  where  the  startled  wilderness  beheld 
A  savage  conqueror  stained  in  kindred  blood, 
A  tigress  sating  with  the  flesh  of  lambs 
The  unnatural  famine  of  her  toothless  cubs. 
While  shouts  and  bowlings  through  tlie  desert  rang; 
Sloping  and  smooth  tlie  daisy-spangled  lawn, 
Ofiering  sweet  incense  to  the  sunrise,  smiles 
To  see  a  babe  before  his  mother's  door, 
Sharing  his  morning's  meal 
With  the  green  and  gulden  basilisk 
That  comes  to  lick  hb  feet 

"  Those  trackless  deeps,  where  many  a  weary  sml 
Has  seen  above  the  illimitable  plain, 
Morning  on  night,  and  night  on  morning  rise, 
Whilst  still  no  land  to  greet  the  wanderer  spread 
Its  shadowy  mounUiiiis  on  the  sun-bright  sea, 
Where  the  loud  roanngs  of  the  t(^mpest-waves 
So  long  have  mingled  with  the  gu.-ty  wind 
In  melancholy  loneliness,  and  swept 
'[be  desert  of  those  oceun  solitudes, 
But  vocal  to  the  sea-bird's  harrowing  shriek. 
The  bellowing  monster,  and  the  ruslung  storm  ; 
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Now  to  the  sweet  and  many  mingling  sounds 
Of  kindliest  human  impulses  respond. 
Those  lonely  realms  bright  garden-isles  begem. 
With  lightsome  clouds  and  shining  seas  between, 
And  fertile  valleys,  resonant  with  bliss, 
"Whilst  green  woods  over-canopy  the  wave. 
Which  like  a  toil-worn  labourer  leapj  to  shore, 
To  meet  the  kisses  of  the  flow*rets  there. 

"  All  things  are  re-created,  and  the  flame 
Of  consentaneous  love  insj)ires  all  life. 
The  fertile  boson]  of  the  eitrtli  gives  suck 
To  myriads,  who  still  grow  beneath  her  care, 
llcwardiiig  her  with  their  pure  perfectness : 
Tiie  balmy  breathings  of  the  wind  inhale 
Her  virtues,  and  diffuse  them  all  abroad : 
Health  floats  a:iiid  the  gentle  atmosphere, 
Glows  in  the  fruits,  and  mantles  on  the  stream: 
Xo  storms  deform  the  beaming  brow  of  heaven, 
Nor  scatter  in  the  freshness  of  its  pride 
The  foliage  of  the  cver-verdant  trees ; 
But  fruits  are  ever  ripe,  flowers  ever  fair. 
And  autumn  proudly  bears  her  matron  grace, 
Kindling;  a  flush  on  the  fair  cheek  of  spring, 
Whose  viigln  bloom  beneath  the  ruddy  fruit 
Eleflects  its  tint,  and  blushes  into  love. 

•*  The  lion  now  forgets  to  thirst  for  blood : 
There  might  you  see  liim  sporting  in  the  sun 
Beside  the  dreadless  kid ;  liis  claws  are  sheathed. 
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Bis  teeth  are  harmless,  custom's  force  has  made 

His  nature  as  the  nature  of  a  Iamb. 

Like  passion's  fruit,  the  nightshade's  tempting  bane 

Poisons  no  more  the  pleasure  it  bestows  : 

All  bitterness  is  past ;  the  cup  of  joj 

Unmingled  mantles  to  the  goblet's  brim, 

And  courts  the  thirsty  lips  it  fled  before. 

"  But  chief,  ambiguous  man,  he  that  can  know 
More  misery,  and  dream  more  joy  than  all ; 
Whose  keen  sensations  thrill  within  his  breast 
To  mingle  with  a  loftier  instinct  there, 
Lending  their  power  to  pleasure  and  to  pain, 
Yet  raising,  sharpening,  and  refining  each ; 
Who  stands  amid  the  ever- varying  world, 
The  burthen  or  the  glory  of  the  earth  ;  — 
He  chief  perceives  tiie  change  ;  his  being  notes 
The  gradual  renovation,  and  defines 
Each  movement  of  its  progress  on  his  mind. 

"  Man,  where  the  gloom  of  the  long  polar  night 
Lowers  o'er  the  snow-clad  rocks  and  frozen  soil, 
Where  scarce  the  hardiest  herb  that  braves  the  frost 
Basks  in  the  moonlight's  ineifectual  glow, 
Shrank  with  the  plants,  and  darkened  with  the  nighti 
His  chilled  and  narrow  energies,  his  heart, 
Insensible  to  courage,  truth,  or  love. 
His  stunted  stiiture  and  imbecile  frame, 
Marked  him  for  some  abortion  of  the  earth. 
Fit  compeer  of  the  bears  that  roamed  around. 
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Wliose  habits  and  eojoTinents  were  his  own : 
His  life  a  feverish  dream  of  stagnant  woe, 
Whose  meagre  wants,  bat  scantily  fulfilled. 
Apprised  him  ever  of  the  joyless  length 
Which  his  short  being's  wretchedness  had  reached  ; 
His  death  a  pang  which  famine,  cold  and  toil 
Long  on  the  mind,  whilst  yet  the  vital  spark 
Clung  to  the  body  stubbornly,  had  brought : 
All  was  iufiirted  here  that  earth's  revenge 
Could  wreak  on  the  infringers  of  her  law ; 
One  curse  alone  was  spared  —  the  name  of  God. 

''  Nor,  where  the  tropics  bound  the  realms  of  day 

With  a  broad  belt  of  minjrling  cloud  and  flame, 

Where  blue  mists  through  the  unmoving  atmosphere 

Scattered  the  seeds  of  pestilence  and  fed 

Unnatural  vegetjition,  where  the  land 

Teemed  with  all  earthquake,  tempest,  and  disease, 

Was  man  a  nobler  being ;  shivery 

l^d  crushed  him  to  hiscountrj's  blood-stained  dust; 

Or  he  was  bartered  for  the  fame  of  power, 

Whicli,  all  internal  impulses  destroying, 

flakes  human  will  an  article  of  tnide ; 

Or  lie  was  changed  with  Christians  for  their  gold, 

And  dragiiod  to  distant  isles,  where  to  the  sound 

Of  the  tlesh-niangliug  scourge,  he  does  the  work 

Of  all-polluting  luxury  and  wealth, 

Which  doubly  visits  on  the  tyrants'  heads 

The  long-protracted  fulness  of  their  woe  ; 

Or  he  was  led  to  legal  butchery, 
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To  turn  to  worms  beneath  that  burning  sun 
Where  kings  first  leagued  against  the  rights  of  men, 
And  priests  first  traded  wiUi  the  name  of  God. 

**  Even  where  the  milder  zone  afforded  man 

A  seeming  shelter,  yet  contagion  there, 

niighting  his  being  with  unnumbered  ills, 

Spread  like  a  quenchless  fire ;  nor  truth  till  late 

Availed  to  arrest  its  progress,  or  create 

That  peace  M'hich  first  in  bloodless  victory  waved 

Her  snowy  standard  o*er  this  favoured  clime  ; 

There  man  was  long  the  train-bearer  of  slaves, 

The  mimic  of  surrounding  misery. 

The  jackal  of  ambition's  lion-rage, 

The  bloodhound  of  religion's  hungry  zeal. 

'*  Here  now  the  human  being  stands  adorning 

This  loveliest  earth  with  tiintless  body  and  mind ; 

Blest  from  his  birth  with  all  bland  impulses, 

Which  gently  in  his  noble  bosom  wake 

All  kindly  passions  and  all  pure  desires. 

Him  (still  from  hope  to  hope  the  bliss  pursuing 

Which  from  the  exhaustless  store  of  human  weal 

Draws*  on  the  virtuous  mind)  the  thoughts  that  rise 

In  time-destroying  infiniteness,  gift 

With  self-enshrined  eternity,"  that  mocks 

The  unprevailing  hoariuess  of  age. 

And  man,  once  fleeting  o'er  the  transient  scene 

Swift  as  an  unremembered  vision,  stands 

•  ThiB  word  is  printed  dawns,  in  note  16. 
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rmmortal  upon  earth  :  no  longer  now 

He  slays  the  Iamb  that  looks  him  in  the  face,' 

And  horribly  devours  his  mangled  flesh, 

Which,  still  avenging  nature's  broken  law, 

Kindled  all  putrid  humours  in  hig  frame  ; 

All  evil  passions  and  all  vain  belief, 

Hatred,  despair,  and  loathing  in  his  mind  ;  — 

The  germs  of  misery,  death,  disease,  and  crime 

No  longer  now  the  winged  habitants 

That  in  the  woods  their  sweet  lives,  sing  away, 

Flee  from  the  form  of  man  ;  but  gather  round, 

And  prune  their  sunny  feathers  on  the  hands 

"Which  little  children  stretch  in  friendly  sport 

Towards  these  dreadless  partners  of  their  play. 

All  (lungs  are  void  of  terror :  man  has  l(»t 

His  terrible  prerogative,  and  stands 

An  equal  amidst  equals  :  happiness 

And  science  dawn,  though  late,  upon  the  earth ; 

Peace  cheers  the  mind,  health  renovates  the  frame; 

Disease  and  pleasure  cease  to  mingle  here, 

Reason  and  passion  cease  to  combat  there  ; 

Whilst  each  unfettered  o'er  the  earth  extends 

Its  all-Ptib'luinjf  ener'jies,  and  wields 

The  sceptre  of  a  vast  dominion  there  ; 

Whilst  every  shape  and  mode  of  matter  lends 

Its  force  to  the  omnipotence  of  mind. 

Which  from  its  dark  mine  drags  the  gem  of  trutli 

To  decorate  its  paradise  of  peace. 
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IX. 

0  HAPPY  Earth,  reality  of  Heaven  ! 
To  which  those  restless  souls  that  ceaselessly 
Throng  through  the  human  universe,  aspire  ; 
Thou  consummation  of  all  mortal  hope  ! 
Thou  glorious  prfze  of  blindly-working  will! 
Whose  rays,  diffused  throughout  all  space  and  time, 
\erge  to  one  point  and  blend  forever  there  ; 
Of  purest  spirits  thou  pure  dwelling-place ! 
Where  care  and  soitow,  impotence  and  crime, 
Langour,  disease,  and  ignorance,  dare  not  come : 
0  happy  Earth,  reality  of  Heaven ! 

"  Genius  has  seen  thee  in  her  passionate  dreams ; 
And  dim  forebodings  of  thy  loveliness, 
Haunting  tlie  human  heart,  have  there  entwined 
Those  rooted  hopes  of  some  sweet  place  of  bliss. 
Where  friends  and  lovers  meet  to  part  no  more. 
Thou  art  the  end  of  all  desire  and  will. 
The  product  of  all  action  ;  and  the  souls 
That  by  the  paths  of  an  aspiring  change 
Have  reached  thy  haven  of  perpetual  peace. 
There  rest  from  the  eternity  of  toil 
That  framed  the  fabric  of  thy  peifectness, 

'*  Even  Time,  the  conqueror,  fled  thee  in  his  fear; 
That  hoary  giant,  who,  in  lonely  pride, 
So  long  had  ruled  the  world  that  nations  fell 
Ben/;ath  his  silent  foot^step.     Pyramids, 
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That  for  millenniums  bad  withstood  the  tide 
Of  human  things,  his  storm-breath  drove  in  sand 
Across  that  desert  where  their  stones  survived 
The  name  of  him  whose  pride  had  heaped  them 

there. 
Yon  monarch,  in  his  solitaiy  pomp, 
Was  but  the  mushroom  of  a  summer  day. 
That  his  light-winged  footstep  pressed  to  dust : 
Time  was  the  king  of  earth  :  all  things  gave  way 
Before  him,  but  the  fixed  and  virtuous  will, 
The  sacred  sympathies  of  soul  and  i^ense, 
That  mocked  liis  fury  and  prepared  his  falL 

*^  Yet  s>Iow  and  gradual  dawned  the  mom  of  love ; 
Long  lay  the  clouds  of  darkness  o'er  the  scene, 
Till  from  its  native  licaven  they  rolled  away  : 
First,  crime  triumphant  o'er  all  hope  careered 
Unblushing,  undisgui-ing,  bold  and  strong  ; 
"\\Tiil.-t  falsehood,  tricked  in  virtue's  attributes, 
Long  sanctified  all  deeds  of  vice  and  woe. 
Till,  tlone  by  her  own  venomous  sting  to  death, 
She  loft  the  moral  world  without  a  law. 
No  longer  teltering  passion's  fearless  wing. 
Then  .-toadily  tl.e  Isappy  ferment  worked ; 
Reason  wa^  free  ;  and  wild  tiiough  passion  went 
Through  tangled  glens  and  wood-embosomed  meads, 
Gathering  a  garland  of  the  strangest  flowers, 
Yet,  like  the  bee  returning  to  her  queen. 
She  l)ound  the  sweetest  on  her  sist'-r's  brow. 
Who,  meek  and  sober,  kisrcd  the  sportive  child, 
No  longer  trembling  at  the  broken  rod. 
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•*  Mild  was  the  slow  necessity  of  death  : 

The  tranqail  Spirit  failed  beneath  its  grasp. 

Without  a  groan,  almost  without  a  fear, 

Calm  as  a  voyager  to  some  distant  land, 

And  full  of  wonder,  full  of  hope  as  he. 

The  deadly  germs  of  languor  and  disease 

Died  in  the  human  frame,  and  purity 

Blest  with  all  gifls  her  earthly  worshippers. 

How  vigorous  then  the  athletic  form  of  age ! 

How  clear  its  open  and  nnwrinkled  brow ! 

"Where  neither  avarice,  cunning,  pride,  nor  care, 

Had  stamped  the  seal  of  grey  deformity 

On  all  the  mingling  lineaments  of  time. 

How  lovely  the  intrepid  front  of  youth  ! 

Which  meek-eyed  courage  decked  with  fi-eshest 

grace; 
Courage  of  soul,  that  dreaded  not  a  name, 
And  elevated  will,  that  journeyed  on 
Through  life's  phantasmal  scene  in  fearlessness, 
With  virtue,  love,  and  pleasure,  hand  in  hand. 
Then,  that  sweet  bondage  which  is  freedom's  self, 
And  rivets  with  sensation's  softest  tie 
The  kindred  sympathies  of  human  souls. 
Needed  no  fetters  of  tyrannic  law. 
Those  delicate  and  timid  impulses 
In  nature's  primal  modesty  arose. 
And  with  undoubting  confidence  discloped 
The  growing  longings  of  its  dawning  love, 
Unchecked  by  dull  and  selfish  chastity. 
That  virtue  of  the  cheaply  virtuous, 
VOL.  I.  6 
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\V1io  pride  themselves  in  scnselessnoss  and  frost. 
No  longer  prostitution's  venomed  bane 
Poisoned  the  springs  of  happiness  and  life ; 
Woman  and  man,  in  confidence  and  love, 
Equal  and  free  and  pure,  together  trod 
The  mountain-paths  of  virtue,  which  no  more 
Were  stained  with  blood  from  many  a  pilgrim's 
feet, 

"  Then,  where,  through  distant  ages,  long  in  pride 
The  palace  of  the  monarch-slave  had  mocked 
Famine's  faint  groan,  and  penury's  silent  tear, 
A  heap  of  crumbling  ruins  stood,  and  threw 
Year  after  year  their  stones  upon  the  field. 
Wakening  a  lonely  echo  ;  and  the  leaves 
Of  the  old  thorn,  that  on  the  topmost  tower 
Usurpi'd  the  royal  ensign's  grandeur,  shook 
In  the  stern  storm  that  swayed  the  topmost  tower, 
And  whispered  strange  tales  in  the  whirlwind's  ear 
Low  through  the  lone  cathedral's  roofless  aisles 
The  raelanclioly  winds  a  death-dirge  sung. 
It  were  a  sight  of  awfulness  to  see 
The  works  of  faith  and  slavery,  so  vast, 
So  sumptuous,  yet  so  perishing  withal! 
Even  as  the  corpse  that  rests  beneath  its  wall. 
A  thou-and  mourners  deck  the  pomp  of  death 
To-day,  the  breathing  marble  glows  above 
To  decorate  its  memory,  and  tongues 
Are  busy  of  its  life ;  to-morrow,  worms 
In  silence  and  in  darkness  seize  their  prey. 
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**  Within  the  massy  prison's  mouldering  courts, 
Fearless  and  free  the  ruddy  children  played, 
Weaving  gay  chaplets  for  their  innocent  brows 
With  the  green  ivy  and  the  red  wall-flower, 
That  mock  tlje  dungeon's  unavailing  gloom ; 
The  ponderous  chains,  and  gratings  of  strong  iron, 
There  rusted  amid  heaps  of  broTien  stone, 
That  mingled  slowly  with  their  native  earth ; 
There  tlie  broad  beam  of  day,  which  feebly  once 
Lighted  the  cheek  of  lean  captivity 
With  a  pale  and  sickly  glare,  then  freely  shone 
On  the  pure  smiles  of  infant  playfulness  ; 
No  more  the  shuddering  voice  of  hoarse  despur 
Pealed  through  the  echoing  vaults,  but  sootliing 

notes 
Of  ivy-fingered  winds  and  gladsome  birds 
And  merriment  were  resonant  around. 
These  ruins  soon  left  not  a  wreck  behind ; 
Their  elements,  wide-scattered  o'er  the  globe. 
To  happier  shapes  were  moulded,  and  became 
MinLsti-ant  to  all  blissful  impulses. 
Thus  human  things  were  perfected,  and  earth, 
Even  as  a  child  beneath  its  mother's  love, 
Was  strengthened  in  all  excellence,  and  grew 
Fairer  and  nobler  with  each  passing  year. 

"  Now  Time  his  dusky  pennons  o'er  the  scene 
Closes  in  steadfast  darkness,  and  the  past 
Fades  from  our  charmed  sight.    My  task  is  done : 
Thy  lore  is  learned.      Earth's  wonders  are  thine 
own, 
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With  all  the  fear  and  all  the  hope  they  briii^ 
Mj  spells  are  past ;  the  present  now  recun. 
Ah  me !  a  pathless  wilderness  remains 
Yet  uDsuhdued  by  man*s  reclaiming  hand. 

**  Yet,  human  Spirit !  bravely  hold  thy  course ; 
Let  virtue  teach  thee  firmly  to  pursue 
The  gradual  paths  of  an  aspiring  change : 
For  birth  and  life  and  death,  an^  that  strange  state 
Before  the  naked  soul  has  found  its  home, 
All  tend  to  perfect  happiness,  and  urge 
The  restless  wheels  of  being  on  their  way. 
Whose  flashing  spokes,  instinct  with  infinite  life, 
Bicker  and  bum  to  gain  their  destined  goal. 
For  birth  but  wakes  the  spirit  to  the  sense 
Of  outward  shows,  whose  unexperienced  shape 
New  modes  of  passion  to  its  frame  may  lend ; 
Life  is  its  state  of  action,  and  the  store 
Of  all  events  is  aggregated  there 
That  variegate  the  eternal  universe  ; 
Death  is  a  gate  of  dreariness  and  gloom, 
That  leads  to  azure  isles  and  beaming  skies. 
And  happy  regions  of  eternal  hope. 
Therefore,  O  Spirit !  fearlessly  bear  on  : 
Though  storms  may  break  the  primrose  on  its  stalk. 
Though  frosts  may  blight  the  freshness  of  its  bloom, 
Yet  spring's  awakening  breath  will  woo  the  earth 
To  feed  with  kindliest  dews  its  favourite  flower 
That  blooms  in  mossy  banks  and  darksome  glens, 
Lighting  the  greenwood  with  its  sunny  smile. 
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X  Fear  not  then,  Spirit,  death's  disrobing  hand, 
So  welcome  when  the  tyrant  is  awake, 
So  welcome  when  the  bigot's  hell-torch  burns ; 
Tis  but  the  voyage  of  a  darksome  hour, 
The  transient  gulf-dream  of  a  startling  sleep. 
Death  is  no  foe  to  virtue :  earth  has  seen 
Love's  brightest  roses  on  the  scaffold  bloom, 
Mingling  with  freedom's  fadeless  laurels  there, 
And  presaging  the  truth  of  visioned  bliss. 
Are  there  not  hopes  within  thee,  which  this  scene 
Of  linked  and  gradual  being  has  confirmed  ? 
Whose  stingings  bade  thy  heart  look  further  still, 
When,  to  the  moonlight  walk  by  Henry  led. 
Sweetly  and  sadly  thou  didst  talk  of  death  ? 
And  wilt  thou  rudely  tear  them  from  my  breast. 
Listening  supinely  to  a  bigot's  creed, 
Or  tamely  crouching  to  the  tyrant's  rod. 
Whose  iron  thongs  are  red  with  human  gore  ? 
Never :  but  bravely  bearing  on,  thy  will 
Is  destined  an  eternal  war  to  wage 
With  tyranny  and  falsehood,  and  uproot 
The  germs  of  misery  from  the  human  heart 
Thine  is  the  hand  whose  piety  would  soothe 
The  thorny  pillow  of  unhappy  crime. 
Whose  impotence  an  easy  pardon  gains. 
Watching  its  wanderings  as  a  friend's  disease  ; 
Thine  is  the  brow  who.^e  mildness  would  defy 
Its  fiercest  rage,  and  brave  its  sternest  will, 
When  fenced  by  power  and  master  of  the  world 
Thou  art  sincere  and  good ;  of  resolute  mind- 
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Free  from  heart-withering  custom's  cold  control, 

Of  passion  lofly,  pure  and  unsubdued. 

Earth's  pride  and  meanness  could  not  Tanqnisb 

thee.  ^ 
And  therefore  art  thou  worthy  of  the  boon 
Which  thou  hast  now  received :  virtne  shall  keep 
Thy  footsteps  in  the  path  that  thou  hast  trod. 
And  many  days  of  beaming  hope  shall  bless 
Thy  spotless  life  of  sweet  and  sacred  love. 
Gro,  happy  one !  and  give  that  bosom  joy, 
Whose  sleepless  spirit  waits  to  catch 
Light,  life  and  rapture  from  thy  smile  ** 

The  Fairy  waves  her  wand  of  charm. 
Speechless  with  bliss  the  Spirit  mounts  the  car. 

That  rolled  beside  the  battlement, 
Bending  her  beamy  eyes  in  thankfulness. 

Again  the  enchanted  steeds  were  yoked  ; 

Again  the  burning  wheels  iqflame 
The  steep  descent  of  heaven's  untrodden  way. 

Fast  and  far  the  chariot  Kew ; 

The  vast  and  fiery  globes  that  rolled 

Around  the  Fairy's  palace-gate 
Lessened  by  ?-low  degrees,  and  soon  appeared 
Such  tiny  twinklers  as  the  planet  orbs 
riiat  there  attendant  on  the  solar  power 
With  borrowed  light  pursued  their  narrower  way, 

Eaith  floated  then  below : 
The  chariot  paused  a  moment  there ; 
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The  Spirit  then  descended  : 
rhe  restless  coursers  pawed  the  ungenial  soil, 
Snuffed  the  gross  air,  and  then,  their  errand  done, 
Unfurled  their  pinions  to  the  winds  of  heaven 

The  body  and  the  soul  united  then. 
A  gentle  start  convulsed  lanthe's  frame; 
Her  veiny  eyelids  quietly  unclosed ; 
Sioveless  awhile  the  dark  blue  orbs  remained. 
She  looked  around  in  wonder,  and  beheld 
Henry,  who  kneeled  in  silence  by  her  couch, 
Watching  her  sleep  with  looks  of  speechless  love  | 
And  the  bright  beaming  stars 
That  through  the  casement  shone. 
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Note  1,  p.  18. 

!%€  WMi'a  mnckmUd  orb 
RoUed  through  the  hiadt  t 

Bktokd  oar  atmosphere,  the  6nn  would  appatr  a  nyleM 
orb  of  fire  in  the  midst  of  a  black  oonoave.  The  equal  dl^ 
fasion  of  its  light  on  earth  is  owing  to  the  refiraction  of  the 
rays  by  the  atmosphere,  and  their  reflection  from  other  bod- 
ies. Light  consists  eitlier  of  vibrations  propagated  through  a 
subtile  medium,  or  of  numerous  minute  particles  repelled  in 
all  directions  from  the  luminous  body.  Its  velocity  greatly 
exceeds  that  of  any  substance  with  which  we  are  acquaint- 
ed :  observations  on  the  eclipses  of  Jupiter's  satellites  have 
demonstrated  tliat  light  takes  up  uo  more  than  8'  1"  in 
passing  from  the  sun  to  the  earth,  a  distance  of  95,000,000 
miles.  —  Some  idea  may  be  gained  of  the  immense  distance  of 
the  fixed  stars,  when  it  is  computed  that  many  years  would 
ellipse  before  light  could  reach  this  earth  from  tlie  nearest 
of  them  ;  yet  m  one  year  light  travels  6,422,400,000,000 
miles,  which  is  a  distance  6,707,600  times  greater  than  that 
of  the  sun  from  the  earth. 

Note  2,  p.  18. 

WhiUt  round  the  cJiarioCs  wuy 
Innumerable  syttetn$  rolled. 

The  plurality  of  worlds,  —  the  indefinite  immensity  of  the 
universe,  —  is  a  most  awful  subject  of  contemplation.  He 
who  rightly  feels  its  mystery  and  grandeur  is  in  no  danger 
of  seduction  from  the  falsehoods  of  religious  systems,  or  of 
deifying  the  principle  of  tlie  universe.     It  is  impossible  to 
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believe  that  the  Spirit  that  pervades  this  infinite  machine 
begat  a  son  npon  the  body  of  a  Jewish  woman,  or  is  angered 
at  the  consequences  of  that  necessity  which  is  a  synonyme 
of  itself  All  that  miserable  tale  of  the  Devil,  and  Eve,  and 
an  Intercessor,  with  the  childish  mummeries  of  the  Qod  of  the 
Jews,  is  irreconcilable  with  the  knowledge  of  the  stars.  The 
works  of  his  fingers  have  borne  witness  against  him. 

The  nearest  of  the  fixed  stars  is  inconceivably  distant  from 
the  earth,  and  they  are  probably  proportionably  distant  from 
each  other.  By  a  calculation  of  the  velocity  of  light,  Sirins 
is  supposed  to  be  at  least  54,224,000,000,000  miles  from  the 
earth.*  That  which  appears  only  like  a  thin  and  silvery 
eloud,  streaking  the  heaven,  is  in  effect  composed  of  innu- 
merable clusters  of  suns,  each  shining  with  ite  own  light,  and 
illuminating  numbers  of  planets  that  revolve  around  them. 
Millions  and  millions  of  suns  are  ranged  around  us,  all  attended 
by  innamerable  worlds,  yet  calm,  regular,  and  barmonions, 
all  keeping  the  paths  o    immutable  necessity. 

Note  3,  p.  89. 

These  are  the  hired  bravoet  who  defend 
The  tyrant" t  throne. 

To  employ  murder  as  a  means  of  justice,  is  an  idea  which 
a  man  of  an  enlightened  mind  will  not  dwell  upon  with  pleas- 
ure. To  march  forth  in  rank  and  file,  and  all  the  pomp  of 
streamers  and  trumpets,  for  the  purpose  of  shooting  at  our 
fellow-men  as  a  mark  ;  to  infiict  upon  them  all  the  variety 
of  wound  and  anguish;  to  leave  them  weltering  in  their 
blood;  to  wander  over  the  field  of  desolation,  and  count  the 
number  of  the  dying  and  the  dead,  —  are  employments 
which  in  thesis  we  may  maintain  to  be  necessary,  but  which 
no  good  man  will  contemplate  with  gratulation  and  delight. 
A  battle  we  suppose  is  won  :  —  thus  truth  is  established,  thus 
the  cause  of  justice  is  confirmed  I  It  surely  requires  no  com- 
mon sagacity  to  discern  the  connection  between  this  immense 
heap  of  calamities  and  the  assertion  of  truth  or  the  mainten* 
tnce  of  justice. 

*  Am  Nicholson's  Encjclopedia,  art.  Light. 
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Kings,  and  minbten  of  state,  the  real  aaUion  of  tiio  c^ 
hmity,  sit  unmolested  to  their  cabinet,  while  thuse  updmt 
whom  the  fury  of  the  stonn  is  directed  are,  for  the  most  part, 
persons  wlio  have  been  tiBpanned  into  the  tenrice,  or  who 
are  dragged  unwillingly  from  their  peaceful  homes  into  the 
field  of  battle.  A  soldier  is  a  man  whose  business  it  is  to  kill 
those  who  never  offended  him,  and  who  are  the  innocent 
martyrs  of  other  men's  iniquities.  Whatever  may  become 
of  the  abstract  question  of  the  justiflableness  of  war,  it  seems 
impo«sible  that  the  soldier  should  not  be  a  depraved  and  un- 
natural being. 

To  these  more  serious  and  momentous  considerations  it 
may  be  proper  to  add  a  recollection  of  the  ridiculousness  of 
the  military  character.  Its  first  constituent  is  obedience;  a 
soldier  is,  of  all  description  of  men,  the  most  completely  a 
machine;  yet  his  profession  inevitably  teaches  him  some- 
thing of  dogmatism,  swaggering,  and  self-consequence:  he 
is  like  the  puppet  of  a  showman,  who,  at  the  very  time  he  is 
made  to  strut  and  swell,  and  display  the  farcical  airs,  we 
perfectly  know  cannot  assiume  the  most  insignificant  gesture, 
advance  either  to  the  right  or  to  the  left,  but  at  he  is  moved 
by  his  exhibitor.  —  Godwin' t  Inquirer,  JCstny  V. 

I  will  here  subjoin  a  little  poem,  so  stnmgly  expressive  of 
my  abhorrence  of  despotism  and  falsehood,  that  I  fear  lest 
it  never  again  may  be  depictured  so  vividly.  This  opportunity 
is  perhaps  the  only  one  that  ever  will  occur  of  rescuing  it 
from  oblivion. 

FALSEHOOD  AND  VICE  ; 

A  DIALOGUE. 

WiiiusT  monarchs  laughed  upon  their  thrones 
To  hear  n  famished  nation's  grt>an», 
And  hugge<l  the  wealth  wnuig  from  the  woe 
That  makes  it<«  eyes  uikI  veins  o'erflow,  — 
Those  thrones,  high  built  upon  the  heaps 
Of  bones  where  frenzied  famine  sleeps, 
Where  slavery  wield*  her  scourge  of  iron. 
Red  with  mankind's  unheeded  gore. 
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And  war's  mad  fiends  the  scene  environ 

Mingling  with  shrieks  a  drunken  roar,  -> 
There  Vice  and  Falsehood  took  their  stand, 
High  raised  above  th'  unhappy  land. 

FAUEHOOD. 

Brother  I  arise  from  the  dainty  fare 

Which  thousands  have  toiled  and  bled  to  bestow} 
A  finer  feast  for  thy  hungry  ear 

Is  the  news  that  I  bring  of  human  woe. 

VICK. 

And,  secret  one  I  what  hast  thou  done, 

To  compare,  in  thy  tumid  pride,  with  me? 

I,  whose  career,  through  the  blasted  year. 
Has  been  tracked  by  despair  and  agony. 

FALSEHOOD. 

What  have  I  done?  —  I  have  torn  the  robe 

From  baby  Truth's  unsheltered  form, 
And  round  the  desolated  globe 

Borne  safely  the  bewildering  charm : 
My  tyrant-slaves  to  a  dungeon-floor 

Have  bound  the  fearless  innocent. 
And  streams  of  fertilizing  gore 

Flow  from  her  bosom's  hideous  rent. 
Which  this  unfailing  dagger  gave.  — 

I  dread  that  blood !  —  No  more  —  this  day 

Is  ours,  though  her  eternal  ray 
Must  shine  upon  our  grave. 
Yet  know,  proud  Vice,  had  I  not  given 
To  thee  the  robe  I  stole  from  heaven, 
Thy  shape  of  ugliness  and  fear 
Had  never  gained  admission  here. 

VICK. 

And  know  that,  had  I  disdained  ■»  toil, 
Bnt  sat  in  my  lonesome  cave  the  while. 
And  ne'er  to  these  hateful  sons  of  heaven 
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Gold,  vovabcht,  snd  mratDn,  glt«B| 
Hadst  thoa  with  all  thine  art  esaayad 
One  of  tbj  games  then  to  baTe  pbyed. 
With  all  tliine  overweening  boast, 
Falsehood,  1  tell  thee  thou  hadst  lost!  — 
Yet  wherefore  this  dispate?  we  tend. 
Fraternal,  to  one  common  and; 
In  this  cold  grave  beneath  mj  feet 
Will  onr  hopes,  oar  fears,  and  oar  hboon  meet 

FALUHOOD. 

I  brought  my  daughter,  bklioiosi,  on  earth; 

She  smothered  Reason's  babes  In  their  biitih. 

Bat  dreaded  their  mother's  eye  severe. 

So  the  crocodile  slank  off  slyly  In  fear, 

And  loosed  her  bloodhounds  from  the  den. 

They  started  from  dreams  of  slaughtered  man, 

And,  by  the  light  of  her  poison  eye, 

Did  her  work  o'er  the  wide  earth  frightftilty 

The  dreadful  stench  of  her  torches  flare, 

Fed  with  human  fat,  polluted  the  air; 

The  curves,  the  shrieks,  the  cea9ele5s  cries 

Of  the  many  mingling  miseries, 

As  on  she  trod,  ascended  high 

And  trumpeted  my  victory !  — 

Brother,  tell  what  thou  hast  done. 

VICE. 

I  have  extinguished  the  noonday  san 
In  the  carnage-smoke  of  buttles  won. 
Famine,  murder,  hell,  and  power, 
Were  glutted  in  that  glorious  hour, 
Wliich  searchless  fate  had  stamped  for  me 
With  the  seal  of  her  security. 
For  the  bloated  wretch  on  yonder  throne 

Comm:inded  the  bloody  fray  to  rise. 
Like  me,  he  joyed  at  the  stifled  moan 

Wrung  from  a  nation's  miseries; 
While  the  snakes,  whose  slime  even  liim  deflloo 
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b  ecstasies  of  malice  smiled: 

They  thought  'twas  theirs,  —  but  mine  the  deed! 

Theirs  is  the  toil,  but  mine  the  meed. 

Ten  thousand  victims  madly  bleed; 

They  dream  that  tyrants  goad  them  there 

With  poisonous  war  to  taint  the  air; 

These  tyrants,  on  their  beds  of  thorn, 

Swell  with  the  thoughts  of  murderous  fiiina, 

And  with  their  gains  to  lift  my  name 
Bestless  they  plan  from  night  to  mom: 
I  —  I  do  all ;  without  my  aid 
Thy  daughter,  that  relentless  maid, 
Could  never  o'er  a  death-bed  urge 
The  fury  of  her  venomed  scourge. 

VALSEHOOD. 

Brother,  welll    The  world  is  ours: 

And  whether  thou  or  I  have  won, 
The  pestilence  expectant  lowers 

On  all  beneath  yon  blasted  sun. 
Our  joys,  our  tolls,  our  honours  meet 
In  the  milk-white  and  wormy  winding-sheet; 
A  short-lived  hope,  unceasing  care, 
Some  heartless  scraps  of  godly  prayer, 
A  moody  curse,  and  a  frenzied  sleep 
Ere  gapes  the  grave's  unclosing  deep, 
A  tyrant's  dream,  a  coward's  start, 
That  ice  that  clings  to  a  priestly  heart, 
A  judge's  frown,  a  courtier's  smile, 
Make  the  great  whole  for  which  we  toil; 
And,  brother,  whether  thou  or  I 
Have  done  the  work  of  misery, 
It  little  boots:  thy  toil  and  pain 
Without  my  aid,  were  more  than  vain  ; 
And  but  for  thee  I  ne'er  had  sat 
The  guardian  of  heaven's  palace  gate. 
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Note  4,  p.  4S. 

Thm  do  (he  generatiom  of  tkt  tattL 
Goto  ike  grace  and iuue/rom |A«  womb 

**  One  geoeration  paueth  sway  and  another  generation  ooiB< 
etb,  bat  the  earth  abideth  forever.  The  snn  also  ariseth  and- 
the  sun  goeth  down,  and  hasteth  to  his  place  where  he  arose 
The  wind  goeth  toward  the  south,  and  tumeth  about  unto 
the  north  ;  it  whirleth  abont  continnally,  and  the  wind  re- 
tumeth  again  according  to  his  circuits.  All  the  rivers  run 
into  the  sea,  yet  the  Ma  is  not  full;  unto  the  place  whence 
the  rivers  come,  thither  shall  they  return  again."  —  Eeelt' 
lUuUt,  chap.  i. 

Note  6,  p.  48. 

Even  at  tite  leaveg 
Which  the  keenfroet-wind  of  At  toaning  year 
Hoe  tcalttrtd  on  theforeU  eoiL 

Oil}  rep  ^vXXmv  ytvtri,  rovrfit  Ktu.  avipStv. 
Tji\t96tKra  ^tict,  iapot  fi'  ctrtytircTat  oipi|  * 

UIAA.  Z,  L  148. 

Note  6,  p.  44. 

7%e  mob  of  peasants,  nobles,  priests,  and  kings. 

Suave,  rouri  tnngno  turbantibus  lequora  ventis, 
E  terra  magnum  iilterius  Bpectare  laborem; 
Noil,  quia  vexnri  quemquam  'st  jucunda  voluptas, 
Sed,  quibus  ipse  malis  carciis,  quia  cernere  suave  est; 
Suave  etiam  belli  certnintna  magna  tueri, 
Per  Campos  iiistructa,  tua  nine  parte  pericli: 
Sed  nil  dulciua  est,  bene  quain  muuita  tonere 
Edita  doctrina  i<apientum  teinpla  serena; 
Dtfspicere  unde  qucus  alios,  pa$.<«iraqae  videre 
Errare,  atquo  viam  pakntis  qusrere  vitn*, 
Certare  iiigenio,  contendere  iiobilitate, 
Noctea  atque  dius  niti  praestante  labore 


NOTES   ON   QUEEN  MAB.  95 

Ad  Boramaa  emergere  opes,  reruniqne  potiri. 
O  miseras  hominam  mentea!     O  peotoro  cnca! 

Lucret.  lib.  ii. 

Note  7,  p.  46. 

And  statesmen  boast 
Ofvseallh! 

There  is  no  real  wealtli  but  tlie  labour  of  man.  Were  the 
mountains  of  gold  and  the  valleys  of  silver,  the  world  would 
not  be  one  grain  of  com  the  richer;  no  one  comfort  would  be 
added  to  the  human  race.  In  consequence  of  our  considera- 
tion for  the  precious  metals,  one  man  is  enabled  to  heap  to 
himself  luxuries  at  the  expense  of  the  necessaries  of  his 
neighbour;  a  system  admirably  fitted  to  produce  all  the  varie- 
ties of  disease  and  crime,  which  never  fail  to  characterize  the 
two  extremes  of  opulence  and  poverty.  A  speculator  takes 
pride  to  himself  as  the  promoter  of  his  country's  prosperity, 
who  employs  a  number  of  hands  in  the  manufacture  of  arti- 
cles avowedly  destitute  of  use,  or  subservient  only  to  the 
unhallowed  cravings  of  luxury  and  ostentation.  The  noble- 
man who  employs  the  peasants  of  his  neighbourhood  in  build- 
ing his  palaces,  until  "_;rtm  pauca  aratro  jugera  regiae  moles 
relincptent,"  flatters  himself  that  he  has  gained  the  title  of  a 
patriot  by  yielding  to  the  impulses  of  vanity.  The  show  and 
pomp  of  courts  adduce  the  same  apology  for  their  continu- 
ance; and  many  a  fdte  has  been  given,  many  a  woman  has 
eclipsed  her  beauty  by  her  dress,  to  benefit  the  labouring 
poor  and  to  encourage  trade.  Who  does  not  see  that  this  is  a 
remedy  which  aggravates,  whilst  it  palliates,  the  countless  dis- 
eases of  society?  The  poor  are  set  to  labour,  —  for  what? 
Not  the  food  for  which  they  famish:  not  the  blankets  for 
want  of  which  their  babes  are  frozen  by  the  cold  of  their 
miserable  hovels:  not  those  comforts  of  civilization  without 
which  civilized  man  is  far  more  miserable  than  the  meanest 
uvage;  oppressed  as  he  is  by  all  its  insidious  evil»,  within 
the  daily  and  taunting  prospect  of  its  innumerable  benefits 
Msidtously  exhibited  before  him:  —  no;  for  the  pride  of 
90wer,  for  the  misenible  isolation  of  pride,  for  the  false  pleas- 
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ores  of  the  hundredth  part  of  society.  No  greater  e^denoe 
is  afforded  of  the  wide-extended  and  radical  mistakes  of  cir- 
ilized  nuin  than  this  fact:  those  arts  which  are  essential  to 
his  very  being  are  held  in  the  greatest  contempt;  employ- 
ments are  lacrative  in  au  inverse  ratio  to  their  usefulness:  • 
the  jeweller,  the  toyman,  the  actor,  gains  fame  and  wealth 
by  the  exercise  of  his  useless  and  ridiculous  art;  whilst  the 
cultivator  of  the  earth,  he  without  whom  society  must  cease 
to  subsist,  struggles  through  contempt  and  penury,  and  per- 
ishes by  that  famine  which,  but  for  his  unceasing  exertion, 
would  annihilate  the  rest  of  mankind. 

I  will  not  insult  common  sense  by  insisting  on  the  doctrine 
of  the  natural  equality  of  man.  The  question  is  not  concern- 
ing its  desirableness,  but  its  practicability;  so  far  as  it  is  prac- 
ticable, it  is  desirable.  That  state  of  human  society  which 
approaches  nearer  to  an  equal  partition  of  its  benefits  and 
evils  should,  cceteris paribus,  be  preferred;  but  so  long  as  we 
conceive  that  a  wanton  expenditure  of  human  labour,  not  for 
the  necessities,  not  even  for  the  luxuries,  of  the  mass  of 
society,  but  for  the  egotism  and  ostentation  of  a  few  of  its 
members,  is  defensible  on  the  ground  of  public  justice,  so 
long  we  neglect  to  appruximate  to  the  redemption  of  the 
human  race. 

Labour  is  required  for  physical,  and  leisure  for  moral 
improvement;  from  the  former  of  thei^e  advantages  the  rich, 
and  from  the  letter  the  poor,  by  the  inevitable  conditions  of 
their  respective  situations,  are  precluded.  A  state  which 
should  combine  the  advantages  of  both  would  be  subjected 
to  the  evils  of  neither.  He  that  is  deficient  in  firm  health, 
or  vigorous  intellect,  is  but  half  a  man  j  hence  it  follows,  that, 
to  subject  the  labouring  classes  to  unnecessary  labour,  is 
wantonly  to  deprive  them  of  any  opportunities  of  intellectual 
improvement ;  and  that  the  rich  are  heaping  up  for  their  own 
mischief  the  disease,  lassitude,  and  ennui,  by  which  their 
existence  is  rendered  an  intolerable  burden. 

English  reformers  exclaim  against  sinecures,  —  but  the 
true  pension  list  is  the  rent-roll  of  the  landed  proprietors: 
wealth  is  a  power  usurped  by  the  few,  to  compel  the  many 

*  8«e  Ronsseaa,  "  De  I'ln/^lt^  paimi  les  Honunes,"  noto  7. 


NOTES   ON   QUEEN  MAB.  97 

to  labour  for  Iheir  benefit  The  laws  which  Rupport  this 
tystem  derive  their  force  from  the  ij^norance  and  credalitj  of 
itSTictims;  they  are  the  result  of  a  conspiracy  of  the  few 
against  the  many,  who  are  themselves  obliged  to  purchase 
this  pre-eminence  by  the  loss  of  all  real  comfort. 

The  commodities  that  substantially  contribute  to  the  8ul>« 
■istonce  of  the  human  species  form  a  very  short  catalogue: 
they  demand  from  us  but  a  slender  portion  of  industry.  If 
tbi33  only  were  produced,  and  sufficiently  produced,  the  spe- 
cies of  man  would  be  continued.  If  the  labour  necessarily 
raquired  to  produce  them  were  equitably  divided  among  the 
poor,  and  still  more,  if  it  were  equitably  divided  among  all, 
each  man's  share  of  labour  would  bo  light,  and  his  portion 
of  leisure  would  bo  ample.  There  was  a  time  when  this  leis- 
ure would  have  been  of  small  comparative  value;  it  is  to  be 
hoped  that  the  time  will  come  when  it  will  be  applied  to  the 
most  important  purposes.  Those  hours,  which  are  not  re- 
quired for  the  production  of  the  necessaries  of  life  may  be 
devoted  to  the  cultivation  of  the  understanding,  the  enlarge- 
ment of  our  stock  of  knowledge,  the  refinement  of  our  taste, 
and  thus  open  to  us  new  and  more  exquisite  sources  of  en. 
joyment. 

It  was  perhaps  necessai;y  that  a  period  of  monopoly  and 
oppression  should  subsist,  before  a  period  of  cultivated 
equality  could  subsist.  Savages  perhaps  would  never  have 
been  excited  to  the  discovery  of  truth  and  the  inven- 
tion of  art,  but  by  the  narrow  motives  which  such  a  period 
afibrds.  But,  surely,  after  the  savage  state  has  ceased,  and 
men  have  set  out  in  the  glorious  career  of  discovery  and 
Invention,  monopoly  and  oppression  cannot  be  necessary  to 
prevent  them  from  returning  to  a  state  of  barbarism.  —  God- 
win's  Inquirer,  Essay  II.  See  also  Pol.  Jut.,  book  viii.  chap. 
11. 

It  is  a  calculation  of  this  admirable  author,  that  all  the 
conveniences  of  civilized  life  might  be  produced,  if  society 
would  divide  the  labour  equally  among  its  members,  by  each 
Individiui]  being  employed  la  labour  two  hours  during  the 
d«y. 

TOL.   I.  7 
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Note  8,  p.  46. 

OrreUgiom 
Drives  hU  trife  raving  mad. 

I  am  acquainted  with  a  lady  of  considerable  acoomplbli* 
nents,  and  the  mother  of  a  numeroos  family,  whom  the 
Christian  religion  has  goaded  to  incurable  insanity.  A 
parallel  case  is,  I  believe,  within  the  experience  of  every 
physician. 

Mam  jam  ssspe  homines  patriam  carosque  parentes 
Prodideruut,  vitare  Achernsia  templa  petentes. 

LucretitUf  iii.  85 

Note  9,  p.  49. 
Even  love  u  sold. 

Not  even  the  intercourse  of  the  sexes  is  exempt  from  the 
despotism  of  positive  institution.  Law  pretends  even  to  gor- 
em  the  indi?ciph'nnble  wanderings  of  passion,  to  put  fetters 
on  the  cleare<t  deductions  of  reason,  and,  by  appeals  to  the 
will,  to  subdue  the  involuntary  iifTectiotis  of  our  natura. 
Love  is  inevitably  consequent  ui)on  tlie  pcrcoption  of  lovfr- 
lines?.  Love  withers  under  constraint;  its  very  essence  is 
liberty;  it  is  compatible  neither  with  obedience,  jealousy, 
nor  fear;  it  i's  there  most  pure,  perfect,  and  unlimited,  where 
its  votaries  live  in  coiifi.lcnce,  equality,  and  unreserve. 

How  lonfr  then  onsrht  the  sexual  connection  to  last?  what 
law  ought  to  specify  the  extent  of  the  grievances  which 
phonld  limit  it.s  duration  V  A  hu<band  and  wife  ought  to 
continue  so  long  united  as  they  love  each  other:  any  law, 
which  should  bind  them  to  cohabitation  for  one  moment 
after  the  decay  of  their  affection,  would  be  a  most  intolerable 
tyranny  and  the  most  unworthy  of  toleration.  How  odious  a 
usurpation  of  the  right  of  private  judgment  should  that  law 
be  con«i«lered  which  should  make  the  ties  of  friendship  ind:s- 
Bcluble.  in  spite  of  the  caprices,  the  inconstancy,  the  fallibil- 
ity, and  capacity  for  improvement  of  the  human  mind? 
kui  by  so  much  would  tiie  fetters  of  love  be  heavier  aud 
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I  nnendurable  than  those  of  friendship,  as  love  is  muni 
vehement  end  capricioas,  more  dependent  on  those  delicate 
peculiarities  of  imagination,  and  less  capable  of  redaction  to 
Che  ostensible  merits  of  the  object. 

The  state  of  society  in  which  we  exist  is  a  mixture  of 
feudal  savageness  and  imperfect  civilization.  The  narror; 
sod  unenlightened  morality  of  the  Christian  religion  is  an 
Mrgrevation  of  these  evils.  It  is  not  even  until  lately  that 
mankind  have  admitted  that  happiness  is  the  sole  end  of  the 
tclenoe  of  ethics,  as  of  all  other  sciences;  and  that  the  fa- 
natical idea  of  mortifying  the  flesh  for  the  love  of  Qod  has 
been  discarded.  I  have  heard,  indeed,  an  ignorant  collegian 
adduce,  in  favour  of  Christianity,  its  hostility  to  every  worldly 
fteling!* 

Rut  if  happiness  be  the  object  of  morality,  of  all  human 
unions  and  disunions;  if  the  worthiness  of  every  action  is  to 
be  estimated  by  the  quantity  of  pleiuurable  sensation  it  is 
ealcninted  to  produce,  then  the  connection  of  the  sexes  is  so 
long  sacred  as  it  contributes  to  the  comfort  of  the  parties, 
and  is  naturally  dissolverl  when  its  evils  are  greater  than  its 
beneflts.  There  is  nothing  immoral  in  this  separation.  Con- 
stancy has  nothing  virtuous  in  itself,  independently  of  the 
pleasure  it  confen* :  and  partakes  of  the  temporizing  spirit 
of  vice  in  proportion  as  it  endures  tamely  moral  defects  of 
magnitude  in  the  object  of  its  indiscreet  choice.  Love  is 
firee:  to  promise  forever  to  love  the  same  woman,  is  not  less 
absurd  than   to  promise  to  believe  the  same  creed;  such  a 

*  The  first  Cbristtan  emperor  made  a  Iaw  by  which  aeductioo  was 
punished  with  death :  if  the  female  pleaded  her  own  consent,  she 
■lao  wu  punished  with  death  ;  if  the  parents  endeavoured  to  K-reen 
the  criminal*,  they  were  banished  and  their  estate  conflscated  ;  the 
•laves  who  migl'  t  b«  accessory  were  burned  alive,  or  forced  to  swal- 
low melted  lead.  The  very  oOspring  of  an  illegal  love  were  involved 
In  the  consequences  of  the  sentence.  —  Gibbon's  Dtelitu  and  Fali, 
&«.,  «ol.  ii.  p.  210.t  See  also,  for  the  hatred  of  the  primitlTr 
Cbrbtiana  to  lore,  and  even  marriage,  p.  2Q9.t 

t  Chap.  xlv.  —  The  page-numbers  vary  with  the  editions.  ••  Am. 
Rd. 
^  Chap.  XT.  — Am.  Ed. 
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vow,  in  both  cases,  exclndei  ns  flnom  all  ioquiiy.  The  bn- 
fiangfi  of  the  yotarist  is  this:  The  woman  I  now  loTe  vomj 
be  infinitely  inferior  to  many  othwrs;  the  creed  1  now  protei 
may  be  a  mass  of  errors  and  absurdities;  bnt  I  exclode  mj- 
self  from  all  future  information  as  to  the  Amiability  of  the 
one  and  the  truth  of  the  other,  resolTing  blindly,  and  In  spits 
of  conviction,  to  adhere  to  thenu  Is  this  the  language  of  del- 
icacy and  reason  ?  Is  the  lore  of  such  a  frigid  heart  of  mora 
worth  than  its  belief? 

The  present  system  of  constraint  does  no  more,  in  the  mar 
jcrity  of  instances,  than  make  hypocrites  or  open  enemies. 
Persons  of  delicacy  and  rirtue,  unhappily  united  to  those 
whom  they  find  it  impossible  to  love,  spend  the  loTeliest  sea- 
son of  their  life  in  unproductive  efforts  to  appear  otherwise 
than  they  are.  for  the  sake  of  the  feelingx  of  their  partner,  or 
the  welfare  of  their  mutual  ofTApriiig;  those  of  less  gener- 
osity and  refinement  openly  avow  their  disappointment,  and 
linfrer  out  the  remnant  of  that  union,  which  only  death  can 
dissolve,  in  a  state  of  iucunible  bickuring  and  hof'tility.  The 
early  education  of  the  children  takes  its  colour  from  the 
squabbles  of  the  parents;  tliey  are  nuri^ed  in  a  systematic 
school  of  ill-humour,  violence,  and  fal.«eliood.  Had  they  been 
suffered  to  part  at  the  moment  when  indifference  rendered 
their  union  irkinime,  they  wouKI  have  been  spared  many 
years  of  misery;  tlier  would  have  connected  themselves  more 
Euitably,  and  wuuM  have  found  that  happiness  in  the  society 
of  more  conjrenial  partners  which  i<  forever  denied  them  by 
the  despotism  nf  niarriape.  They  would  have  been  separ- 
ately useful  and  happy  meniliers  of  society,  who,  whilst 
united,  were  ini«er;iblo,  and  rendered  misnnthn)pical  by  mis- 
my.  The  convictinn  that  wedlock  is  iniii>s«ilnble.  holds  out 
the  strongest  of  all  temptation^  to  the  perverse;  they  indulge 
without  restraint  in  acrimony  and  all  the  little  tyrannies  of 
domestic  life,  when  they  know  that  their  victim  is  without 
Appeal.  If  this  connection  were  )>nt  on  a  nitional  basis,  each 
would  be  assured  that  habitual  ill-temper  would  terminate 
in  sepamtion.  and  would  check  this  vicious  and  dangerous 
propensity. 

I^ru>titutiun  is  the  legitimate  offspring  of  marriage  and  Hi 
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accompanying  errors.  Women,  for  no  other  crime  than  hav- 
ing followed  the  dictates  of  a  natural  appetite,  are  driven 
with  fury  from  the  comforts  and  sympathies  of  society.  It 
Is  less  venial  than  murder:  and  the  punishment  which  is  in- 
flicted on  her  who  destroys  her  child  to  escape  reproach,  is 
lighter  than  the  life  of  agony  and  disease  to  which  the  pros* 
titnte  is  irrccovenibly  doomed.  Has  a  woman  obeyed  the 
impulse  of  unerring  nature  ?  —  society  declares  war  against 
her,  pitiless  and  eternal  war:  she  must  be  the  tame  slave,  she 
must  make  no  reprisals:  theirs  is  the  right  of  persecution, 
hers  the  duty  of  endurance.  She  lives  a  life  of  infamy:  the 
loud  and  bitter  laugh  of  scorn  scares  her  from  all  return.  She 
dies  of  long  and  lingering  disease;  yet  $he  is  in  fault,  sAe  is 
the  criminal,  the  the  froward  and  untamable  child, —  and  so- 
ciety, forsooth,  the  pure  and  virtuou*  matron  who  casts  her 
as  an  abortion  from  her  undefiled  bosom !  Society  avenges 
herself  on  the  criminals  of  her  own  creation;  she  is  cm- 
ployed  in  anathematizing  the  vice  to-day,  which  yesterday 
»he  was  the  nios>t  zealous  to  tench.  Thus  is  formed  one  tenth 
of  the  population  of  London:  meanwhile  the  evil  is  two-fold. 
Young  men,  excluded  by  the  fanatical  idea  of  chastity  from 
the  society  of  modest  and  accomplished  women,  associate 
with  these  vicious  and  miserable  beings,  destroying  thereby 
all  those  exquisite  and  delicate  sensibilities  whose  existence 
cold-hearted  worldlings  have  denied;  annihilating  all  genuine 
passion,  and  debasing  that  to  a  selfish  feeling  which  is  the 
excess  of  generosity  and  devotedness.  Their  body  and 
mind  alike  crumble  into  a  hideous  wreck  of  humanity;  idiocy 
and  disease  become  perpetuated  in  their  miserable  offspring, 
and  distant  generation'*  suffer  for  the  bigoted  moralty  of  their 
forefathers.  Chastity  is  a  moiikisli  and  evansjelioal  supersti- 
tion, a  greater  foe  to  natural  tempcnitico  even  than  unintel- 
ectual  sensuality:  it  strikes  at  the  root  of  all  domestic 
happiness,  and  consigns  more  than  half  the  human  nice  to 
misery,  that  some  few  may  monopolize  according  to  law. 
A  system  could  not  well  have  been  devised  more  studiously 
hostile  to  human  happiness  than  marriage. 

I  conceive  that,  from  the  abolition  of  marriage,  the  fit  and 
natural  arrangement  of  sexual  connection  would  result.    1 
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hj  no  means  assert  that  the  intercoane  wonld  be  promiaev' 
SOS!  on  the  contrary,  it  appears,  firote  the  relation  of  parent 
to  child,  that  this  union  is  generallj  of  long  duration,  and 
marlced  alMve  all  others  with  generosity  and  self-devotion. 
Bat  this  is  a  sabjeet  which  it  is  perhaps  prematare  to  discnaa. 
That  which  will  result  fVom  the  abolition  of  marriage,  will 
be  natural  and  right,  because  choice  and  change  will  be  ex- 
empted from  restraint. 

Id  fact,  religion  and  morality,  as  they  now  stand,  eompoee 
a  practical  code  of  misery  and  senrltude:  the  genius  of  hu- 
man happiness  must  tear  every  leaf  from  the  accursed  book 
of  God,  ere  man  can  read  the  inscription  on  his  heart.  How 
would  Morality,  dressed  up  in  stiff  stays  and  finery,  start 
from  her  own  disgusting  image,  should  she  look  in  tlie  mir- 
ror of  nature!  • 

Kote  10,  p.  53. 

To  the  red  and  baleful  ma 
That  faintly  twinklts  there. 

The  north-polar  star,  to  which  the  axi!«  of  the  earth,  in  its 
present  state  of  obliquity  points.  It  is  exceedingly  probable, 
from  many  conMderations,  that  this  obliquity  will  gradually 
diminish,  until  the  equator  coincides  with  the  ecliptic;  the 
nightA  iind  days  will  then  become  equal  on  the  earth  through- 
out the  year,  and  probably  the  seasons  also.  There  is  no  great- 
er extra  vugance  in  presuming  that  the  progress  of  the  perpen- 
diculnrity  of  the  poles  may  be  as  rapid  as  the  progress  of 
intellect :  or  that  there  should  be  a  perfect  identity  between  the 
moral  ami  physical  inipruvenierit  of  the  human  species.  It  ir 
certain  that  wisdom  is  not  compatible  with  disease,  and  that, 
in  the  present  state  of  the  climates  of  the  earth,  health  in  the 
tnie  and  comprehensive  sense  of  the  word,  is  out  of  the 
reach  of  civilized  man.  Astronomy  teaches  us  that  the 
earth  is  now  in  Its  progress,  and  that  the  poles  are  every  yeai 
becoming  more  and  more  perpendicular  to  the  ecliptic.  The 
strong  evidence  afforded  by  the  history  of  mythology  and 
geological  researches,  that  some  event  of  this  nature  has 
taken    place  already,   affords   a  strong  presumption   that 
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this  progress  is  not  merely  an  oscillation,  as  has  beon  snr- 
misad  by  some  late  astronomers.*  Bones  of  animals  peculiar 
to  the  torrid  zone  have  been  found  in  the  north  of  Siberia 
and  on  the  banks  of  the  river  Ohio.  Plants  have  been  found 
in  the  fossil  state  in  the  interior  of  Germany,  which  demand 
the  present  climate  of  Hindostan  for  their  production.!  The 
researches  of  M.  Bailly  X  establish  the  existence  of  a  people 
who  inhabited  a  tract  in  Tartary,  49o  north  latitude,  of 
greater  antiqnity  than  either  the  Indians,  the  Chinese,  or  the 
Chaldeans,  from  whom  these  nations  derived  their  sciences 
and  theology.  We  find,  from  the  testimony  of  ancient  writ* 
em,  that  Britain,  Germany,  and  France,  were  much  colder 
than  at  present,  and  that  their  great  rivers  were  annually 
frozen  over.  Astronomy  teaches  us  also,  that  since  this  pe* 
riod  the  obliquity  of  the  earth's  position  has  been  considera- 
bly diminished. 

Note  11,  p.  57. 

No  atom  of  this  turbulence  fulfils 
A  vague  and  unnecessitated  task, 
Or  acts  but  as  it  must  and  ought  to  act, 

Denx  exemples  serviront  k  nous  rendre  plus  sensible  le 
principe  qui  vient  d*@tre  posd;  nous  empninterons  Tun  dn 
physique  et  l*autre  du  moral.  Dans  un  toiirbillon  de  pons* 
si^re  qu'^lfeve  un  vent  irap^tueux,  quelque  confus  qu'il  pa- 
rois«e  knos  yeux;  dans  la  plus  nffreuse  tempSte  excite  par 
des  vents  opposes  qui  soulfevent  les  flots,  —  il  n'y  a  pas  une 
seule  molecule  de  poussi&re  on  d'ean  qui  soit  plac4  au  Aa- 
sard^  qui  n'nit  sa  cause  suffjsanto  pour  occuper  le  lieu  ojiello  se 
trouve,  et  qui  n'agisse  rigoureusement  de  la  mani^re  dont 
elle  doit  agir.  Un  g^omdtre  qui  connottroit  exactement  les 
diflT^rentes  forces  qui  agissent  dans  cos  deux  cas,  6t  les  pro- 
Dri^t^s  des  molecules  qui  sont  mues,  d^montreroit  que  d'np]-6i 

•  Laplacs,  Syst^me  da  Monde. 

t  Cabanlii,  Rapports  da  Physique  et  do  Moral  de  PIIomnM,  vol  il 
p.  406. 
t  Letties  Bar  les  Sciences,  i.  Yoltaira.  —  Baitlg, 
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dM  catuea  donn^,  chaque  mol^nle  agit  prteU^ment  i 
DM  elle  doit  agir,  et  ne  peat  a^r  autrement  qa*ell»  m 
faiL 

DaiM  les  convuli>ions  terribles  qui  agiteot  qudqoefcHa  1m 
•ociet^s  politiqueii,  et  qui  produisent  souvent  le  renreneoieDt 
d'un  empire,  il  ii'y  a  pas  uae  seule  action,  one  scute  parole, 
une  seule  pensde,  une  seule  voloiit^,  une  seule  passion  daus 
lee  agens  qui  concourcut  k  la  revolution  comme  deAtructeuri 
on  comme  victiraes,  qui  ne  soit  n^cessaire,  qui  n'agisse  com- 
me elle  dolt  agir,  qui  n'op^re  inrailliblement  lee  efleta  qn'elle 
doit  op^rer  snivaut  la  place  qu'occupent  cee  agens  dans  ce 
tourbillon  moral.  Cela  paroltroit  Evident  pour  one  intelli' 
gence  qui  sera  en  ^tat  de  raiser  et  d*appr4<cier  tontee  les  ac- 
tions et  reactions  des  esprits  et  des  corps  de  ceoz  qui  contri- 
bneut  k  cette  revolution.  —  Stfutimt  de  la  Nature^  voL  L 
p.  44.* 

Note  12,  p.  68. 

Neceuity,  thou  mother  of  the  teorld  ! 

He  who  asserts  the  doctrine  of  Necessity,  mcaii^  that,  con- 
templating the  events  which  compose  the  moral  and  material 
universe,  he  beholds  only  an  immense  and  uninterrupted! 
chain  of  causes  and  eflects,  nu  one  of  which  could  occupy 
any  other  place  than  it  does  occupy,  or  act  in  any  other  place 
than  it  does  act.  The  idea  of  necessity  is  obtained  by  our 
experience  of  the  connection  between  objects,  the  uniformity 
of  the  operations  of  nature,  the  constant  conjunction  of  sim- 
ilar events,  and  the  consequent  inference  of  one  from  the  other. 
Mankind  are  therefore  agreed  in  the  admission  of  Necessity, 
if  they  .ndniit  that  the^'e  two  circumstances  take  place  in  vol- 
untary action,  ^klotive  is  to  vuluntiiry  action  in  the  human 
mind,  wh.nt  cause  is  to  ofl'ect  in  ihc  material  universe.  The 
word  liberty,  as  applied  to  mind,  is  analogous  to  the  word 
thance  as  applied  to  mutter;  they  spring  from  an  ignorance 
9f  the  certainty  of  the  conjunction  of  antecedents  and  con- 
leqneiits. 

*  Chap.  It. —  Published  ander  the  name  of  Mirsbaud,  but  nov 
telieved  to  have  been  wiittea  by  Barou  d'llulbach.  —  Ax.  £d. 
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Every  hnraan  being  is  irresistibly  impelled  to  act  precisely 
Mhe  does  act:  in  the  eternity  which  preceded  his  birth  a 
chain  of  causes  was  generated,  which,  operating  under  the 
name  of  motive,  make  it  impossible  that  any  thought  of  his 
mind,  or  any  action  of  his  life,  should  be  otherwise  than  it  is. 
Were  the  doctrine  of  Necessity  false,  the  human  mind  would 
no  longer  bo  a  legitimate  object  of  science;  from  like  causes 
it  would  be  in  vain  that  we  should  expect  lilce  effects;  the 
strongest  motive  would  no  longer  be  paramount  over  the  coo* 
duct;  all  knowledge  would  be  vague  and  indeterminate;  we 
eoald  not  predict  with  any  certainty  thnt  we  might  not  meet 
as  at.  enemy  to-morrow  him  from  whom  we  liave  parted  in 
friendship  to-night;  the  most  probable  inducements  and  the 
clearest  reasonings  would  lose  the  invariable  influence  they 
possess.  The  contrary  of  this  is  demonstrably  the  fact 
Similar  circumstances  produce  invariably  similar  effects. 
The  precise  character  and  motives  of  any  man  on  any  occa- 
sion being  given,  the  moral  philosopher  could  predict  his  ac- 
tions with  as  much  certainty,  as  the  natural  philoNopher 
could  predict  the  effects  of  the  mixture  of  any  particnlar 
chemical  SHhs^tances.  Why  is  the  aged  liusbandman  more 
experienced  than  the  young  beginner?  Because  there  is  a 
uniform,  undeniable  necessity  in  the  operations  of  the  mate- 
rial universe.  Why  is  the  old  statesman  more  skilful  than 
the  raw  politician  ?  Because,  relying  on  the  necessary  con- 
junction of  motive  and  action,  he  proceeds  to  produce  moral 
effects,  by  the  application  of  those  moral  causes  which  ex- 
^rience  has  shown  to  be  effectual.  Some  actions  may  be 
found  to  which  we  can  attach  no  motives,  but  these  are  the 
effects  of  causes  with'  which  we  are  unacquainted.  Hence 
the  relation  which  motive  bears  to  voluntary  action,  is  that 
of  cause  to  effect;  nor,  placed  in  this  point  of  view,  is  it,  or 
ever  has  it  been,  the  subject  of  popular  or  philosophical  dispute. 
None  but  the  few  fanatics  who  are  engaged  in  the  herculean 
task  of  reconciling  the  justice  of  their  God  with  the  misery 
of  ii-*-n,  will  longer  outrage  common  sense  by  the  supposition 
of  an  event  without  a  cause,  a  voluntary  action  without  a 
motive.  History,  politics,  morals,  criticism,  all  gmunds  of 
reasoning,  all  principles  of  science,  alike  assuma  the  tmth 
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of  the  doctrine  of  Necewlty.  No  fanner  carrying  his  oora 
to  market  doubts  the  sale  of  it  at  the  marlcet  price.  The 
master  of  a  raanafactory  no  more  doubts  that  be  can  par- 
chase  the  hnman  labour  necessary  for  bis  purposes,  than 
that  his  machines  will  act  as  they  haye  been  accustomed  to 
act 

But,  whilst  none  have  scrupled  to  admit  Necessity  as  influ* 
encing  matter,  many  have  disputed  its  dominion  over  mind. 
Independent  of  its  militating  with  the  received  ideas  of  the 
justice  of  God,  it  is  by  no  means  obvious  to  a  superficial 
inquiry.  When  the  mind  observes  its  own  operations  it  feeh 
no  connection  of  motive  and  action;  but  ns  we  know  **  noth- 
ing more  of  causation  than  the  constant  conjunct!  )n  of 
objects  and  the  consequent  inference  of  one  from  the  other, 
as  we  find  that  these  two  circumstances  are  nniversally 
allowed  to  have  place  in  voluntary  action,  we  may  be  easily 
led  to  own  that  they  are  subjected  to  the  necessity  common 
to  all  causes."  The  actions  of  the  will  have  a  regular 
conjunction  of  circumstances  and  characters;  motive  i«,  to 
voluntary  action,  what  cause  is  to  effect.  But  the  only  idea 
that  we  can  form  of  causation  is  a  coiistnit  conjunction  of 
similar  objects,  and  the  con^equent  itifereii:e  of  one  from  the 
other:  wherever  this  is  the  case,  necessity  is  clearly  estat>- 
lished. 

The  idea  of  liberty,  applied  metaphorically  to  the  will,  has 
sprung  from  the  misconception  of  the  meaning  of  the  word 
power.  What  is  power?  —  id  quod  potest,  that  which  call 
produce  any  piven  effect.  To  deny  power,  is  to  say  that 
nothing  can  or  has  the  power  to  be  or  act.  In  the  only  true 
sense  of  the  word  power,  it  applies  with  equal  force  to  the 
V>adstone  as  to  the  human  will.  Do  you  think  these  motive?, 
which  I  shall  present,  are  powerful  enough  to  rouse  him?  is  a 
question  just  as  common  a«,  Do  you  think  this  lever  has  the 
power  of  raising  this  weight?  The  advocates  of  free-will 
assert,  that  the  will  has  the  jwwer  of  refusing  to  be  deter- 
mined by  the  strongest  motive ;  but  the  strongest  motive  is 
*iiat  which,  overcoming  all  others,  ultimately  prevails;  this 
assertion  therefore  amounts  to  a  denial  of  the  will  being  ulti- 
mately determined  by  that  motive  which  does  determine  it 
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nXileh  (0  abaunT.  But  it  h  eqttallj  cmiftin  thftt  h  niiin  ciirn 
not  r(Hi«l  tba  stronp-iit  motiirB,  oa  thnt  be  cantiot  ©wrooijl*  A 
ph>>}cnl  Impossibitity. 

1  lie  diiclriiia  of  fJecasslty  tend*  to  iolroduce  n  grcrtl  change 
lalu  the  esitMliltalicil  iiotiuiie  of  nioralitr,  nnd  utt«i  ly  !o  destroy 
re)l|^bn.  Kewiinl  nnd  puitishment  niti<tt  be  crmfirterct),  by 
the  Npocwrtfiftiu  roprety  a*  mnHv<w  which  h*  would  emptoy 
In  ondor  to  pi-ocure  ilia  aJoptinn  or  ubiindomnent  i>r  imy  giv4sti 
lifin  «if  coiitliiot.  Deiert,  iii  the  (jfesettl  sens-e  of  the*  word, 
wfmUl  tio  kitip«v  hnve  iiny  ineiming;  nnd  he  wlio  #bni)]d  in- 
flii*t  pHin  tipmi  Jinather  far  nn  better  reiwcm  thnri  thnt  li«  d«- 
jerved  it,  would  only  ismtity  hi*  rcvcriRo  under  pretence  of 
mtUfvitip  justice.  It  is  not  eiJOii||:li,  my*  ttie  lulvoentft  af  free- 
wt\U,  thitt  ■  cnmiiinl  «himtd  btj  prevented  ftom  n  repeiitiottof 
hi'  rrirrie;  h«»  iiUnnld  feel  puini  nnd  bia  tormetiUi,  wbt^n  Justly 
Inftictcd,  cuiRlit  pret.d*eJy  to  bo  |io.>fKjrt)ori*d  to  hk  fntilt,  Bal 
Utility  is  morntity;  thnt  which  is  inoitpnhle  of  producing  bii(> 
plnot$  i»  usAlesa ;  and  though  the  erifoe  of  DiuntCJ)*  tnu»t  be 
eondemiM't,  yel  the  friplitful  torments  which  revetigis,  iitijop 
tb©  niime  of  .justice,  intlicl^d  on  thh  unhnppy  mun,  citttitot 
bt:  «iifi;Mii^e«!  in  h)iv«  Augmented,  cv^n  nt  the  ]oiig  run,  ibe 
Clock  u(  p1cii!»nmh1«  $eit4>illoii  in  the  world.  At  tht<  sttme 
tliTie,  the  dnfvtrine  of  Keceiisity  do^n  not  in  the  leant  diriilninh 
«ir  djflnpprobrttiof}  «if  vice.  The  convioHon  wbTch  nil  feel, 
thnt  Li  viper  is  a.  pr>i»onnus  iinlnuirl,  iitid  thiit  ti  tigor  J!i  coiv- 
•ir*Jned,  by  the  inevUflble  eon  d  it  ion  of  hi^  existence,  to  de- 
vour men,  does  not  induce  u»  to  wvfjid  them  le*»  $i:tInlou6iyi 
or,  wTeti  iD')P«*,  to  hesltfite  in  tlestroyinp  them ;  hut  be  would 
itifolT  he  of  »  hnrd  he»m,  wbo  moetiog  with  a  setp(^nt  on  A 
d«»crt  tcliuhl,  or  in  n  lihmtiun  whoro  it  wan  incnpiiljle  of  {n> 
Jury,  *boTild  wiintotdy  deprive  U  of  existence.  A  Ni?c«»viriiin 
1*  incoiiM't^ur'tit  to  his  owt>  principle?,  if  he  indulges  in  hntrecl 
Of  contempt:  the  comprwssion  wbiph  he  feel*  for  the  crimiiml 
tt  unmixetl  with  i\  desire  of  if\jurinf»  him:  Iw  look*  with  nu 
iTi!i>nie<l  nnd  d  rend  less  coiUfHiittsi'e  ui>on  the  links  of  the  uiii- 
Vvrmil  chain  &!>  they  piim  before  hit  eyea;  wbllit  i-ownrdioe, 
eoriosit_v,  flndl  ineonsistetroy,  only  assfiH  blm  in  proportion  tc 
Ju!  feebleneei  and  IndiBtinetne^^f  with  whicU  lie  bts  perceived 
tnd  rejected  the  deluiton*  of  fHe^wtll. 
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Religion  is  the  perception  of  the  relntion  in  which  we  ttuid 
to  the  principle  of  the  nnirene.  But  if  the  principle  of  the 
aniverse  be  not  an  organic  being,  the  model  and  prototype  of 
man,  the  relation  between  it  and  bnman  beings  is  abeointely 
none.  Without  some  insight  into  its  will  respecting  our  ao< 
tioiis,  religion  is  nugatory  and  vain.  Bat  will  is  only  a  mode 
of  animal  mind;  moral  qualities  also  are  sach  as  only  a  hu- 
man being  can  possess;  to  attribute  them  to  the  principle  of 
the  universe,  is  to  annex  to  it  properties  incompatible  with 
any  possible  definition  of  its  nature.  It  is  probable  that  the 
word  God  was  originally  only  an  expression  denoting  the 
unknown  cause  of  the  known  events  which  men  perceived 
in  the  universe.  By  the  vulgar  mistake  of  a  metaphor  for 
a  real  being,  of  a  word  for  a  thing,  it  became  a  man,  endowed 
with  human  qualities  and  governing  the  universe,  as  an 
earthly  monarch  governs  his  kingdom.  Their  adresses  to 
this  imaginary  being,  indeed,  are  much  in  the  same  style  iis 
those  of  subjects  to  a  king.  They  acknowledge  his  benevo- 
lence, deprecate  his  anger,  and  supplicate  liis  favour. 

But  the  doctrine  of  Necessity  teaciies  us,  that  iti  no  case 
could  any  event  have  happened  otherwise  than  it  «lid  happen; 
and  that,  if  God  is  the  autlior  of  good,  he  is  also  the  author 
of  evil;  that,  if  he  is  entitled  to  our  gratitude  for  tlie  one,  he 
is  entitled  to  our  hatred  for  the  other;  that  admitting  the  ex- 
istence of  this  hypotlietic  being,  he  is  also  subjected  to  the 
dominion  of  an  irainut^ible  necessity.  It  is  plain  that  the 
same  arj^ument*  which  prove  that  God  is  the  author  of  food, 
light,  and  life,  prove  him  also  to  be  the  author  of  poison, 
darkiie«,  and  death.  The  wide-wasting  earthquake,  tho 
storm,  the  battle,  and  tyranny,  are  attributable  to  this  hypo- 
thetic being,  in  the  sanje  degree  Jis  the  fairest  fonns  of  nature, 
sunshine,  liberty,  and  peace. 

But  we  are  taught,  by  the  doctrine  of  Necessity,  that  there 
is  neither  good  nor  evil  in  the  universe,  otherwise  than  as  the 
events  to  which  we  apply  the.^e  epithets  have  relation  to  our 
own  peculiar  mode  of  being.  Still  less  than  with  the  hypo- 
thesis of  a  God,  will  the  doctrine  of  Necessity  accord  with  the 
belief  of  a  future  state  of  punishmenL  God  made  man  such  as 
he  is,  and  then  damned  him  for  being  so:  for  to  hny  that  Go.1 
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wmt  the  Rutiior  of  all  good,  and  man  the  author  of  all  evil, 
li  to  say  that  one  man  made  a  straight  line  and  a  crooked 
one,  and  onoUier  man  made  the  incongruity. 

A  Alahometan  story,  much  to  the  present  purpose,  is  re- 
corded, wherein  Adam  and  Moses  are  introduced  disputing 
before  God  in  the  following  manner:  "Thou,"  says  Moses, 
"  art  Adam,  whom  God  created,  and  animated  with  the 
breath  of  life,  and  caused  to  be  worsiiipped  by  the  angels, 
and  placed  in  Paradise,  from  whence  mankind  have  been  ex- 
pelled for  thy  fault."  Whereto  Adam  answered,  "  Thou  art 
Moses,  whom  God  chose  for  his  apostle,  and  intrusted  with 
his  word,  by  giving  thee  the  tables  of  the  law,  and  whom  he 
vouchsafed  to  admit  to  discourse  with  himself.  How  many 
years  dost  thou  find  the  law  was  written  before  I  was  cre- 
ated ?  "  Says  Moses,  "  Forty."  —  *'  And  dost  thou  not  find," 
replied  Adam,  *'  These  words  therein, '  and  Adam  rebelled 
against  bis  Lord  and  transgressed?*"  Which  Moses  con- 
fessing, ••  Dost  thou  therefore  bliime  me,"  continued  he,  "  for 
.doing  that  which  God  wrote  of  me  that  I  should  do,  forty 
years  before  I  was  created :  nay,  for  what  was  decreed  con- 
cerning me  fifty  thousand  years  before  the  creation  of  heaven 
and  earth!  "  —  Salk's  Prelim.  Disc,  to  tht  Koran,  p.  164.* 

Note  13,  p.  60. 
T^ere  it  no  God  I 

This  negation  must  be  understood  solely  to  affect  a  crea- 
tive Deity.  The  hypothesis  of  a  pervading  Spirit,  coetemal 
with  the  universe,  remains  unshnketi. 

A  close  examination  of  the  validity  of  the  proofs  adduced 
to  support  any  proposition  is  the  only  secnre  way  of  attain- 
ing truth,  on  the  advantages  of  which  it  is  unnecessary  to 
descant:  our  knowledge  of  the  existence  of  a  Deity  is  a  sub- 
ject of  such  importance  that  it  cannot  be  too  rainntely  inves- 
tigated: in  consequence  of  this  conviction  we  proceed  briefly 
and  impartially  to  examine  the  proofs  which  have  been  ad- 
duced.   It  is  necessary  first  to  consider  the  nature  of  belief. 

*  SectioiiviU.  — Am.  £o. 
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When  a  proposition  is  <^ered  to  the  mind,  it  perceivw  th* 
igreeoMnt  or  diskgreement  of  the  ideas  of  whidi  it  l»  com- 
poaed.  A  perception  of  their  agreement  it  termed  hd»frf. 
Many  obstacles  freqaently  prevent  this  perception  from  being 
immediate;  these  the  mind  attempts  to  remoTe,  in  order  tiiat 
the  perception  may  be  distinct.  The  mind  is  active  in  tlie 
investigation,  in  cwder  to  perfect  the  state  of  perception  of 
the  relation  which  the  component  ideas  of  the  propositioa 
l>ear  to  each,  which  is  passive;  the  investigation,  being  oon> 
fuMd  with  the  perception,  has  induced  many  fiilsely  to  ini> 
agine  that  the  mind  is  active  in  belief, — that  belief  is  an  act 
of  volition,  —  in  consequence  of  which  it  may  be  regulated 
by  the  mind.  Pursuing,  continuing  this  mistalce,  they  lutva 
attached  a  degree  of  criminality  to  disbelief,  of  which,  in  Its 
natura,  it  is  incapable;  it  is  equally  incapable  of  merit. 

Belief,  then,  is  a  pansion,  the  strength  of  which,  like  every 
other  p:ission,  is  in  precise  proportion  to  the  degrees  of  excite- 
ment. 

The  degrees  of  excitement  are  three. 

The  KHses  are  the  sources  of  all  knowledge  to  the  mind, 
consequently  their  evidence  claims  the  strongest  a».cent. 

Thedeci-iion  of  the  mind,  founded  upon  our  own  cx{)erienco, 
derived  from  these  source*.  cl:iim<  the  next  degree. 

The  experience  of  othen>,  which  addresses  itself  to  the 
former  one,  occupies  the  lowent  degree. 

(A  graduated  »cule,  on  which  frhuul<l  be  marked  the  capa- 
bilities  of  propi.>sitions  to  approach  the  test  of  the  sen^s, 
woulii  be  a  just  barometer  of  the  belief  which  ought  to  be 
attiichcd  to  them.) 

Cou<equcncly,  no  testimony  can  be  admitted  which  is  con 
trar}-  to  reason ;  reason  is  founded  on  the  evidence  of  our 
senses. 

Every  proof  may  be  referred  to  one  of  these  three  di\i!>ions. 
it  is  to  be  considered  what  arguments  we  receive  from  each 
of  them,  which  should  convince  us  of  the  existence  of  a 
Deity. 

1st.  The  evidence  of  the  senses.  If  the  Deity  should  ap 
pear  to  us,  if  he  should  convince  our  aenscs  of  his  existence, 
LbiB  revelation  would  necfssarily  command  belief.    Thoee  to 
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irkom  the  Deity  has  thus  appeared  hav3  the  strongest  possi- 
ble conviction  of  his  existence.  But  the  God  of  theologiaiu 
is  incapable  of  local  visibility. 

2d.  Reason.  It  is  urged  that  man  knows  that  whatever  is, 
most  either  have  had  a  beginning,  or  have  existed  from  all 
•temity ;  he  also  knows,  that  whatever  is  not  eternal  must 
have  had  a  cause.  When  this  reasoning  is  applied  to  the 
universe,  it  is  necessary  to  prove  that  it  was  created :  until  that 
is  clearly  demonstrated,  we  may  reasonably  suppose  that  it 
has  endured  from  all  eternity.  We  must  prove  design  before 
we  can  infer  a  designer.  The  oiily  idea  which  we  cau  form  of 
causation  is  derivable  from  the  constant  conjunction  of  ob- 
jects, and  the  consequent  inference  of  one  from  the  other.  In 
a  case  where  two  propositions  are  diametrically  opposite,  the 
mind  believes  that  which  is  least  incomprehensible:  — it  is 
easier  to  suppose  that  the  universe  has  existed  from  all  eter- 
nity, than  to  conceive  a  being  beyond  its  limits  capable  of 
creating  it:  if  the  mind  sinks  beneath  the  weight  of  one,  is  it 
an  alleviation  to  increase  the  intolerubiltty  of  the  burden  ? 

The  other  argument,  which  is  founded  on  a  man's  knowl- 
edge of  his  own  existence,  stands  thus.  A  man  knows  not 
only  that  he  now  is,  but  that  once  he  was  not;  consequently 
there  must  have  been  a  cause.  But  our  idea  of  causation  is 
alone  derivable  from  the  constant  conjunction  of  objects 
and  the  consequent  inference  of  one  from  the  other:  and  rea- 
soning experimentally,  we  can  only  infer  from  effects,  causes 
exactly  adequate  to  those  effects.  But  there  certainly  is  a 
generative  power  which  is  effected  by  certain  instruments; 
we  cannot  prove  that  it  is  inherent  in  these  instruments,  nor 
is  the  contrary  hypothesis  capable  of  demonstration ;  we  ad- 
mit that  the  generative  power  is  incomprehensible;  but  to 
suppose  that  the  same  effect  is  produced  by  an  eternal, 
omniscient,  omnipotent  being,  leaves  the  cause  in  the  same 
obscurity,  but  renders  it  more  incomprehensible. 

3d.  Testimony.  It  is  required  that  testimony  should  not 
be  contrary  to  reason.  The  testimony  that  Uie  Deity  con- 
vinces the  senses  of  men  of  his  existence  can  only  be  ad- 
toitied  by  us,  if  our  mind  considers  it  less  probable  that  these 
nan  should  have  been  deceived,  than  that  the  Deity  should 
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b«Te  appeared  to  them.  Onr  reason  can  never  admit  dw 
teetimonj  of  men,  who  not  onl j  decUire  that  ther  were  eye- 
witnesses of  miracleis  bntthat  the  Deity  was  irrationa];  for 
he  commanded  that  he  should  be  believed,  he  proposed  the 
highest  rewards  for  faith,  eternal  punishments  for  disbelief: 
we  can  onlv  command  Tolontarv  actions ;  belief  is  not  an  aot 
of  volition;  the  mind  is  even  passive,  or  involoDtarily  active: 
from  this  it  is  evident  that  we  have  no  sufficient  testimony, 
or  rather  that  testimony  is  insufficient,  to  prove  the  being  of 
a  Ood.  It  has  been  before  shown  that  it  cannot  be  deduced 
from  reason.  They  alone,  then,  who  have  been  convinced  by 
the  evidence  of  the  senMs,  can  believe  it 

Hence  it  is  evident  that,  having  no  proofs  from  any  of  the 
three  sources  of  conviction,  the  mind  caunol  believe  tlie  ex- 
istence of  a  creative  God:  it  is  also  evident  that,  as  belief  is 
a  passion  of  the  mind,  no  degree  of  criminality  is  attacliabl) 
to  disbelief;  and  that  they  only  are  reprehensible  who  neg- 
lect  to  retnore  the  false  medium  through  which  their  mind 
views  any  subject  of  discussion.  Kvery  reflecting  mind 
must  acknowledge,  that  there  is  no  proof  of  the  existence  of 
a  Deity. 

God  is  n  hypothesis,  and  us  such,  stands  in  need  of  pnx>f;  the 
onus  probamli  rests  on  the  theist.  Sir  Isaac  Newton  says: 
"  Hypothe-ies  non  fingo,  qnicquid  enim  ex  phenomenis  non 
dcducitur  hypothc*!*  vocanda  est,  el  hypotheses  vel  metA- 
physicic,  vcl  physicn?,  vel  qualitatum  <K;cult:initn,  scu  me- 
chanicae,  in  philo^ophia  locum  non  habent."  To  all  proofs 
of  the  existence  of  a  creative  Grtd  apply  this  valuable  rule. 
We  see  a  variety  of  bodies  possessing  a  variety  of  powers; 
wc  merely  know  tlicir  effects;  we  are  in  a  state  of  ignorance 
with  respect  to  their  e«sence«  and  cnu<es.  These  Xewton 
call*  the  pht»iiomena  of  thing*:  but  the  pride  of  pliilo^ophy 
•9  unwilling  to  admit  its  ignorance  of  their  causes.  From 
the  phenomena,  which  are  the  objects  of  our  senses,  we  at- 
tempt to  infer  a  cause,  which  we  call  Got!,  and  gratuitoii<ly 
endow  it  with  all  negative  and  contradictory  qualities.  From 
IhLs  hypothe<i*  we  invent  this  general  name,  to  conceal  our 
ignorance  of  causes  and  essences.  The  being  called  Go<l  by  no 
means  answers  with  the  conditions  prescribed  by  Newtont 
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it  bwn  vrtTj  mark  of  a  veil  woven  by  philosophical  conceit, 
to  hide  the  ignorance  of  philosophers  even  from  themselves. 
They  borrow  the  threads  of  its  texture  from  the  anthropo- 
morphism of  the  vnlgar.  Words  have  been  used  by  sophists 
for  the  same  purposes,  from  the  occult  qualities  of  the  Peri- 
patetics to  the  eluvium  of  Boyle  and  the  crinitiea  or  nebula 
of  ilerschel.  God  is  represented  as  infinite,  eternal,  incom- 
prehensible: he  is  contained  under  every  jiredicate  in  turn  that 
tlie  k^io  of  ignorance  could  fabricate.  Even  bis  worshippers 
allow  that  it  is  impossible  to  form  any  idea  of  him;  they  ex< 
claim  with  the  French  poet,  — 

Pour  dire  ce  qu'il  est,  il  faut  fitre  lui-mSroe. 

Lord  Bacon  says,  that  "atheism  leaves  to  man  reason, 
philosophy,  natural  piety,  laws,  reputation,  and  everything 
that  can  serve  to  conduct  him  to  virtue;  but  superstition  de- 
stroys all  these,  and  erects  itself  into  a  tyranny  over  the 
understandings  of  men:  hence  atheism  never  disturbs  the 
government,  but  renders  mnn  more  cienr-sigiited,  since  he 
sees  nothing  beyond  the  boundaries  of  the  present  life."  — 
Bacon* 8  Aforal  Essays* 

La  premiere  th^ologie  de  I'homme  lui  fit  d'abord  craindre 
et  adorer  les  ^I<5mcntH  mfime,  des  objets  mut^riels  et  grossiers; 
i)  rendit  ensuite  ses  hommnges  h  de?  agents  pr(^sidents  aux 
^I^nientu,  a  des  gt'nies  inf^rieurs,  h  des  h^ros,  ou  k  des  bom- 
mes  don<?8  de  grandes  qualit^s.  A  force  de  r^fl^cliir,  ii  crut 
simplifier  les  choses  en  soumcttnnt  In  nature  enti6re  k  no 
seul  agent,  k  nn  esprit,  ii  une  hme  universelle,  qui  mettntt 
cette  nature  et  ses  parties  en  mouvement.  En  remontant  de 
causes  en  causes,  les  niortels  ont  fini  par  ne  rien  voir;  et  c*est 
dans  cette  obscuritd  qu'ils  ont  placd  leur  Dieu;  c'ost  dans  cct 
abime  t^n^breux  que  leur  imagination  inquifete  tnivaiJle  tou- 
jonrs  a  se  fabriquer  des  chimferes,  qui  les  affligeront  jusqu'i 
te  que  la  connoissnnco  de  la  nature  les  d^trompe  des  fan- 
tomes  quMIs  ont  toujours  si  vainement  adores. 

Si  nous  voulons  nous  rendre  compte  de  nos  idees  snr  la 

•  "Of  SupwrBUUon."  — Am.  Kd. 
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Divinity,  nous  serons  obliges  de  conveutr  que,  [  ar  le  mol  IXtm, 
les  hommes  ii'ont  jamats  pu  designer  que  la  cause  la  ploft 
cach^,  la  plus  ^loign^,  la  plus  inconnue,  des  effets  qn'Us 
voyoient:  ils  ne  font  usage  de  ce  mot,  que  lorsque  le  jeu  des 
causes  naturelles  et  connues  cesse  d'etre  visible  pour  enx; 
dhi  qu'ils  perdent  le  fil  de  ccs  causes,  ou  d^s  que  leur  esprit 
ne  peut  plus  en  suivre  la  oliaine,  ils  trancbent  leur  difficult«;» 
et  tenninent  leurs  recherches  en  appellant  Dieu  la  deniiore 
des  causes,  c'est-JMlire  celle  qui  est  au-dela  de  toutes  les 
causes  quMU  connoissent;  ainsi  ils  ne  font  qu'assigner  une 
denomination  vague  iiune  cause  ignor^k  laquelle  leur  pa- 
resse  ou  les  bomes  de  leurs  coiinoissaiices  les  forcent  de  s*arr6- 
ter.  Toutes  les  fois  qu'on  nous  dit  que  Dieu  est  I'auteur  de 
quelque  ph^nomdne,  cela  signlfie  qu*on  ignore  comment 
un  tel  phdnom^ne  pu  s'op^rer  par  le  secours  des  forces 
ou  des  causes  que  nous  connoissons  dans  la  nature.  (Test 
niusi  que  le  coramun  des  hommes,  dont  Pignorance  est  le 
purtage,  attribue  &  la  Divinit^  nou  seulement  les  effets  inusit^ 
qui  les  fnippent,  mais  encore  les  ^vdnemens  les  plus  simples, 
dont  le»  causes  sout  les  plus  faciles  a  connoitre  pour  quicon- 
que  a  pu  les  mi^diter.  En  un  mot,  I'homme  a  toujours  re- 
spect^ les  causes  inconnues  des  effets  surpreiians,  que  son 
ignorance  Tempfichoit  de  d^meler.  Ce  fut  sur  les  debris  de 
la  nature  que  les  hommes  ^lev^rent  le  colosse  imagiimire  de 
la  Divinitt*.  ^ 

Si  Pigiiornnce  de  la  nature  donna  la  nnissnnce  aux  dieuz, 
la  connoissance  de  In  nature  est  fuite  pour  les  d^truire.  A 
niesure  que  rhomrae  s'iiistruit,  ses  forces  et  ses  ressources 
augmentont  avcc  ses  lumieres;  les  sciences,  les  arts  conser- 
rateurs,  T Industrie,  lui  founiissent  des  secours;  rexp^rience 
le  rassure  ou  lui  procure  des  moyens  de  r^j? ister  aux  effoi  ts 
de  bien  des  causes  qui  cessent  de  I'alarraer  d6s  qu'il  les  a 
connues.  En  un  mot,  ses  terreiir*  se  dissipent  dans  la  meme 
proportion  que  son  esprit  s'^claire.  L'homme  instruit  cesse 
c'4tre  superstitieux. 

Ce  n'est  jamais  que  sur  parole  que  des  peuples  entiers 
adoront  le  Dieu  de  leurs  p^res  et  de  leurs  prStres:  Tautorit^, 
la  confiance.  la  soumis^ion,  et  I'hnbitude,  leur  tiennent  lieu 
de  convictiou  et  de  preuves ;  ils  se  prostement  et  prient,  paice 
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qne  lenra  pires  leur  ont  appris  it  so  proaterner  et  prier:  mats 
poarqaot  ceux-ci  se  sont-ils  mis  ^genoux?  C'est  qne  dans 
las  temps  ^loign^s  lears  I^gislateurs  et  lenra  gnides  leur  en 
ont  fait  an  devoir.  "  Adorez  et  croyez,"  ont-ils  dit,  "  des 
dienxque  vous  ne  pouvez  cornprendre:  rapportez-vous-en  h 
notre  wgesse  profonde;  nous  en  savons  plus  que  vons  sur  la 
Divinity."  Mais  ponrquoi  m'en  rapporterois.je  k  vous* 
"  CTest  que  Dieu  le  rent  ainsi,  c'est  que  Dieu  vous  punira  si 
Toas  osez  r^sister."  Mais  ce  Dieu  n'est-il  dono  pas  la  chose 
en  question  ?  Cepeiidant  les  hommes  se  sont  toujonra  payds  de 
ce  cercle  ▼icieux;  la  paresse  de  leur  esprit  leur  fit  trouver 
plus  court  de  s'en  rapporter  au  jugement  des  antres.  Toutes 
les  notions  religienses  sont  fondles  nniquenient  sur  rautoritd; 
toutes  les  religions  dn  monde  d^fendent  Texamen,  et  ne  veu- 
lent  pas  que  Ton  raisoune;  c'est  Tantorit^  qui  Teut  qu'on 
croie  en  Dieu ;  ce  Dieu  n'est  lui-mdme  fond^  qne  sur  I'au- 
torit^  de  quelques  hommes  qui  pr^tendent  le  connottre,  et 
yenir  de  sa  part  pour  Pannoncer  k  la  terre.  Un  Dieu  fait  par 
les  hommes,  a  sans  doute  besoin  des  hommes  pour  se  faire 
eonnoltre  nux  hommes. 

Ne  seroit-ce  done  que  pour  des  prfitres,  des  inspires,  des 
mdtaphysiciens,  qne  seroit  rdserr^  la  conviction  de  I'exlst- 
cnce  d'un  Dieu,  que  Ton  dit  ndanmoins  si  ndcessaire  k  tout 
le  genre  humain?  Mais  trouvons>nous  de  I'harmonie  entre 
les  opinions  th€oIogiques  de  diffi^rens  inspire,  ou  des  pen- 
senra  rdpandus  sur  la  terre?  Ceux  mdme  qui  font  profession 
d'adorer  le  mfime  Dieu,  sont-ils  d'accord  sur  son  compte? 
Sont-ils  contents  des  preuves  que  leurs  collogues  apportens 
de  son  existence?  Sonscrivent-ils  unanimement  anx  id^es 
qu'ils  pr^sentent  sur  sa  nature,  sur  sa  conduite,  sur  sa  fa^on 
d'entendre  sea  prdtendus  oracles?  Est-il  une  contrde  sur  la 
terre,  oil  la  science  de  Dieu  se  soit  rdellement  perfectionnde? 
A-t-elle  pris  quelque  part  la  consistance  et  runiformitd  que 
nous  voyons  prendre  aux  connoissances  humaines,  aux  arts 
les  plus  futiles,  anx  metiers  les  plus  mdpris^?  Les  mote 
d*eqirU,  dUmmatMalili,  de  creation,  de  prMeitination,  de  grace ; 
cette  foule  de  distinctions  subtiles  dont  la  thcologie  s'est  par- 
tout  remplie  dans  quelques  pays;  ces  inventions  si  ng^nieo* 
sea,  imagindes  par  des  peuseurs  qui  se  sont  succddes  depnis 
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tant  de  si^cles,  n*ont  fait,  b^lasl  qa'embrooiller  1m  eb 
»t  jamais  la  science  la  plus  n^cessaire  aux  hommes  n'a  joa* 
quMci  pu  acqa^rir  la  moindre  fixity.  Depnis  des  miUiers 
d'ann^es,  ces  rfiveurs  oisifs  se  soot  perp^taelleraeDt  relay^ 
poor  mdditer  la  Divinity,  pour  deviner  ses  voies  cacb^es, 
pour  inventer  des  hypotheses  propres  k  developper  cette 
<fnigme  importante.  Leur  peu  de  sneers  u'a  point  d^conr- 
agd  la  vanity  tb^ologique ;  toujours  on  a  pari^  de  Dieu :  on 
i'e«t  ^gorg^  pour  lui,  et  cet  8tre  sublime  demeure  toujours 
le  plus  ignor^  et  le  plus  discut^. 

Les  hommes  aurotent  it6  trop  heureux,  si,  se  bomant  aux 
objets  vistbles  qui  les  iut^ressent,  ils  eussent  employ^f  a  per- 
fectionner  leurs  sciences  relies,  leurs  lois,  leur  morale,  leur 
Education,  la  moiti6  des  eSbrts  qu'ils  <h  i  mis  dans  leurs  re- 
cherches  sur  la  Divinity.  lis  auroient  ^t^  bien  plus  sages 
encore,  et  plus  fortunes,  s'ils  eussent  pu  eonsentir  k  latsser 
leurs  guides  d^soeuvr^  se  quereller  entre  eux,  et  sonder  des 
profondenrs  capables  de  les  ^tourdir,  sans  se  mfiler  de  leurs 
disputes  in$en»^es.  Mais  il  est  de  I'essence  de  rignornnce 
d'attacher  de  Timportance  h  ce  qa'elle  ne  coinprend  pas.  La 
vanitt^  humaine  fiiit  que  I'esprit  se  ruidit  centre  les  difficult^s. 
Plus  un  objet  se  ddrobe  a  no*  yeux,  plus  nous  faisons  d'ef- 
forta  pour,  le  saisir,  parccque  dfes  lors  il  aiguillonne  notre 
orgneil,  il  excite  notre  curio9it(?,  il  nous  parolt  irit^ressant. 
En  combattant  pour  son  Dieu  cbacun  ne  corabattit  en  effet 
que  pour  les  int^rfits  de  sa  propre  vauite,  que,  de  toutes  les 
passions  produites  par  la  mal-organisation  de  la  socit't^,  est 
la  plus  prorapte  h  s'alarmer,  et  la  plus  propre  h  produire  de 
trds-grandes  folies. 

Si,  <Jcartant  pour  un  moment  les  iddes  ficheuies  que  la 
th<'ologie  nous  donne  d'un  Dieu  cnpricieux,  dont  les  dckrets 
partiaux  et  despotiques  d^cident  dn  sort  des  huraains,  nous 
ne  voulons  fixer  nos  yeux  que  sur  la  bont^  pr^tendue  que 
tous  les  hommes,  m6me  en  tremblant  devant  ce  Dieu,  s'ac- 
cordent  a  lui  donnor;  si  nous  hii  supposons  lo  projet  qu'on 
lui  prite,de  n'avoir  travailld  que  pour  .-a  propre  gloire ;  d'exiger 
les  hommages  des  fitres  intellijrciis ;  de  ne  cheroher  dans  aes 
(Burres  que  le  bien-€tre  du  genre  humain;  comment  conci< 
lier  ses  vues  et  ses  dispositions  avec  I'ignorance  vrafmeut 
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inrinoibie  dans  laquelle  ce  Dieu,  si  glorieux  et  si  bon,  laisse  la 
plapart  des  homnies  snr  son  compte?  Si  Dieu  veut  6tt« 
eonaa,  cMri,  remarci^,  que  ne  se  montre-t-il  soiis  des  traits 
favorablM  k  tous  ces  6tres  intelligens  dont  il  veat  6tre  aim^ 
at  tuiori?  Pourquoi  ue  point  se  manirester  k  touta  In  terre 
d'une  fa^n  non  Equivoque,  bien  plus  capable  de  nous  con- 
raincre,  que  ces  r^^lations  particuli^res  qui  semblent  ac- 
eusor  la  Divinity  d'uue  partiality  f&cheuse  pour  quelques- 
aoea  de  ses  or^tures?  Le  Tout-Puissant  n*auroit-iI  done  paa 
des  moyens  plus  conrainquans  de  se  montrer  auz  hommes 
que  ces  m^tamorpboses  ridicules,  ces  incarnations  pr^ten- 
daes,  qui  nous  sont  attest^es  par  des  ^crivains  si  pen  d*accord 
entre  eux  dans  les  recits  qu'ils  en  font?  Au  lieu  de  tant  de 
miracles  inv^nt^s  pour  prouver  la  mission  divine  de  tant  de 
l^slateurs  r^v^r^  par  les  diffdrens  pcnples  du  monde,  le  sou- 
verain  des  esprits  ne  pouvoit-il  pas  convaincre  tout  d'un 
coup  l*e$prit  humain  des  choses  qu'il  a  vonlu  lui  faire 
connoltre?  Au  lieu  de  su?peiidre  un  soleil  dans  la  voflte  du 
firmament;  au  lieu  de  rdpandre  sans  ordre  les  ^toiles  et  les 
constellations  qui  remplissent  I'espace,  n'eflt-il  pas  ^t^  plus 
conforme  aux  vnes  d'un  Dieu  jnloux  de  sa  gloire  et  si  blen- 
intentionn^  peur  I'homme,  d'<^crire  d'une  fa^on  non  sujette  h 
dispute,  son  nom,  ses  attributs,  ?es  volont^s  permanentes,  en 
caract^res  ineffa^ablei*,  et  lisibles  dgalement  pour  tous  les 
babitans  de  la  terre?  Personne  alora  n'nuroit  pu  douter  de 
Texistence  d'un  Dieu,  de  ses  volontds  claires,  de  ses  intentions 
visibles.  Sous  les  yeux  de  ce  Dieu  si  terrible  personne  n'au- 
roit  eu  I'audace  de  violer  ses  ordonnances ;  nul  mortel  n'eflt  eu 
le  front  d'en  imposer  en  son  nom,  ou  d'interpr^ter  ses  volont^s 
suivant  ses  propres  fantaisies. 

En  cffet,  qnnnd  m§me  on  admettroit  I'existence  du  Dieu 
th^ologique,  et  la  r^alit4  des  attributs  si  discordans  qu'on  lui 
donne.  Ton  ne  pent  en  rien  conclure  pour  autoriser  la  con- 
duite  ou  les  cultes  qu'on  present  de  lui  rendre.  La  th(5o!ogie 
est  vraim^nt  U  tonneau  det  Danaldes,  A  force  de  qualit^s 
contradictoircs  et  d'assertions  hasardces,  ella  a,  pour  ainsi 
dire,  tellement  garotte  son  Dieu  qu'elle  I'a  mis  dans  Timpoa- 
sibilitiS  d'agir.  S*il  est  infiniment  bon,  quelle  niieon  aurions 
oousde  la  craindre?    S'il  est  inflniment  sage,  de  qnoi  nous 
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iBfBlAer  mrnotrtMct?  8*0  Nit  toot,  pourqnol  rsfwtfr  di 
Mt  betotna,  et  !•  fktlgnar  de  nw  pri«m7  8*U  art  putont, 
poaninoi  hit  <lav«r  (ta  tmnplM?  Snt  eat  nudtrB  de  font, 
ponninoi  Inl  fkire  det  nerilloM  «t  dw  oflhuid«i?  8'U  ett 
{MtAi  eommeDt  eroin  qu*n  pontaM  dw  creatures  qa*il «  rem- 
pUw  da  folblBMaa  7  81  la  graea  flilt  tout  en  ellei^  quelle  imi< 
■on  un^t41  de  lea  rteompensar?  8*11  eat  tont^pnisMuit,  eom- 
Kant  rotbnaer,  comment  hii  reriiter?  8'il  est  raiMonable* 
•omment  ae  mettrait-U  an  otAhn  oontre  dea  avenglea,  it  qui  il  a 
Uaa<  la  llbetK  de  a  dArataonner!  8*11  eat  immnable,  de  quel 
droit  in-^tendriana-ooaafidraohaageraeadderata?  S*iIinoon- 
eeTable,poQrqnoiiioiiaanooeaper?  8*ii.APABLd,r<HmQoot 
VvnymMM  >*m^iL  tab  ooxtaimcit?  8*11  la  connaisaance 
d'on  Dien  eat  la  phia  n^eeaialre,  ponrqaol  n'eat^e  pas  la 
pins  ^rldentef  et  la  phia  claire?  —  8g$lim»  de  la  Natmrt. 
Limdom^  1781. 

The  enlightened  and  benevolent  Pliny  thus  pnblicly  pro- 
ftsses  himself  an  atheist: — Qnapropter  effigiem  Dei  fop- 
mamqne  quarese,  imbeoiUltatis  bumaiiaB  reor.  Qaisquis  est 
Dens  (si  mode  eat  alins)  et  qaacanqne  in  parte,  totus  est 
aensns,  totns  est  Tisns,  totus  anditos,  totus  animae,  totus 

animi,  totns  sni Imperfeetaa  Tero  in  bomine  natura 

pTBcipua  solatia  ne  Denm  qnidem  posse  omnia.  Mamqne 
neo  aibi  potest  mortem  consciscere,  si  velit,  quod  homini 
dedit  optimum  in  tantis  Titaa  pconis;  neo  mortales  aeter- 
nltate  donate,  ant  reTocare  defanctos;  nee  facere  nt  qui 
Tixit  non  yixerit,  qui  honoiea  gessit  non  gesserit;  nullnm- 
qne  habere  in  pnateritum  jus,  pnsterquam  oblivionis;  atque 
(ut  facetis  quoque  argnmentis  societas  hiDc  cum  deo  co- 
pnletnr)  ut  bis  dena  Tiginti  non  sint,  et  multa  similiter 
efBoere  non  posse.  Per  qua  deelaiatur  hand  dnbie  natnraB 
potentiam  Id  quoqae  esse,  quod  Deum  Tocamus.— Pux.  Not. 
BkL  cap.  de  Iko»» 

The  ccHisistent  Newtonian  is  necessarily  an  atheist  See 
Sir  W.  DRUXXOirD'B  Aeademieal  Qaesfums,  chap.  iiUf  —  Sir 
W.  aeema  to  consider  the  atheism,  to  which  it  leads,  as  a 

BiMklLstaaplU    -  ▲!!.■».  t  Book  iL  ehap.  Ui.  —  Am.  Sa 
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lofDeieut  presumption  of  the  falsehood  of  the  system  of  graT< 
Itation;  bat  surely  it  is  more  consistent  with  the  good  faith 
of  philosophy  to  admit  a  deduction  from  facts  than  a  hypothe> 
sis  incapable  of  proof,  although  it  might  militate  with  tho 
obstinate  preconceptions  of  the  mob.  Had  this  author,  in- 
stead of  inveighing  against  the  guilt  and  absurdity  of  atheism, 
demonstrated  its  falsehood,  his  conduct  would  have  been 
more  suited  to  the  modesty  of  the  sceptic  and  the  toleration 
of  the  philosopher. 

Omnia  enim  per  Dei  potentiam  facta  sunt:  imo,  quia  natu- 
m  potently  nulla  est  nisi  ipsa  Dei  potentia,  certum  est  nos 
SAtenus  Dei  potontiam  non  intelligere,  quatenus  causas  natu- 
rales  ignoramus ;  adeoque  stulte  ad  eandem  Dei  potentiam  re- 
curritnr,  quando  rei  nlicujus  causara  naturelero,  hoc  est,  ipsam 
Del  potentiam,  ignoramus.  —  Spi2(oza,  TracL  Tktologico- 
Poi,  chap.  1.  p.  14.* 

Note  14,  p.  62. 
Ahatuerus,  rue  I 

"Ahasnerus  the  Jew  crept  forth  from  the  dark  cav«  of 
Mount  Carmel.  Near  two  thousand  years  have  elapsed  since 
he  was  first  goaded  by  never-ending  restlessness  to  rove  the 
globe  from  pole  to  pole.  When  our  Lord  was  wearied  with 
the  burden  of  hi<i  ponderous  cross,  and  wanted  to  rest  be- 
fore  the  door  of  Ahasuerus,  the  unfeeling  wretch  drove  him 
away  with  brutality.  The  Saviour  of  mankind  staggered, 
sinking  under  the  heavy  load,  but  uttered  no  complaint.  An 
angel  of  deiith  appeared  before  Ahasuerus,  and  exclaimed 
indignantly,  *  Barbarian !  thou  hast  denied  rest  to  the  Son  of 
Man;  be  it  denied  thee  also,  untU  he  comes  to  judge  the 
world.' 

**  A  black  demon,  let  looite  from  hell  upon  Ahasnems,  goads 
bim  now  from  country  to  country;  he  is  denied  the  consola- 
tion which  death  affords,  and  precluded  from  the  rest  of  the 
peaceful  grave. 

•*  Ahasuerus  crept  forth  from  the  dark  cave  of  Mount 

•  C«p.i.  {44.  — Ah.  Ki>. 
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Carmel;  he  shook  the  dxut  from  his  beard,  and  taking  up  ou« 
of  the  skalls  heaped  there,  hurled  it  down  the  eminence;  it 
lebounded  from  the  earth  in  shivered  atoms:  '  This  was  my 
&ther!'  reared  Ahasueros.  Seven  more  skulls  rolled  down 
from  rock  to  rock;  while  the  infuriate  Jew,  following  them 
with  ghastly  looks,  exclaimed,  *  And  these  were  ray  wires!  * 
He  still  continued  to  hurl  down  skull  after  skull,  roaring  in 
dreadful  accents,  'And  these,  and  these,  and  these  were  my 
children!  They  couU  die;  but  I!  reprobate  wretch, —  alas! 
I  cannot  die!  Dreadful  beyond  conception  is  the  judgment 
that  hangs  over  me.  Jerusalem  fell,  —  I  cru!>hed  the  sucking 
babe,  and  precipitated  myself  into  the  destructive  flames. 
I  cursed  the  Romans,  —  but,  alas,  ahis !  the  restless  curse  held 
me  by  the  hair,  —  and  I  could  not  die ! 

" '  Rome,  the  giantesii,  fell.  I  placed  myself  before  the  fall- 
ing statue,  — 'she  fell,  atid  did  not  crush  me.  Nations  sprang 
up  and  disappeared  before  me;  but  I  remained,  and  did  not 
die.  From  cloud-encircled  cliffs  did  I  precipitate  myself  in- 
to the  ocean;  but  the  foaming  billows  cast  mo  upon  the 
jhore,  and  the  burning  arrow  of  existence  pierced  my  cold 
heart  ag»Jn.  I  leaped  into  Ktna's  flaming  abyss,  ami  roared 
with  the  giants  for  ten  long  months,  polluting;  with  my  groans 
the  mount's  sulphureous  mouth,  —  ah !  ten  long  months. 
The  volcano  fermented,  and  in  a  fiery  stream  of  lava  cast  me 
up.  I  lay  torn  by  the  torture-snakes  of  hell  amid  the  glowing 
cinder*,  and  yet  continued  to  exist.  —  A  forest  was  on  fire: 
I  darted,  on  wings  of  fury  and  despair,  into  the  crackling 
wood.  Fire  dropped  upon  ine  from  the  tree?*,  but  the  flames 
only  singed  my  limbs;  alas!  it  could  not  consume  them. — 
I  now  mixed  with  the  butchers  of  mankind,  and  piunged  in 
the  tempest  of  the  raging  battle.  I  roared  defiance  to  the 
infuriate  Gaul,  <lefiance  to  the  victorious  German;  but  ai^ 
rows  and  spears  rebounded  in  shivers  from  my  body.  The 
Saracen's  flaming  sword  broke  upon  my  skull;  b.ills  in  vain 
hissed  upon  me;  the  lightnings  of  battle  glared  harmless 
around  my  loins;  in  vain  did  the  elephant  trample  on  me,  in 
vain  the  iron  hoof  of  the  wrathful  steed!  The  mine,  big 
with  destructive  power,  burst  under  me,  and  hurled  me  high 
D  the  air,  —  I  fell  on  heaps  cf  smoking  limbs,  but  was  only 
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loged.  The  giant's  steel  club  rebounded  from  my  body; 
the  executioner's  hand  could  not  strangle  me,  the  tiger's 
tooth  could  not  pierce  rae,  nor  would  the  hungry  lion  in  the 
circus  devour  tne.  I  cohabited  with  poisonous  snakes,  and 
pinched  the  red  crest  of  the  dragon.  The  serpent  stung,  but 
could  not  destroy  me.  The  dragon  tormented,  but  dared 
not  to  devour  me.  —  I  now  provolced  the  fury  of  tyrants:  I 
said  to  Nero,  Thou  art  a  bloodhound !  1  said  to  Christiem, 
Thou  art  a  bloodhound!  I  said  to  Muley  Ismael,  Thou  art 
•  bloodhound !     The  tyrants  invented  cruel  torments,  but  did 

not  kill  me. Ha!  not  to  be  able  to  die,  — not  to  be  able 

to  die,  not  to  be  permitted  to  rest  after  the  toils  of  life;  to  be 
doomed  to  be  imprisoned  forever  in  this  clay-fonued  dungeon; 
to  be  forever  clogged  with  this  worthless  body,  its  load  of 
diseases  and  infirmities ;  to  be  condemned  to  hold  for  millea- 
ninms  that  yawning  monster,  Sameness,  and  Time,  that 
hungry  hyena,  ever  bearing  children,  and  ever  devouring 
■gain  her  offspring!  —  Hal  not  to  be  permitted  to  die!  Aw- 
ftil  avenger  in  henven,  hast  thou  in  thine  armourj'  of  wrath  a 
punishment  more  dreadful?  then  let  it  thunder  upon  me; 
command  a  harricane  to  sweep  me  down  to  the  foot  of 
Carmel,  that  I  there  may  lie  extended,  may  pant,  and  writhe, 
and  die!' " 

This  fragment  is  the  translation  of  part  of  some  German 
work,  whose  title  I  have  vainly  endeavoured  to  discover.  I 
picked  it  up,  dirty  and  torn,  some  years  ago,  in  Lincoln's-Inn 
Fields. 

The  following  sentence  (see  Hogg's  Life  of  Shelley,  vol.  i. 
p.  196)  forms  the  conclooion  of  this  fragment. 

"  And  Ahasoerus  dropped  down.  Night  covered  his  bristly 
wvelid.  The  angel  bore  mo  back  to  the  cavern.  '  Sleep  here,' 
s.iid  the  angel, '  sleep  in  peace ;  the  wrath  of  thy  Judge  is 
appea.sed.  When  thou  shalt  awake,  he  will  be  arrived,  —  he 
whose  klood  thou  sawest  upon  Golgotha,  whoee  mercy  is 
extended  even  to  thee.'  '* 
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A  bode  It  pat  Into  oar  huidt  whan  ehOdran,  eslled  tu 
UbK  tho  parport  of  vhoM  hbtovy  b  briefly  this:  tint  God 
iBida  tii»  wuth  in  rix  dajt,  and  tbara  planted  »  deliglitfiil 
garden,  in  whieh  he  {rfaeed  the  flnt  pair  of  hsnan  l>eing»;— 
in  the  mkbt  of  the  gardea  he  planted  a  tree,  vboM  fnXt, 
althoogh  within  thdr  reaoh,  thegr  ««•  fiifbtdden  to  toooh; 
^Ihat  the  DevU,  in  the  ihape  of  a  snake,  penoaded  them  to 
eat  of  thte  ftnit;  in  oonaeqneoce  of  whioh  God  condemned 
both  them  aad  their  poateritf  jet  nabora,  to  aatikiy  lUs  jot- 
Uee  by  tlieir  eternal  mlieiyi  that,  ibor  thoaaand  yean  after 
theae  event*,  (the  human  race  to  the  meanwhile  haring  gone 
unredeemed  to  perdition,)  God  engendered  with  the  betrothed 
wife  of  a  carpenter  in  Jodea,  (whose  irirginity  was  neverthe- 
lese  nniignred,)  and  begat  a  son,  whose  name  was  Jesus 
Christ,  and  who  was  crneified  and  died,  in  order  that  no 
more  men  might  be  devoted  to  hell-fire,  he  bearing  the  bur- 
den  of  his  Father's  displeasure  by  proxy.  The  book  states, 
hi  addition,  that  the  soul  of  whoever  disbelieves  this  sacrifice 
will  be  burned  with  everlasting  fire. 

During  many  ages  of  misery  and  darkness  this  story  gained 
inqtlieit  belief;  but  at  length  men  arose  who  suspected  that 
It  was  a  fable  and  imposture,  and  that  Jesus  Christ,  so  far 
from  being  a  God,  was  only  a  man  like  themselves.  But  a 
numerous  set  of  men,  who  derived  and  still  derive  immense 
emoluments  from  this  opinion  in  the  shape  of  a  popular  be- 
lief, told  the  vulgar  that,  if  they  did  not  believe  in  the  Bible, 
tiiey  would  be  damned  to  all  eternity;  and  burned,  im- 
prisoned, and  poisoned  all  the  unbiassed  and  unconnected 
kiquirers  who  occasionally  arose.  They  still  oppress  them, 
ks  fkr  a«  the  people,  now  become  more  enlightened,  will  al« 
Imr. 

The  belief  in  all  tfiat  the  Bible  contains,  is  called  Chris- 
tianity. A  Roman  governor  of  Jodea,  at  the  instances  of  a 
prieat4ed  mob,  crucified  a  man  called  Jesus  eighteen  cento- 
«iaB  ago.    He  was  a  man  of  pure  life,  who  desired  to  rescue 
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ab  coontrymen  from  the  tyranny  of  their  bnrbftroos  and  de> 
grading  saperstitionfl.  The  common  fate  of  all  who  desire 
to  benefit  mankind  awaited  him.  The  rabble,  at  the  instiga- 
tion of  the  priests,  demanded  bis  death,  althoagh  his  Tery 
jadge  made  public  acknowledgment  of  his  innocence.  Je- 
sus was  sacrificed  to  the  honor  of  that  Qod  with  whom  ha 
was  afterwards  confounded.  It  is  of  importance,  therefore, 
to  distinguish  between  the  pretended  character  of  this  being 
as  the  Son  of  God  and  the  Saviour  of  the  world,  and  his  real 
character  as  a  man,  who,  for  a  vain  attempt  to  reform  tb« 
world,  paid  the  forfeit  of  his  life  to  that  overbearing  tyranny 
which  has  since  so  long  desolated  the  universe  in  his  name. 
Whilst  the  one  is  a  hypocritical  demon,  who  announces 
himself  as  the  God  of  compassion  and  peace,  even  whilst  he 
stretches  forth  his  blood-red  hand  with  the  sword  of  discord 
to  waste  the  earth,  having  confessedly  devised  this  scheme  of 
desolation  from  eternity;  the  other  stands  in  the  foremost 
list  of  those  truo  heroes,  who  have  died  in  the  glorious  mar- 
tyrdom of  liberty,  and  have  braved  torture,  contempt,  and 
poverty  in  the  cause  of  suffering  humanity.* 

The  vulgar,  ever  in  extremes,  become  persuaded  that  the 
crucifixion  of  Jesus  was  a,  supernatural  event.  Testimonies 
of  miracles,  so  frequent  in  unenlightened  ages,  were  not 
wanting  to  prove  that  ho  was  something  divine.  The  belief, 
rolling  through  the  lapse  of  ages,  met  with  the  reveries  of 
Pluto  and  the  reasonings  of  Aristotle,  and  acquired  force  and 
extent,  until  the  divinity  of  Jesus  became  a  dogma,  which  to 
dispute  was  death,  which  to  doubt  was  infamy. 

Chrittianily  is  now  the  established  religion ;  he  who  attempts 
to  impugn  it  must  be  contented  to  behold  murderers  and 
traitors  take  precedence  of  him  in  public  opinion:  though,  if 
his  genius  be  equal  to  his  courage,  and  assisted  by  a  peculiar 
coalition  of  circumstances,  future  ages  may  exalt  him  to  a 
divinity,  and  persecute  others  in  his  name,  as  he  was  perse- 
cuted in  the  name  of  his  predecessors  in  the  homage  of  the 
world. 

The  same  means  that  have  supported  every  other  popular 

*  Since  writing  tbls  note,  I  bare  ssen  reason  to  saspcct  that  Jesoi 
«M  an  ambitious  man,  who  aspired  to  ti?e  throiM  of  Judea. 
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Micf,  havtt  nipportad  OhtMaaltj.  War,  imprfsooiiMat, 
■MMtlnatloii,  uhI  fidMbood,  —  detds  of  niwumpled  and 
Inoompanble  fttraoltj  have  muto  It  what  it  ta.  Tlie  blood 
ibad  by  the  TOtariM  of  the  God  of  mercy  and  peace,  siaee 
the  eatablbduneutof  his  leUgkm,  would  probably  sufBoe  to 
drown  all  other  eeotartes  now  on  the  habitable  ^obe.  We 
derive  from  ooraneetton  a  fkith  thni  fiwtered  and  inpported; 
we  qnanel,  penee&te,  and  hate,  flar  its  maintenanee.  Bves 
nnder  a  govenunant  whioli,  whibt  it  infiinges  tiie  veiy  rig^ 
of  thought  and  speeeh,  boasts  of  permitthig  the  liberty  of 
tiie  pras^,  a  man  is  i^thnied  and  impriaoned  beeaaae  he  is  a 
deist,  and  no  one  raiaea  his  voice  in  tlie  indignation  of  ontragad 
hninanlty.  Bat  it  ia  ever  a  proof  that  the  fidsehood  of  a 
Dropoaltion  Is  fUt  by  those  who  use  coereion,  not  reasoning^ 
«  procure  its  admission;  and  a  dispassionate  olnerver  would 
M  himself  more  powerfully  interested  in  favour  of  a  man 
fbo^  depending  on  the  truth  of  bis  opinioas,  simply  stated 
lis  reasons  for  eutertaining  them,  than  in  that  of  his  aggressor, 
who,  daringly  avowing  bis  unwillingness  or  incapacity  to 
answer  them  by  argument,  proceeded  to  repress  the  energies 
and  break  the  q>irit  of  their  promulgator  by  that  torture  and 
Imprisonment  whose  infliction  he  could  command. 

Analogy  seems  to  favour  the  opinion  that,  as,  like  other  sys- 
tems, Christianity  has  arisen  and  augmented,  so  lilce  them  it 
will  decay  and  perish;  that,  as  violence,  darkness,  and  deceit, 
not  reasoning  and  persuasion,  have  procured  its  admission 
among  mankind,  so,  when  euthosiasm  has  subsided,  and  time, 
that  infallible  controverter  of  false  opinion?,  has  involved  its 
pretended  evidences  in  the  darkness  of  antiquity,  it  will 
become  obsolete;  that  Hilton's  poem  alone  will  give  perma- 
iieooy  to  the  remembrance  of  its  absurdities;  and  that  men 
will  laugh  as  heartily  at  grace,  faith,  redemption,  and  original 
sin,  as  they  now  do  at  the  metamorphoses  of  Jupiter,  the  mfra* 
oles  of  Romish  saints,  the  efficacy  of  witchcraft,  and  the 
appearance  of  departed  spirits. 

Had  the  Christian  religion  commenced  and  continued  by 
the  mere  force  of  reasoning  and  persuasion,  the  preceding 
analogy  would  be  inadmissible.  We  should  never  speculate 
OB  the  fiitora  obsolateness  of  a  system  perfectly  oonformaUe 
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to  natare  and  reason;  it  would  endure  so  long  as  they  ao- 
dnred;  it  would  be  a  truth  as  indisputnble  as  the  light  of  th« 
ran,  the  criminality  of  murder,  and  other  facts,  whose  evi> 
dance,  depending  on  our  organization  and  relatiTe  situations, 
must  remain  acknowledged  as  satisfactory  so  long  as  man  is 
man.  It  is  an  incontrovertible  fact,  the  consideration  of 
which  ought  to  repress  the  hasty  conclusions  of  credulity,  or 
moderate  its  obstinacy  in  maintaining  them,  that,  had  the 
Jaws  not  been  a  fanatical  race  of  men,  had  even  the  resolu- 
tion of  Pontius  Pilate  been  equal  to  his  candour,  the  Chris- 
tian religion  never  could  have  prevailed  —  it  could  not  even 
have  existed :  on  so  feeble  a  thread  hangs  the  most  cherished 
opinion  of  a  sixth  of  the  human  race!  When  will  the  vul- 
gar learn  humility?  When  will  the  pride  of  ignorance  blush 
at  having  believed  before  it  could  comprehend? 

Either  the  Christian  religion  is  true,  or  it  is  false;  if  true, 
it  comes  from  God,  and  its  authenticity  can  admit  of  doubt 
and  dispute  no  further  than  its  omnipotent  author  is  willing 
to  allow.  Either  the  power  or  goodness  of  God  is  called  in 
question,  if  he  leaves  those  doctrines  most  essential  to  the 
well-being  of  man  in  doubt  and  dispute;  the  only  ones  which, 
since  their  promulgatioti,  have  been  the  subject  of  unceasing 
cavil,  the  cau!>e  of  irreconcilable  hatred.  If  God  ha$  apiduH^ 
why  is  Ike  univtrse  not  convinced  t 

There  is  this  passage  in  the  Christian  Scriptures :  '*  Those 
who  obey  not  God,  and  believe  not  the  Gospel  of  his  Sou 
shall  be  punished  with  everlasting  destruction."  This  is  the 
pivot  upon  which  all  religions  turn:  they  all  assume  that  it 
is  in  onr  power  to  believe  or  not  to  believe;  whereas  the  mind 
can  onlv  believe  that  which  it  thinks  true.  A  human  being 
can  only  bo  supposed  accountable  for  those  actions  which  are 
influenced  by  liis  will.  But  belief  is  utterly  distinct  from, 
and  unconnected  with,  volition;  it  is  the  apprehension  of  the 
agreement  or  disagreement  of  the  ideas  that  compose  any 
oroposition.  Belief  is  a  passion,  or  involuntary  operation  of 
the  mind,  and,  like  other  passions,  its  intensity  is  precisely 
proportionate  to  the  degrees  of  excitement.  Volition  is  essen- 
^al  to  merit  or  demerit.  But  the  Christian  religion  attaches 
the  highest  possible  degrees  of  merit  and  demerit  to  that  which 
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li  worthy  of  Mitbtr,  and  wtiUtt  b  totallj  ■noooueetod  witli 
the  pMialiar  ftevUy  of  tbe  mind,  vhoM  pnMnee  is  «Motbl  tt 
UMirbeingL 

tihristianl^  wm  Intoodod  to  ntem  th«  wodd.  Had  aa 
■nowise  Being  pUumed  it,  notUaf  Is  man  Improbable  than 
that  It  ihoold  have  fkned:  onniwieoaa  vmiU  infUlibly  have 
tonuMa  the  hratUitj  of  a  Mbame  wfaioh  ezperleoce  damoo> 
stmtas,  to  this  a0%  to  have  beeo  ottaify  oMWoeHfaL 

Ohristhuiitj  incokatea  the  neeenity  of  aopplicatinf  the 
IMtj.  Prayer  may  be  eoDstdttPBd  wider  two  poliita  of  Tiewt 
as  an  oideaToar  to  change  the  toteottoos  of  Qod,  or  as  a  for- 
mal  tastimooy  of  oar  obedienoe.  Bat  the  fbrmer  case  sap> 
poses  that  the  oapriees  of  a  limited  intelligeooe  can  oocasioo- 
ally  instruct  the  Creator  of  the  world  how  to  regnhto  the 
onivMse;  and  the  latter,  a  certain  degree  of  serrility  anaIo> 
fOBs  to  the  loyalty  demanded  by  earthly  tyrants.  Obedience 
Indeed  is  only  the  pitiful  and  cowardly  egotism  of  him  who 
thinks  that  he  can  do  something  better  than  reason. 

Christianity,  like  all  other  religions,  rests  apon  miracles, 
prophecies,  and  martyrdoms.  No  religion  ever  existed,  which 
had  not  its  prophets,  its  attested  miracles,  and  above  all, 
orowds  of  devotees  who  would  htu  patiently  the  most  hor- 
rible tortures  to  prove  its  authenticity.  It  should  appear 
that  in  no  case  can  a  discriminating  mind  subscribe  to  the 
genuineness  of  a  miracle.  A  miracle  is  an  infraction  of 
nature's  Uw,  by  a  supernatural  cnuse;  by  a  cause  acting 
beyond  that  eternal  circle  within  which  all  things  are  in- 
eluded.  God  breaks  through  the  law  of  nature,  that  he  may 
convince  mankind  of  the  truth  of  that  revelation,  which,  in 
•pito  of  his  precautions,  has  beeo,  since  its  introduction,  the 
snbjeet  of  unceasing  schism  and  cavil. 

Miracles  resolve  themselves  into  the  following  question:* 
Wh^er  it  is  more  probable  the  laws  of  nature,  hitherto  so 
immutably  harmonious,  should  have  undergone  violation,  or 
that  a  man  should  have  told  a  lie;  —  whether  it  is  more  prob- 
able that  we  are  ignorant  of  the  natural  cause  of  an  event 
jr  that  wo  know  the  supernatural  one;  —  that,  in  old  times, 

•  8se  Hooks's  aMsrs,  voL  U.  p.  121,  sss.  a. 
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tthe  {jowiirB  of  nnture  were  l«a»  known  than  ul  prefrCDt, 
tin  set  of  men  were  tliem»elve»  deoeiTed,  or  hnd  somo 
m^d^ti  tncitivo  for  ilcceiving  othera;  or  tbat  God  bc^vt  n  aon, 
who,  ill  lib  kgiskitloii,  inensuritig  merit  by  bclkf,  evidenced 
blmseif  to  be  lotidly  jgaoniut  of  the  powiird  uf  tlie  liurtiau 
wind,  — of  what  [»  volujiUwy,  antl  what  is  tlie  eontrnry? 

We  have  many  mttaucos  of  men  telling  lies;  rioto,  of  an 
Infrswtion  of  noture'i  laws,  those  law*  of  whoa^  governmenl 
ftlCMie  we  liflve  any  kuowMge  or  experience.  The  ^t:co^l8  of 
idl  [ution*  afford  Innuuieruble  inamucea  of  rtieu  d«t:ciiriiig 
Otliere  either  rroin  vnnity  or  interest,  or  thcmsielve*  being 
deceived  by  the  Utnitediiesfi  of  tlieir  viewa  und  tJieir  igno- 
muceof  natural  caiuea;  but  where  ii  the  iiccredited  caao  of 
God  liairing  coma  npan  etu-th  to  give  the  lie  to  td$  own  creo- 
UonsV  There  would  be  something  truly  wouilerfui  in  tlio 
nppennuice  of  a  gho^t;  but  the  (u»ertion  of  a  child  thut  he 
•aw  one  ia  he  passed  through  the  ctaurchyud  is  universally 
admitted  to  lu  Isss  miraculous. 

But  even  sup(>Qsitjg  that  a  luan  ahoald  raiae  n  dead  body 
to  life  faefore  your  eyes,  and  on  tl:ia  fact  re&t  hia  clnim  b> 
behig  considered  the  boq  of  Qod  —  tbe  Hntnsue  Society  re- 
«loreB  drowned  p«rtonaf  and  as  it  make«  no  mystery  of  the 
Oidlliod  it  employs,  its  meoihers  are  not  inietakeo  for  the  ftom 
of  God.  Ah  that  we  have  a  right  to  infer  from  our  ignomnce 
of  the  cause  of  any  event  b,  that  we  do  not  ktiow  iu  Had 
the  MeJiicaus  attended  tn  thli  einipie  rule  when  they  heard 
the  GKUsiou  of  the  Spaniardt^  ihay  would  not  have  cotuid^ 
•red  theoi  as  godi.  The  experimenta  nf  modeni  chemisty 
would  hiive  defied  tlio  tvUest  pbjloeopherft  of  aucient  Greeeo 
and  Rome  to  have  Hc^oUdted  (or  them  no  natural  principles. 
An  author  of  ntrong  oummou  ^etiia  baa  observed,  thnt,  **  a 
siiniole  U  no  tniracl*  at  second-hand":  he  naight  have  added, 
thai  a  mlr&ole  U  tui  miracle  ioi  any  ceae;  for  until  we  are 
ioqmalnted  with  all  natural  causes,  we  have  no  reason  to  ia> 
Igin*  oihoA 

There  remaim  to  be  cotiaSdered  another  proof  of  ChriKion- 
lly»  —  prophecy.  A  book  is  written  before  a  certain  event, 
lawliloh  this  eTent  ii  foretold ^  how  could  the  prophet  have 
toraknown  It  withunl  impiration?  how  could  h«  have  Umd 


iS8  irons  ov  quedt  icab. 

iMplrad  witbovt  OodI  The  graalMt  titnm  is  laM  on  tfai 
propheolM  of  MbiMud  Bmm  on  dM  dhpanion  of  tiM  Jtwsi 
and  that  of  laaiah  eonoanlng  tb»  coming  of  tho  Umalah, 
The  prophieey  of  Mom*  to  a  ooUeetkm  of  erery  poMibla 
eorriog  and  bl««lng,  and  It  to  to  ftr  fttm  being  maireUoo* 
Oat  tbe  on*  of  dbpenioa  thoold  hava  bean  ftilfllled,  that  It 
woald  hava  baan  raiprtoing  if,  out  of  all  tbeaa,  none  shonM 
have  takaa  alfoot  In  DentMnonomj,  oliap.  zzriii.  ver.  64, 
wfaara  Moaai  axpUcitlj  fimtalto  the  dtopartlon,  he  states  that 
thaf  ahalt  there  serve  gods  of  wood  and  stone:  *'  And  the 
Lord  shall  seatter  Aee  among  all  peofde,  from  the  one  end  of 
the  earth  area  to  the  other,  «md  tiers  tkoit  Aa&  $erve  eth$r 
goi$,u/dekwmUurAommorAg/aiUnhamkmoiom^  cmk  godi 
tf  wood  and  sftMC."  The  Jews  are  at  thto  day  rsniariuU>ly 
twiaeions  of  their  religion.  Moees  also  declares  that  they 
sliall  be  snbjected  to  these  enraes  for  disobedience  to  his  rit* 
oalt  **  And  it  shall  come  to  pass,  if  thon  wilt  not  hearken 
unto  the  voice  of  the  Lord  thy  God,  to  observe  to  do  all  the 
commandments  and  statutes  which  I  command  von  this  day, 
that  all  these  curses  shall  come  upon  thee  and  overtake  thee." 
b  this  the  real  reason?  The  third,  fonrth,  and  fifth  chapters 
of  Hosea  are  a  piece  of  immodest  confession.  The  indelicate 
type  might  apply  In  a  hundred  senses  to  a  hnndred  things. 
The  fifty-thurd  diapter  of  Isahih  U  more  explicit,  yet  it  does 
not  exceed  in  clearness  the  oracles  of  Delphos.  The  histori- 
cal proof,  that  Moses,  Isaiah,  and  Hosea  did  write  when  they 
are  said  so  have  written,  is  far  from  being  clear  and  circam- 
stantial. 

But  prophecy  requires  proof  in  its  character  as  a  miracle; 
we  have  no  right  to  suppose  that  a  man  forelcnow  future 
events  from  God,  until  it  to  demonstrated  that  he  neither 
could  know  them  by  his  own  exertions,  nor  that  the  writings 
which  contain  the  prediction  could  possibly  have  been  fabri- 
cated after  the  event  pretended  to  l>e  foretold.  It  is  more 
probable  that  writings,  pretending  to  divine  inspiration, 
should  have  been  fabricated  after  the  ftilfilment  of  their  pre- 
tended prediction,  than  that  they  should  have  really  been 
divinely  inspired;  when  we  consider  that  the  latter  snppoai- 
«ion  m^Laa  God  at  onoe  the  creator  of  the  hnman  mhid  and 
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ignorant  of  its  primnry  powers,  pnrticularly  as  we  have  num- 
berless instances  of  false  religions,  and  forged  prophecies  of 
things  long  part,  and  no  accredited  case  of  God  having  con- 
Torsed  with  men  directly  or  indirectly.  It  is  also  possible 
that  the  description  of  an  event  might  have  foregone  its 
occurrence;  but  this  is  far  from  being  a  legitimate  proof  of  a 
divine  revelation,  as  many  men,  not  pretending  to  the  char- 
acter of  a  prophet,  have  nevertheless,  in  this  sense,  prophe> 
•led. 

Lord  Chesterfield  was  never  yet  taken  for  a  prophet,  even 
by  a  bishop,  yet  he  uttered  this  remarkable  prediction:  "  The 
despotic  government  of  France  is  screwed  up  to  the  highest 
pitch:  a  revolution  is  fast  approaching;  that  revolution,  I  am 
convinced,  will  be  radical  and  sanguinary."  This  appeared 
in  the  letters  of  the  prophet  long  before  the  accomplishment 
of  this  wonderful  prediction.  Now,  have  these  particulars 
come  to  pass,  or  have  they  not?  If  they  have,  how  could 
the  Earl  have  foreknown  them  without  inspiration?  If  we 
admit  the  truth  of  the  Christian  religion  on  testimony  such 
as  this,  wo  must  admit,  on  tlie  same  strength  of  evidence, 
that  God  has  nffixed  the  highest  rewards  to  belief,  and  the 
eternal  tortures  of  the  never-dying  worm  to  disbelief;  both 
of  which  have  been  demonstrated  to  be  involuntary. 

The  last  proof  of  the  Christian  religion  depends  on  the 
influence  of  the  Holy  Ghost.  Theologians  divide  the  influ- 
ence of  the  Holy  Ghost  into  its  ordinary  and  extraordinary 
modes  of  operation.  The  latter  is  supposed  to  be  that  which 
inspired  the  prophets  and  apostles;  and  the  former  to  be  the 
grace  of  God,  which  summarily  makes  known  the  truth  of 
his  revelation  to  those  whose  minds  are  fitted  for  its  recep- 
tion by  a  submissive  perusal  of  his  word.  Persons  con- 
vinced in  this  manner,  can  do  anything  but  account  for  their 
conviction,  describe  the  time  at  which  it  happened,  or  the  man- 
ner in  which  it  came  upon  them.  It  is  supposed  to  enter  the 
mind  by  other  channels  than  those  of  the  senses,  and  there- 
fore pn^fessed  to  be  superior  to  reason  founded  on  their  expe- 
rience. 

Admitting,  however,  the  usefulness  or  possibility  of  a  Di- 
tiiie  revelation,  —  unless  wo  demolish  the  foundations  of  all 
VOL.   I.  9 
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huMo  knowMge,  It  b  raqnUtt  tiiat  our  tmuod  thoaM  pra 
vkmilj  demoutnite  Its  gnnilMiMM;  for,  before  we  ezttn- 
giitth  the  steedj  nj  of  reesoa  and  oommon  mdm,  tt  is  fit 
tiiet  we  ahoald  diteorer  whether  we  cannot  do  witboot  their 
•Miitanee,  whether  or  no  there  be  anj  other  which  mej  raf- 
flee  to  guide  na  through  the  lebgrrinth  of  llfoj  *  for,  if  a  man  is 
to  be  inspired  upon  all  ocMsions,  if  he  is  to  be  sure  of  a  thing 
htetnut  k0  ig  sure,  if  the  ordinary  operatioos  of  the  spirit  are 
not  to  be  ooosldered  wrj  extraordlnaiy  modes  of  demonstm- 
0on,  if  enthnsUsm  is  to  nsnrp  the  place  of  proof,  and  madness 
that  of  sanity,  all  reasoning  issnperllnoas.  The  Mahometan 
dies  fighting  for  his  prophet;  the  Indian  immdates  himself  at 
the  chaiiot-wheeto  of  Bramah;  the  Hottentot  wMshlpe  an  hi- 
sect;  the  Negro,  a  bunch  of  ftathers;  the  Mexican  sacriflees 
huDMn  ^otims !  Their  decree  of  conTlctlon  must  certalolj  be 
▼sry  strong:  It  cannot  arise  from  cooTietton,  it  must  from 
foeliDgt,  the  reward  of  their  prayers.  If  each  of  these  shonid 
sflmi,  in  opposition  to  the  strongett  possible  arguraents,  that 
inqriration  carried  interna)  eridence,  I  fear  their  inspired 
'Melhren,  the  orthodox  missionaries,  would  be  so  uncharitable 
as  to  pronounce  them  obstinate. 

Miracles  cannot  be  received  as  testimonies  of  a  dupoted 
flMt,  because  all  human  testimony  has  erer  been  insufficient 
to  establish  the  possibtlitr  of  miracles.  That  which  is  in. 
capable  of  proof  Itself,  is  no  proof  of  anything  else.  Proph- 
ecy has  also  been  rejected  by  the  test  of  reason.  Those,  then, 
who  hare  been  actually  inspired,  are  the  onlr  true  beiierers 
in  the  Christian  religion. 

Mox  numlne  tIso 
Virginei  tnmuere  sinus,  innuptaqne  mater 
Arcane  slnpuit  oompleri  viscera  partu, 
Auotorem  paritura  snum.    Mortolia  corda 
Artiflcem  toxere  poll,     .... 

latnitque  sob  uno 

Pectore,  qui  totum  late  complectitor  orbem. 

CLAUDiAm  Carmen  Pa$(kaU. 

•  8se  Loeka^  Xhsj  en  the  Homan  UadMstudiiic,  book  ir.  chap 
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Does  not  so  monstrous  and  disgusting  an  absurdity  canj 
Us  own  infamy  and  refutation  witli  itself? 

Note  16,  p.  77. 

Bim  (stiUJrom  hope  to  hope  tiiebUu  purtmng 
\Vhickfrom  the  exhautUest  $toi-e  of  human  toeal 
Dawneon  (he  virtuous  mind)  the  thoughts  that  rtse 
In  time-destroging  infiniteness,  gift 
With  self-enshrined  eternity^  ^c. 

Time  is  our  consciousness  of  the  succession  of  ideas  In  oni 
mind.  Vivid  sensation,  of  either  pnin  or  pleasure,  makes  the 
time  seem  long,  as  tlie  common  phrase  is,  because  it  renders 
us  more  acutely  conscious  of  our  ideas.  If  a  mind  be  con- 
scious of  a  hundred  ideas  during  one  minute  by  the  clock,  and 
of  two  hundred  during  another,  the  latter  of  these  spaces  would 
actually  occupy  so  much  greater  extent  in  the  mind  as  two  ex- 
ceed one  in  quantity.  If,  therefore,  the  human  mind,  by  any 
future  improvement  of  its  sensibility,  should  become  con- 
scious of  an  infinite  number  of  ideas  in  a  minute,  that  minute 
would  be  eternity.  I  do  not  hence  infer  that  the  actual  space 
between  the  birlli  iind  death  of  n  man  will  ever  be  prolonged; 
bat  that  his  sensibility  is  perfectible,  and  that  the  number  of 
ideas  which  his  mind  is  cnpiiblo  of  receiving  is  indefinite. 
One  man  is  stretched  on  the  rack  during  twelve  hours,  an* 
other  sleeps  soundly  in  his  bed:  the  difference  of  time  per- 
ceived by  these  two  persons  is  immense;  one  hardly  will  be- 
lieve that  h.'ilf-an-hour  has  elapsed,  the  other  conld  credit  that 
centuries  bad  flown  during  his  agony.  Thus  the  life  of  ft 
man  of  virtue  and  talent,  who  should  die  in  his  thirtieth  year, 
is,  with  regard  to  his  own  feelings,  longer  than  that  of  a  mis- 
erable priest-ridden  slave,  who  dreams  out  a  century  of  dnl- 
cees.  The  one  has  perpetually  cultivated  his  mental  facul- 
ties, has  rendered  himself  master  of  his  thoughts,  can  abstract 
and  generalize  amid  the  lethargy  of  every-day  business;  the 
other  can  slumber  over  the  brightest  moments  of  his  being 
and  is  unable  to  remember  the  happiest  hour  of  his  life. 
Perhaps  the  perishing  ephemeron  enjoys  a  longer  life  than  the 
V)rtoise. 
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Dark  flood  of  tioMi 
Boll  as  it  listeth  thee  I    I  meainre  not 
By  months  or  moments  thy  aiubiguoos  coune; 
Another  may  stand  by  me  on  the  brink, 
And  watch  the  bubble  whirled  beyond  his  ken 
That  pauses  at  my  feet    The  sense  of  love, 
The  thirst  for  action,  and  the  impassioned  thought, 
Prolong  my  being;  if  I  wake  no  more, 
My  life  more  actual  living  will  contain 
Than  some  gray  veterans  of  the  world's  cold  schoolf 
Whose  listless  hours  unprofitably  roll, 
By  one  enthusiast  feeling  unredeemed. 

See  GodmiC$  PoL  Jusl.,  vol.  i.  p.  411;  and 
Condorcet,  E$qm$u  dun  Tableau  Hislorique 
dtt  Prvgrit  de  F  Esprit  Humain,  epoque  ix. 

Note  17.  p.  78. 

No  longer  now 
Be  dayt  the  lamb  thai  looks  him  in  the  face. 

I  hold  that  the  depravity  of  the  physical  and  moral  nature 
of  man  originated  in  his  untiaturnl  habits  of  life.  The 
origin  of  man,  like  that  of  the  universe  of  which  he  is  a  part, 
is  enveloped  in  impenetrable  mystery.  His  generations 
either  had  a  beginning,  or  they  had  not.  The  weight  of  evi- 
dence in  favour  of  each  of  these  suppositions  seems  tolerably 
equal;  and  it  is  perfectly  unimportant  to  the  present  argu- 
ment which  is  assumed.  The  language  spoken,  however, 
by  the  mythology  of  nearly  all  religions,  seems  to  prove  that 
at  some  distant  period  man  forsook  the  path  of  nature,  and 
sacrificed  the  purity  and  happiness  of  his  being  to  unnatural 
appetites.  The  date  of  this  event  seems  to  have  also  been 
that  of  some  great  change  in  the  climates  of  the  earth,  with 
which  it  has  an  obvious  correspondence.  The  allegory  of 
Adam  and  Eve  eating  of  the  tree  of  evil,  and  entailing  upon 
their  posterity  the  wrath  of  God  and  the  loss  of  everlasting 
life,  admits  of  no  other  explanation  than  the  disease  and 
crime  that  have  flowed  from  unnatural  diet.  Milton  was  so 
well  aware  of  this,  that  he  makes  Raphael  thus  exhibit  tc 
4dam  the  consequence  of  his  disobedience:  — 
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Imni«diat«Ir  «  place 
Befcra  his  eyes  appeared,  !«<1.  noiMxae,  dark; 
A  fautaJT-boiise  it  s««nMd,  whervin  w«ra  laid 
N«nib«r$  of  «1I  di$«a$<d,  til  maladies 
Of  gha»t]y  sp^vsm  or  racking  torture,  qnalim 
Of  beart-«ick  agony,  all  fererons  kinds, 
ConTabions,  epilepsies,  fierce  catarrhs, 
Intastine  stone  and  nicer,  colic  pangs. 
Demoniac  frenzr,  moping  melanch<d7 
And  rooon-struck  madness,  pining  atn^hy. 
Marasmus,  and  wide-wasting  pestilence. 
Dropsies,  asthmas,  and  joint-racking  rheums. 

And  how  numr  thousands  more  might  not  be  added  to  diis 
frightftil  catalogue! 

The  story  of  Prometheus  is  one  likewise  which,  although 
BniTSTsany  admitted  to  be  allegorical,  has  never  been  satis- 
fliwtorily  explained.  Prometheus  stole  fire  from  heaven, 
and  was  chained  for  this  crime  to  Mount  Caucasus,  where  a 
Tulture  continually  devoured  his  liver,  that  grew  to  meet  his 
hunger.  Hesiod  says  that  before  the  time  of  Prometheus 
mankind  were  exempt  from  sufiering;  that  they  enjoyed  a 
vigorous  youth,  and  that  death,  when  at  length  it  came, 
approachcdlike  sleep,  and  gently  closed  their  eyes.  Again, 
so  general  wa?  this  opinion,  that  Horace,  a  poet  of  the  Au- 
gustan age,  writes  — 

Audax  omnia  perpeti. 
Gens  humnna  ruit  per  vetitum  nefas. 

Audnx  lapeti  genus 
Ignem  fraude  ran  la  gentibus  intnlit: 

Post  ignem  atheria  domo 
Subductum,  rancies  et  nova  febrium 

Terris  incubuit  cohors, 
Seraotiqne  prius  tarda  necossitas 
Lethi  corripuit  gradum. 

How  plain  a  language  is  spoken  by  all  this?  Prometheiu 
(who  represents  the  human  race)  effected  some  great  change 
:n  the  condition  of  his  nature,  and  applied  fire  to  culinary 
purposes,  thus  inventing  an  expedient  for  screening  ttoro 
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hit  djiguBt  the  hoTton  of  the  slinrabJes.  From  thit^  momanl 
liii  viliiln  irer*  dflFourcd  by  thfl  Tultare  cif  diseafe.  It  con- 
tamed  hb  being  tn  everv  Bhnpc  of  Its  loathsome  and  infinite 
VBriely,  Uidiicing  the  eoul-queJIinf  ftinkingu  of  pramiitare  ntid 
viQUsBl;  death.  All  Tice  arose  from  the  ratn  of  healthful  lo- 
O00«fwe.  Tyranny,  tMper?titIonj  i^mmercej  atid  inequality, 
were  then  first  liu<»wn,  when  rewon  vainly  aUeujpted  Iq 
guide  the  wandcTiD^  of  exticerbated  ptiftAion^  1  ooncluda  thif 
pftrt  of  the  subject  with  Ati  flhatract  from  Mr.  l^ewton'a  Der 
fetice  of  V«g;etiiblo  Regimen,  from  whom  I  have  borroweJ 
thJi  ioterpretelioa  of  the  fuble  of  Procnethew*. 

"  Kaklng  allowance  (or  such  tiansposiUioii  of  the  eTenU  of 
the  aUe^ry  iu  time  might  pro<lucearEer  the  impottuui  truthi 
WSrO  forgotten  'wbicfa  tlil«  portion  of  the  ancient  mytho( 
Qgy  WHS  intended  to  trniismit,  the  drift  of  the  fahle  lecm 
to  be  tliii:  Man  at  his  creation  wm  endowed  with  the  gifl  ot 
perpetual  youth;  thnt  is,  he  vha  u{)t  formed  to  be  a  ii'ckly 
BQfTertng  crcntare  tu  we  now  lee  him,  but  to  enjoy  health, 
mud  to  sink  by  stow  degrees  into  tha  bosom  of  It  is  parent 
eifth  without  dlwMe  or  pain.  Protnetheus  fir; t  taught  the 
u»e  of  nuimnl  fgsad  (' Pritnus  hovem  occidjl  Promethen*'*) 
and  iif  fire,  with  which  to  render  it  more  digeatihie  and  pleaA> 
Ing  to  the  taAte.  Jupiter  and  the  rest  of  the  gtnls^  foreseeing 
Uie  Coiiftequences  of  these  [avontioiw,  wei'o  iiniused  or  irri- 
tated at  tlie  short-nigliteil  LloTicai  of  the  newly-forraed  crea» 
ture,  mul  left  him  to  expnhenisa  the  sail  etTecta  of  tlxetn. 
Thir*t,  iho  necessary  concomltaiit  of  a  finsh  diet(porhiips  ©f 
mil  diet  vitiflted  by  culinary  prcpnration)  ensued;  water  WM 
rworted  tO|  and  man  forfeited  the  InuAtlmmble  gift  of  health 
which  be  had  recelTOd  from  hflaveni  he  hecame  diseuMMi, 
the  partaker  of  a  precnrioue  exiBtence,  aud  do  bngnr  d« 
icended  tlowiy  to  lii*  gTuve-*'t 

But  jnst  diaetise  to  luxury  aucceeds, 
And  every  death  iti  own  avenger  breodtf 
The  fury  passiooi  from  that  blood  bcgatii, 
And  turned  on  mmu  a  fiercer  aariiga  —  man. 

•  PUu.,  Nfct.  mtL  lib.  Til.  MBt  £7. 
t  ileton  fo  Natore.    OftdpU,  MIL 
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Man,  and  the  anitnnls  whom  he  has  infected  with  his  soci- 
ety or  depraved  by  his  dominion,  are  alone  diseased.  The 
wild  hog,  the  moafflon,  the  bison,  and  the  wolf,  are  perfectly 
exempt  from  malady,  and  invariably  die  either  from  external 
violence  or  natural  old  age.  But  the  domestic  hog,  the  sheep, 
the  cow,  and  the  dog.  are  subject  to  an  incredible  variety 
of  distempers;  and,  Hlce  the  corrupters  of  their  nature,  have 
physicians  who  thrive  upon  their  miseries.  The  snperemi- 
nence  of  man  is  lilte  Satan's,  the  supereminence  of  pain ;  and 
the  majority  of  his  species,  doomed  to  penury,  disease,  and 
crime,  have  reason  to  curse  the  untoward  event,  that  by  en- 
abling him  to  communicate  his  sensations,  raised  him  above 
the  level  of  his  fellow-animals.  But  the  steps  that  have  been 
taken  are  irrevocable.  The  whole  of  human  science  is  com- 
prised in  one  question :  How  can  the  advantages  of  intellect 
and  civilization  be  reconciled  with  the  liberty  and  pure 
pleasures  of  natural  life?  —  how  can  we  take  the  benefits, 
and  reject  the  eviis,  of  the  system  which  is  now  interwoven 
with  all  the  fibres  of  our  being?  —  I  believe  that  abstinence 
from  animal  food  and  spirituous  liquors  would  in  a  great 
measure  capacitate  us  for  the  solution  of  this  important 
question. 

It  is  true,  that  mental  and  bodily  derangement  is  attribu- 
table in  part  to  other  deviations  from  rectitude  and  nature 
than  those  which  concern  diet.  The  mistakes  cherished  by 
society  respecting  the  connection  of  the  sexes,  whence  the 
misery  and  diseases  of  unsatisfied  celibacy,  unenjoying  pros- 
vitution,  and  tiie  premature  arrival  of  puberty,  necessarily 
spring;  the  putrid  atmosphere  of  crowded  cities;  the  exhala- 
tions of  chemical  proces!<es;  the  muffling  of  our  bodies  iu 
superfluous  apparel;  the  absurd  treatment  of  infants;  —  all 
tliese,  and  innumerable  other  causes,  contribute  their  mite  to 
the  mass  of  human  evil. 

Comparative  anatomy  teaches  us  that  man  resembles  fm 
givorous  animals  in  everything,  and  carnivorous  in  nothing; 
he  has  neither  claws  wherewith  to  seize  his  prey,  nor  distinct 
and  pointed  teeth  to  tear  the  living  fibre.  A  mandarin  *'  of 
5ie  first  class,"  with  nails  two  inches  long,  would  probably 
find  them  alone  inefficient  to  hold  even  a  hare.    After  every 
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(obterftige  of  gluttony,  the  ball  must  be  degraded  into  th« 
ox,  and  the  rata  into  the  wether,  by  an  unnatural  and  inhu- 
man operation,  that  the  flaccid  fibre  may  offer  a  fainter  reeht- 
ance  to  rebellious  natnre.  It  is  only  by  softening  and  dis- 
guising dead  flesh  by  cnliniiry  preparation,  that  it  is  rendered 
susceptible  of  mastication  or  digestion,  and  that  the  sight  of 
its  bloody  juices  and  raw  horror  does  not  excite  intolerable 
loathing  and  disgust  Let  the  advocate  of  animal  food  force 
himself  to  a  decisire  experiment  on  its  fitness,  and,  as  Plu- 
tarch recommends,  tear  a  liTing  lamb  with  his  teeth,  and, 
plunging  bis  head  into  its  Titals,  slake  his  thirst  with  the 
steaming  blood;  when  fresh  from  the  deed  of  horror,  let  him 
revert  to  the  irresistible  instinct  of  nature  that  would  rise  in 
judgment  against  it,  and  say.  Nature  formed  me  for  such 
work  as  this.    Then,  and  only,  would  he  be  consistent. 

Man  resembles  no  camiTorous  animal.  There  is  no  excep- 
tion, unless  man  be  one,  to  the  r\ile  of  herbivorous  animals 
having  cellulated  colons. 

The  orang-outang  perfectly  resembles  man  both  in  the 
order  and  number  of  his  teeth.  The  orang-outang  is  thfe 
most  anthropomorphous  of  the  ape  tribe,  all  of  which  are 
strictly  frugivorous.  There  is  no  other  species  of  animals, 
which  live  on  different  food,  in  which  this  analogy  exists.* 
In  many  frugivorous  animals,  the  canine  teeth  are  more 
pointed  and  distinct  than  those  of  man.  The  resemblance 
also  of  the  human  stomach  to  that  of  the  orang-outang  is 
greater  than  to  that  of  any  other  animal. 

The  nitestine^  are  aI.*o  identical  with  those  of  herbivorous 
animals,  which  present  a  larger  surface  for  absorption,  and 
have  ample  and  cellulated  colons.  The  cxcum  also,  though 
short,  is  larger  than  that  of  carnivorous  animals;  and  even 
here  the  orang-outang  retains  its  accustomed  similarity. 

The  structure  of  the  human  frame  then  is  that  of  one  fitted 
to  a  pure  vegetable  diet  in  every  essential  particular.  It  is 
tnio,  that  the  reluctance  to  abstain  from  animal  food,  in  those 
who  iiave  been  long  accustomed  to  its  stimulus,  is  so  gieat 
in  some  persons  of  weak  minds  as  to  be  scarcely  overcome; 

*  CoTier,  Le^OQS  d'Anat.  Comp.,  torn  Ui.  pp.  169,  873,  44S,  4Ga, 
iSO.    B«es's  CjelopmUa,  aiticla  "  Man." 
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bnt  tbis  is  Par  from  being  any  arguraent  in  its  fkronr.  A 
lamb,  wbicU  was  fed  for  some  time  on  flesh  by  a  ship's  orair, 
reftued  its  natural  diet  at  the  end  of  the  Toyage.  There  are 
numeroos  instances  of  horses,  sheep,  oxen,  and  eyen  wood< 
pigeons,  baring  beeen  taught  to  lire  upon  flesh,  until  they 
bare  loathed  their  natOral  aliment  Young  children  evident* 
ly  prefer  pastry,  oranges,  apples,  and  other  fruit,  to  the  flesh 
of  animals:  until  by  the  gradual  depravation  of  the  digestive 
organs  the  free  use  of  vegetables  has  for  a  time  produced 
serious  inconveniences ;  for  a  time,  I  say,  since  there  never 
was  an  instance  wherein  a  change  from  spirituous  liquors 
and  animal  food  to  vegetables  and  pure  water,  has  failed  ulti- 
mately to  invigorate  the  body  by  rendering  its  juices  bland 
and  consentaneous,  and  to  restore  to  the  mind  that  cheerfulness 
and  elasticity  which  not  one  in  fifty  possesses  on  the  present 
system.  A  love  of  strong  liquors  is  also  with  difBcuIty 
taught  to  infants.  Almost  every  one  remembers  the  wry 
faces  which  tho  first  glass  of  port  produced.  Unsophisticated 
instinct  is  invariably  unerring:  but  to  decide  on  the  fitness 
of  animal  food  from  the  perverted  appetites  which  its  con- 
strained adoption  produces,  is  to  make  the  criminal  a  judge 
of  his  own  cause :  it  is  even  worse,  for  it  is  appealing  to  the 
infatuated  drunkard  in  a  question  of  the  salubrity  of  brandy. 
What  is  the  cause  of  morbid  action  in  the  animal  system  ? 
Not  the  air  we  breathe,  for  our  fellow-denizens  of  nature 
breathe  tho  same  uninjured;  not  the  water  we  drink,  (if  re- 
mote from  the  pollutions  of  man  and  his  inventions,*)  for 
the  animals  drink  it  too;  not  the  earth  we  tread  upon; 
not  the  unobscured  sight  of  glorious  Nature,  in  the  wood,  the 
field,  or  the  expanse  of  sky  and  ocean;  nothing  that  we  are 
or  do  in  common  with  the  undiseased  inhabitants  of  the  for- 
est; but  something  then  wherein  we  differ  from  them,  —  our 
habit  of  altering  our  food  by  fire,  so  that  our  appetite  is  no 

*  The  necessity  of  resorting  to  some  means  of  purifjUiK  water,  and 
the  diseases  which  arise  from  its  adalteration  In  ciTilijwd  countries. 
u«  Bufflclently  apparent.  See  Dr.  lAmbe's  Iteports  on  Cancer.  I  do 
oot  assent  .that  the  use  of  water  is  in  itself  unnatural,  bat  that  the 
'in  perverted  palate  would  swallow  no  liquid  capable  of  ocwsrii,  ning 
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longer  ■  just  criterion  fbt  the  Btness  of  lU  gnitiffcfltiott.  Ex* 
cept  [|]  cUildron,  there  rmtmirv  no  tmeea  oTthni  iJtsMiict  whioh 
detennitioji,  tn  nil  otlmr  aniiniilt,  wbiit  aliment  is  imtiirnl  or 
otlierwiM,  nnd  so  pi^rfociiy  oblitenited  lira  th<^y  fi*  llie  rcnaon- 
[nf(  adutt0  of  our  Bpecies,  iliut  tl  Ims  become  jiecessary  m 
nrgA  consideration  El  dmwn  froDi  cnmpjir.itjve  nnniomy  to 
prore  thstt  we  are  nntumlly  frugivonrmj. 

Crime  Is  iniidne»i;  nmdna'ia  ii  diM)i(Ao.  WheuQvef  tbc 
CHUM  or  disease  slmil  l>e  ttiscovored,  tlte  rcMit,  from  wlni;li  «U 
vice  nnd  misery  have  so  lung  oversltjidnwetl  tlie  globe,  will  Ua 
bura  to  the  nxo.  All  tfie  exertions  of  mnn,  from  timt  mntnent, 
may  be  considered  na  tending  to  tlic  clenr  profit  of  bw  >p»- 
«{m.  No  sntie  mind  in  n  ssute  body  reAolvea  upon  A  ital 
crime.  It  is  n  man  of  violent  patriot  is,  blood-^bot  eyes,  tnd 
swollen  vein»,  that  nlone  cim  gr^i.^p  tlic  knife  of  innrtler<  The 
iyfttem  of  a  nim/plo  diet  pi-omlscs  tio  Uloptan  iidvnnCHgeju  It 
[a  no  mere  rerurtn  of  legiftliitiot),  whilst  tbe  furlott?*  pussiooa 
utid  eyll  prop«niitiai  of  the  huiniin  heurt,  in  whicli  it  hnd  its 
origin,  flr«  alitl  unn^^nnged.  It  strikes  at  the  root  of  all  evil, 
ilf)d  is  an  flxpoi'iment  wliitih  may  be  tried  with  ifUCL'e'^s  not 
ilone  by  niHlon*^  but  by  smnll  Bocioties,  fnmilicfl,  and  even 
ludividuala,  i«  uu  t'liiM  Im*  ft  letnrn  to  vtgotivble  diot  pi'O- 
dmred  tite  ttttf^hteal  injury  t  iii  moftt  it  Inu  bu&n  iitlcndcd  witli 
ohnngos  uriduniflbly  henefioiAl.  Shmilil  ever  ft  pliysiciun  bo 
bom  witU  ibe  geuim  of  Locke,  I  nm  persiiiulacl  tbat  be  might 
tmce  all  bodily  and  motttAl  demngofnontt  i^  our  ummtuml 
biibits,  K5  clearly  as  thiit  pblloj^opher  \ua  tmccd  hII  kiiowl- 
tdgii  to  Ben.«atioti.  Wliat  probftc  Mmrccs  of  di-^uiue  :iro  not 
thoie  minem)  nnd  veg«}nbl«  poii^ns  tlmt  hive  been  Introdiioed 
for  ita  BHtirpiitJon!  How  many  ihou'tftiids  iirtvo  becmno  mur- 
d«rer5  iwid  robber*,  bigals  nnd  tlornestlo  tyrHuLs  dift«ahtte  and 
MbHndotied  iidifenturer*,  nr";in  the  use  of  fermente^l  liqtiorel 
whajmd  tlioy  staked  their  tliirat  only  witb  piiie  wntor,  would 
h»ve  ItTed  l)nt  to  difTuso  the  hupplness  of  llieir  own  unper- 
rerted  feelings  i  How  miiny  gmundle&s  opInlDns  nnd  nbsurd 
<n*titatioiis  have  pccelved  n  gonoml  m nation  from  the  sottish- 
wa»  nnd  the  lutempernnee  of  indivlduivh!  Who  wilt  us&ert 
that,  bud  iliQ  popukce  of  P^iris  ^jvtisfted  tlielr  hui^iger  nt  th« 
iTBr-fumished  tnhle  of  vegettible  nature,  they  wLHjtd  h^Te 
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Jeat  their  brutal  sufferings  to  tbe  proscripl  ion-list  ol  Robeft- 
pierre?  Coald  a  set  of  men,  whose  passions  were  not  per- 
verted by  unnatural  stimuli,  look  with  coolness  on  an  auto  da 
fit  Is  it  to  be  believed  that  a  being  of  gentle  feeling,  rising 
from  bis  meal  of  roots,  would  take  delight  in  sports  of  blood  ? 
Was  Nero  a  man  of  temperate  life  ?  Could  you  read  cnlra  heiilth 
in  his  cheek,  flushed  with  ungovernable  propensities  of  hatred 
for  the  human  race?  Did  Muley  IsraaePs  pulse  beat  evenly, 
was  his  skin  transparent,  did  his  eyes  beam  with  henlthful- 
ness  aud  its  invariable  concomitants,  cheerfulness  and  benig- 
nity? Thongli  history  ha?  decided  none  of  those  questions, 
a  child  could  not  hesitate  to  answer  in  the  negsitive.  Sure- 
ly the  bile-qaffused  cheek  of  Bonaparte,  his  wrinkled  brow 
and  yellow  eye,  the  ceaseless  inquietude  of  his  nervous 
system,  speak  no  less  plainly  the  character  of  liis  unresting 
ambition,  than  hia  murders  and  his  victories.  It  is  impossible, 
had  Bonaparte  descended  from  a  race  of  vegetable  feeders,  that 
he  could  have  had  either  the  inclination  or  the  power  to 
ascend  the  throne  of  tlio  Bourbons.  The  desire  of  tvranny 
could  scarcely  be  excited  in  the  individual,  the  power  to  tyr- 
annize would  cei-tainly  not  be  delegated  by  a  society  neitiier 
frenzied  by  inebriation  nor  rendered  impotent  and  irrational 
by  disease.  Pregnant  indeed  with  inexhaustible  caljimity  is 
the  renunciation  of  instinct,  as  it  concerns  our  physical  na- 
ture; arithmetic  c»nnot  euunicmte,  nor  reason  pcriiaps  sus- 
pect, the  multitudinous  sources  of  disease  in  civilized  life. 
Even  common  water,  that  apparently  innoxious  pabulum, 
when  corrupted  by  the  Hlth  of  populous  cities,  is  a  deadly 
and  insidious  de-^troyer.* 

There  is  no  di«eii»e,  bodily  or  mental,  which  adoption  of 
vegetable  diet  and  pure  water  has  not  infallibly  mitigated 
wherever  the  experiment  ha?  been  fairly  tried.  DubiUty  is 
gradually  converted  into  strength,  disease  into  healthfulness, 
madness  in  all  its  hideous  vitriety,  from  the  ravings  of  the  fet> 
tered  maniac  to  the  unaccountable  irrationalities  of  ill-tempet 
>bat  niuke  a  hell  of  domestic  life,  into  a  calm  and  considerata 
OTenness  of  temper,  that  alone  might  offer  a  certain  pledge 
of  the  future  moral  reformation  of  society.    On  a  natural 

*  Lambe'i  Reports  on  Cancer. 


140 


NOTE3    OK    QTJEEH    aiAB. 


l^'stom  of  dlot,  otd  oga  w>ald  ba  our  IttAt  &iid  our  only  mal- 
ady; tha  term  of  our  axistencw  would  be  pmtracbed;  wo 
nhguld  e)\jay  life,  and  aa  longer  proctudo  others  (pom  tbe  ep- 
\oymeai  at  it|  nil  ieti»atiouftl  delights  would  be  infloitioljr 
raore  exquisite  and  perfect;  tho  vorj-  *enso  of  being  would 
then  ba  a  coDtinued  jileitaure,  such  hh  we  now  feel  tt  ia  eotiw 
fe  w  and  fiivoared  momei  i  U,  of  our  yout  h .  By  all  thftt  jii  iacrt4  'j 
la  ourbopm  fortLi«  hanuiu  rnce,  I  ciit\jure  thoie  who  lov^hnp*  ] 
pineal  Kutl  trutli  to  giire  »  fulr  ti-ial  to  the  vegatuble  ivacaml 
Beasonuig  is  *urely  ^uptiifltions  oii  it.  subject  wbtwe  merit*  an 
(Sjip«riciiC&  of  six  months  would  sot  forovor  at  r«st.  Bat  it  iM 
ouly  aitjong  Xha  enltghtuued  iiud  beuevoletit  that  aa  groat  ■ 
ftu<;rid(3«  i>f  upptitit«  iind  prejudice  can  b(}  expeeted,  «Toa 
though  its  ultimate  excelieDeasiiould  uot  admit  of  di^pute^  It 
Is  found  sMier^  by  the  short-sighted  viotimi  of  disease,  to  pal- 
liate their  torments  hy  mediuhii:,  than  to  present  them  by 
(Vgimeti.  The  vwlgir  of  nil  mnlts  tira  invaritibly  eenjUAl  And 
indocile  I  yet  1  cannot  but  feci  myself  porsun Jed  thitt,  when 
ttie  benelits  of  vegetnbEe  diet  Are  miithemntianliy  proved, 
wheu  it  is  us  dear,  that  those  who  live  uaiurally  are  exempt 
fVom  prematura  deatb,  &i  that  ous  is  not  uine,  the  Juo4t  sottiah 
of  maukind  will  feel  a  preference  lOMr;ird$  a  long  nnd  tr&nquil, 
contrasted  with  a  ahort  and  puiaful,  life.  On  the  arerftgie, 
out  of  sixty  persons,  four  die  lii  throe  years-  Hop«a  are  ei** 
tertuined  that,  iu  April,  I&14,  a  statement  will  be  given,  tliftt 
flixty  pcr«ait£,  all  hfivjng  lived  more  lhai4  three  ymirt  ott  veg9^ 
tables  and  pure  water,  nre  then  in  imr/ect  fittiUh,  Moro  thoa 
two  years  httVe  now  elapsed;  not  aue  vf  thum  hn*  dUdi  no 
bUch  exanaple  will  be  fotmd  iu  any  ?tx.ty  per^^inis  taken  at 
random.  SeTenteen  persoua  of  alt  age*  (the  fumilie*  of  Dr, 
Lambe  and  Mr.  Newton)  linva  lived  for  sevet)  ycara  on  tUJi 
diet  witlLout  H  death,  nnd  almoiit  without  the  fligUt&it  ilhiesa. 
IS u rely  wheti  we  coTisider  that  some  of  the»e  were  infknts,  uud 
ooe  a  uiiirtyr  to  (t^ttrnto,  now  uearly  subduod,  we  miiy  chal- 
Ungfi  ttuy  ^ove]lt«f!n  pe^»ons  titketi  at  random  it)  this  city  to 
Ozhihlt  ft  panillel  ease.  Those,  who  may  have  been  excited 
lo  question  the  rectittiJo  of  efilablished  liobtt»  of  dlef  by  thes* 
'oo«e  reniiirkj,  should  coiiftult  Mr.  Newton's  lujoinous  and 
rloquAUt  e&iuy .« 

*BatanitoJtatDnjDr,DufeiiCflorT^atitl>lAR0etBHa.  CsdeU.  LSIL 
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When  these  proofs  come  fairly  before  the  uorld,  and  are 
elearlv  seen  by  all  who  understand  arithmetic,  it  is  scarcely 
possible  that  abstinence  from  aliment  demonstrably  pemi- 
oions  should  not  become  universal.  In  proportion  to  the 
number  of  proselytes,  so  will  be  the  weight  of  evidence;  and, 
when  a  thousand  persons  can  be  produced,  liTing  on  vegetar 
ties  and  distilled  water,  who  have  to  dreud  no  disease  but  old 
age,  the  world  will  be  compelled  to  regard  animal  flesh  and 
fermented  liquors  as  slow  but  certain  poisons.  The  change 
which  would  be  produced  by  simpler  habits  on  political  econ- 
omy is  sufficiently  remarkable.  The  monopolizing  ea^er  of 
animal  flesh  would  no  longer  destroy  his  constitution  by  de 
▼curing  an  acre  at  a  meal,  and  many  loaves  of  bread  would 
cease  to  contribute  to  gout,  madness,  and  apolexy,  in  the 
shape  of  a  pint  of  porter,  or  n  dram  of  gin,  when  appeasing  the 
long-protracted  famine  of  the  hard-working  peasant's  hungry 
babes.  The  quantity  of  nutritious  vegetable  matter  consumed 
in  fattening  the  carcass  of  an  ox,  would  afford  ten  times  the 
sustenance,  nndepruving  indeed,  and  incapable  of  generating 
disease,  if  gathered  immediately  from  the  bosom  of  the  earth. 
The  most  fertile  districts  of  the  habitjible  globe  are  now  ac- 
tually cultivated  by  men  for  animals,  at  a  delay  and  waste 
of  aliment  absolutely  incapable  of  calculation.  It  is  only 
the  wealthy  that  can,  to  any  great  degree,  even  now,  indulge 
the  unnatural  craving  for  dead  flesh,  and  they  pay  for  the 
greater  license  of  the  privilege  by  subjection  to  supernumer- 
ary diseases.  Again,  the  spirit  of  the  nation,  that  should  take 
tlie  lead  in  this  great  reform,  would  insensibly  become  agricul- 
tural; commerce,  with  all  its  vice,  selfishness,  and  corruption 
would  gradually  decline;  more  natural  habits  would  produce 
gentler  manners,  and  the  excessive  complication  of  political 
relations  would  bo  so  far  simplified,  that  every  individual 
might  feel  and  understand  why  he  loved  his  country,  and 
took  a  personal  interest  in  its  welfare.  How  would  England, 
for  example,  depend  on  the  caprices  of  foreign  rulers,  if  she 
contained  within  herself  all  the  necessaries,  and  despised 
whatever  they  possessed  of  the  luxuries,  of  life.  How  could 
Jiey  starve  her  into  compliance  with  tlieir  views?  Of  what 
consequence  would  it  be  that  they  refusod  to  take  her  woolian 
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mannfiictarea,  wh«n  I«i^  and  fortile  tracts  of  tbe  liland 
oeated  to  be  allotted  to  the  waste  of  pa*tange?  Onanatnial 
igrstani  of  diot,  we  should  require  uo  spioes  from  India;  no 
wines  from  Portugal,  Spain,  France,  or  Madeira;  none  of 
tiMoe  multitudinous  articles  of  luxuty,  for  which  every  oor. 
ner  of  the  globe  is  rifled,  and  which  are  the  causes  of  so  mocli 
IndiTidual  rivalship,  such  calamitous  and  sanguinary  national 
disputes.  In  the  history  of  modnm  times,  the  avarice  of 
oonntereial  monopoly,  no  less  than  the  ambition  of  weak  and 
wicked  chieftf  seems  to  have  fomented  the  nniversal  discord, 
to  have  added  stubbornness  to  the  mistakes  of  cabinets,  and 
indbcility  to  the  infiituatioa  of  the  people.  Let  it  ever  be  re- 
membered, that  it  is  the  direct  lufluence  of  commerce  to  malta 
the  Interval  between  tbe  richest  and  the  poorest  man  wider 
and  more  unconquerable.  Let  it  bo  remembered,  that  It  is  a 
foe  to  everything  of  real  worth  and  excellence  in  tlie  human 
cliaracter.  The  odious  and  di'gustiiig  aristocracy  of  wealth 
Is  built  upon  the  ruins  of  all  that  is  good  in  chivalry  or  repub- 
licanism; niid  luxury  is  tbe  forerunner  of  a  barbarism  scarce 
capable  of  cure.  Is  it  impassible  to  realize  a  state  of  society, 
where  all  the  energies  of  man  shall  be  directed  to  the  pro- 
duction of  his  solid  happiness?  Certainly,  if  this  advantage 
(the  object  of  all  political  speculation)  be  in  any  degree  at- 
tainable, it  is  attainable  only  by  a  community  which  holds 
no  factitious  incentives  to  the  avarice  and  ambition  of  tbe  few, 
and  which  is  internally  organized  for  the  liberty,  security, 
and  comfort  of  tbe  many.  None  must  be  entrusted  with 
power  (and  money  is  the  completcst  species  of  pt^twer)  who 
do  not  stand  pledged  to  use  it  exclusively  for  the  general  ben- 
eflt  Bnt  the  use  of  animal  flesh  and  fermented  liquors  di- 
rectly militates  with  this  equality  of  the  rights  of  man.  The 
peasant  cannot  gratify  these  fashionable  cravings  without 
leaving  his  family  to  starve.  Without  disease  and  war,  those 
sweeping  curtailers  of  population,  pasturage  would  iiiclnde  a 
waste  too  great  to  be  afforded.  The  labour  requisite  to  sup- 
port a  family  is  far  lighter*  than  is  usually  supposed.    The 

•  It  has  eooM  nnder  the  aotbor*s  experltDoe,  that  some  of  tbe 
•eikflMn  on  an  smbaDkinent  In  North  ITales,  who,  In  oonwqiMDOs  of 
ihc  laebUi^  of  ihs  proptistoc  to  piur  tbrai,  ssldosa  rwdvsd  Um<i 
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peaanntry  w^rk,  not  only  for  theins&lve^,  but  Ibr  the  arislQO- 
mcy,  tlie  ajtiiy,  and  the  mnnnfuoturani, 

Tl)«  xilvimtiige  of  K  reforrn  in  diet  is  obTititmly  grent^thAQ 
that  of  nriy  other,  tt  strike*  ot  the  root  of  the  eril.  To 
reiQeUy  the  abujc»  af  legitlntion,  before  vc  ntm\hl]at&  tk$ 
propctiRitif*  by  t^hich  tliey  fire  proOwcod,  is  to  *iii*p(jfie,  that, 
by  iMking  iiv/ny  iHe  elTiX't,  the  c^itxe  will  cvaie  tn  n^tej-nte.  Bat 
tiie  efflcucjof  ihii  system  <if  ppmlj  emirely  o«  the  proaotytiitn 
of  in<lividuii1s,  iiDfi  grouuil»  \tJ>  merirt,  nt  a  lieiu'ru  ro  tii« 
eonmiUDity,  upon  th«  tottil  cliungc  of  the  dietetic  hnbtts  In 
iU  mombtrf.  It  prciceedf  Kccuroly  from  k  tiambpr  of  pitrtio- 
al&r  CMt««  to  one  thiti  it  uitivcrrfttl,  mnJ  hA<i  lUtfi  ndviuitige 
OTer  the  corttrnry  inotk^  tiiat  one  error  tloe*  not  invalidate  nil 
tiirtt  iitks.  go  06  bofofo. 

Let  »ot  U>o  (tiuch,  however,  bs  expected  frum  thi»  »3^t«at. 
The  heiililiiexl  nmnng  iin  i»i'  not  exempt  from  Lureditnry  tlb' 
•AM.  Ihe  most  Byminetricfil, atliieticv  uid  long<lived,  U  m  be- 
ing iijexprexj'ililj  inferior  to  whftt  b«  would  bnve  been,  bud 
not  Ibo  iirinnturnl  bubit*  of  bi;  aucettor*  nwmmilnled  for 
him  n  ccrtnin  pnrtion  of  malady  and  deformity.  In  the  most 
perfect  sin-ci^ncn  of  civilized  man,  ^omctbiiig  ia  still  (ound 
wiiititig  by  tha  i^hy&gol^Jglcnl  critic.  Can  a  r^turu  Ut  nHtun^ 
lb«u,  iiittiinlHociously  eradicate  prcdispo-iitiotiq  tbiit  Iirtre  been 
ilowly  tiiking  root  In  the  silence  of  mnumeniblo  ngosl*  — 
Itidiibitnbly  noL  All  ttsat  I  contend  for  is,  tlnit,  from  th« 
nioinent  of  ruUnqni«bi»g  nil  tinnatymJ  babitSj  no  new  diaewa* 
b  gwdorfltcd ;  and  tbiit  lUa  fprfdi>positioii  to  hereditary  malU' 
di«s  g;nidniiUy  porjttbes  for  wnitt  of  !&^  accustomed  tiipplj* 
Irt  onwe  of  consumption,  onioer,  gont,  usthmn,  and  torofula, 
itieh  i»  tb«  InrarlAble  tendency  of  a  diet  of  Tegelnble^  and 
(kuins  w liter. 

ThoMj  who  tony  be  Indsicod  by  tbwe  romarkB  to  give  the 
reg«t(ible  system  n  fair  trial  should,  In  the  Ant  plaeo,  dnts 
tta«  ooraraencetnent  of  their  practice  from  the  moment  of 
Ihelr  conviction.    AU  depends  upon  breakkg  through  u,  per- 

vifH,  ban  sopported  tugiv  nualUai  hj  enlflTfctlac  etskll  tpota  Ol 
Ittfll*  fnrand  by  mootiUiitit.  In  the  motet  to  Pn.tt*4  t>oem,  •«  Bmd  i 
m.  The  PCOF,''  U  ui  nceoant  of  aq  iDdoatHoui  lubourvFi.  «hn,  ^J 
w&rkUifIn  fc  soiiii  gatilin,  befof*  uidl  kftcf  tUl  <iA|)r'*  tuk,  uttdncdi 
%0  an  utfiattle  itato  of  Intlcpentktwti. 
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nicioas  habit  resolately  and  at  once.  Dr.  Trotter*  aeecrta 
that  no  drunkard  was  ever  reformed  by  gradually  relinquish- 
ing his  dram.  Animai  flesh,  in  its  effects  on  the  human  stom- 
ach, is  analogous  to  a  dram.  It  is  similar  to  the  kind, 
though  differing  in  the  degree,  of  its  operation.  The  prose- 
lyte to  pure  diet  must  be  warned  to  expect  a  temporary 
diminution  of  muscular  strength.  The  subtraction  of  a  pow- 
erful stimnlous  will  suffice  to  account  for  this  event.  But  it 
u  only  temporary,  and  is  succeeded  by  an  equable  cnpability 
for  exertion,  far  surpassing  his  former  various  and  fluctuating 
strength.  Above  all  he  will  acquire  an  easiness  of  breathing, 
by  which  such  exertion  is  performed  with  a  remarka- 
ble exemption  from  that  painful  and  difficult  panting  now 
felt  by  almost  every  one  afYer  hastily  climbing  an  or- 
dinary mountain.  He  will  be  equally  capable  of  bod- 
ily exertion,  or  mental  application,  after  as  before  his  simple 
meal.  He  will  feel  none  of  the  narcotic  effects  of  ordi- 
nary diet.  Irritability,  the  direct  consequence  of  exhaust- 
ing stimuli,  would  yield  to  the  power  of  natural  and  tranquil 
impulses.  He  will  no  longer  pine  under  the  lethargy  of  ennui, 
that  unconquerable  weariness  of  life,  more  to  be  dreaded  than 
death  itself.  He  will  escape  the  epidemic  madness  which 
broods  over  its  own  injurious  notions  of  the  Diety,  and 
"realizes  the  hell  that  priests  and  beldams  feign."  Every 
man  forms  as  it  were  his  god  from  his  own  character;  to  the 
divinity  of  one  of  simple  habits  no  offering  would  be  more 
acceptable  than  the  happiness  of  his  creatures.  He  would  be 
incapable  of  hating  or  persecuting  others  for  the  love  of  God. 
He  will  find,  moreover,  a  system  of  simple  diet  to  be  a  sys- 
tem of  perfect  epicurism.  He  will  no  longer  be  incessantly 
occupied  in  blunting  and  destroying  those  organs  from  which 
he  expects  his  gratification.  The  pleasures  of  taste  to  be 
derived  from  a  dinner  of  potatoes,  beans,  peas,  tuniips,  let- 
tuces, with  a  dessert  of  apples,  gooseberries,  strawberries,  cur- 
rants, raspberries,  and,  in  winter,  oranges,  apples,  and  pears,  J 
far  greater  than  is  supposed.  Those  who  wait  until  they  can 
eat  this  plain  fare  with  the  sauce  of  appetite  will  scarcely  join 
vith  the  hypocritical  sensualist  at  a  lord-mayor's  feast,  wbc 

•  See  Trotter  on  the  Nerrooa  TemperaoMot. 
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ieolaims  agninst  the  pleasures  of  the  table.  Solomon  kept « 
thotuand  concubines,  and  owned  in  despair  that  all  was  van* 
ity.  The  man,  whose  happiness  is  constituted  by  the  society 
of  one  amiable  woman,  would  find  some  difficulty  in  sympa- 
thizing with  the  disappointment  of  this  venerable  debauchee. 
I  address  myself  not  to  the  young  enthusiast  only,  the  ar- 
dent devotee  of  truth  and  virtue,  the  pure  and  passionate 
moralist,  yet  unvitiated  by  the  contagion  of  the  world.  He 
will  embrace  a  pure  system  from  its  abstract  truth,  its  beaa- 
ty,  its  simplicity,  and  its  promise  of  wide-extended  benefit; 
nnless  custom  has  turned  poison  into  food,  he  will  hate  the 
bratal  pleasures  of  the  chase  by  instinct;  it  will  be  a  con- 
templation full  of  horror  and  disappointment  to  bis  mind,  that 
beings,  capable  of  the  gentlest  and  most  admirable  sympathies, 
should  take  delight  in  the  death-pangs  and  last  convulsions  of 
dying  animals.  The  elderly  man  whose  youth  has  been  poi- 
soned by  intemperance,  or  who  has  lived  with  apparent  mod- 
eration, and  is  afflicted  with  a  variety  of  paitiful  maladies, 
would  find  his  account  in  a  beneficial  change  produced  with- 
out the  risk  of  poisonous  medicines.  The  mother  to  whom 
the  perpetual  restlessness  of  disease  and  unaccountable 
deaths  incident  to  her  children,  are  the  causes  of  incurable 
unhappiness,  would  on  this  diet  experience  the  satisfaction 
of  beholding  their  perpetual  health  and  natural  playfulness.* 
The  most  valuable  lives  are  daily  destroyed  by  diseases  that 
It  is  dangerous  to  palliate,  and  impossible  to  cure,  by  medi- 

*  See  Mr.  Newton's  book.  Ilis  children  are  the  most  beaatiful 
and  healthy  creatures  it  i«  po.sfliblo  to  conceive :  the  girls  are  perfect 
models  for  a  sculptor  j  their  dispositions  are  also  the  moat  gentle  and 
eonciliating :  the  judicious  treatment  which  they  experience  in  other 
points  may  be  a  correlative  cause  of  this. 

In  the  first  flye  years  of  their  life,  of  18,000  children  that  are  bom, 
7,500  die  of  various  dlscanes,  and  how  many  more  of  those  that  sur- 
»lTe  are  rendered  niiMrable  by  maladies  not  immediately  mortal! 
Tbo  quality  and  quantity  of  a  woman's  milk  are  materially  injured 
by  the  use  of  dead  flesh.  In  an  island  near  Iceland,  where  no  vefe- 
tablea  an  to  be  got,  the  children  invariably  die  of  tetanus  before  they 
are  three  weelis  old,  and  the  population  is  supplied  from  the  main 
bud.  —  Sir  O.  MaektnxWt  Hittory  of  Ictland.  See  also  &mile, 
*bap.  I.  pp.  £8.  64, 56. 
VOL.    I.  10 
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cine.  How  mach  longer  will  man  continne  to  pimp  for  th« 
giattony  of  death,  bis  most  insidious,  implacable,  and  etAmal 
foe. 

*AAAA  ipixorm  aypiovt  KoXctrt  col  wapiaXtit  koI  MmrTttis,  avrw.  U 

*On  y<^  ovK  imw  oi^pMry  xarA  ^v<nF  rb  tnpKO^cytlr,  wpitrow  iien 
iwh  n>r  9*»fiaTuv  SnXovToi  r^  KoranrKtmit,  Ovd«M  ydp  coixe  rb  tiv 
tfpMVOv  trSttta  ritr  imi  aapKO^ayC^  yryovtfrwr,  ov  ypw&n)t  x'^^'^'^i  *>^ 
if vn|c  owxot,  ov  rpaxvnic  i&SfTM*'  vpoaevru',  ov  sotAioc  cvroWa  mu 
rrevManK  Btpii&nif,  rphjiai  sot  xarvpyaaafftfoi  Sviwrq  rb  /3«i/>v  imi 
KpcMJcf  ■  oAA'  avrMyv  ij  ^vo-tt  r^  Kniv^fn  rwr  Utfvrwr,  col  tq  VfUKfi^ 
Tifn  Tov  irroMaro(,  cat  rj  /MAoxtfnfn  1%  >Amo'91|«,  koI  rg  vpbc  v^ty 
jfL^vri|Tt  TOV  vrcvfiarof,  ({tSfiirvTai  rifv  o'cpjco^yor*  K«  j«  A^  nt, 
wt^vxiyax  vtavrhr  irl  roiAvriftf  j&tfii}!',  h  fiovXt^  ^ytiv,  wpircv  avrbc 
iziiCTtivov '  aAA*  avrbt  6id  O'ravrov,  fiS)  XpijaafiCKtx  icos'i  jt,  m*?^  rvjui* 
ravy  Ti»t,  fi''?^<  vtXiKti  •  oAAd  <i/c  Avicot  col  oprrot  k«u  Acoktcs  avTOt 
itt  (<r0tovo'i  ^fttrovatf,  actAe  2i}y^art  /3oi/f ,  ^  ord^ari  (rvf,  ^  apva  i 
kayathtf,  Sidpf>7)foy,  koI  ^iyt  wfxxrrtiruv  in  ^itirn>f  wf  «xf tfo. 

*HfJi*it  Si  ot'rbK  f  f  T^  fttai^t-y  rpv^/io',  wot*  o^of  rb  Kpia^  irpotf* 
•yop«voM(>'i  «^Ta  oijrwK  irp2>f  avTt>  t6  icpcat  S<d/i<9a,  afo^iiyvvKret 
•AotOK,  otraK,  fit'At,  yafior,  ofot,  riiwrfiam.  Svptoxoi;,  'Apa^ucoic, 
MOircp  OKTwf  t^Kpif  ctTo^uL^oi^ef  •  K<u  yap  oi-rwt  avruf  fiioAvd^KTMr 
nu  |Ll^\a}^6t^rrtJy  col  rporoi'  tiko  «cp<oo'a7(Kr<oi'  ipyov  irr\  ttji*  v^u> 
cpar^O'cu,  xat  5taxpan;^f  ('0-1}^  5c  2<ivdc  PapvTtfrat  ifiwoitt  koX  ro<n»Stit 

OvTM  Ti  irpa>TOi'  oyptoK  Ti  ^ior  ifipvMri  kox  Koxoupyov,  cTra  opias  nt 
if  «X*^  eiAxvoTO  ■  KOX  yrvofi-erov  ovrtt  koI  rpoftcArr^oav  iy  ccdVotf  ri 
rucovf  cri  jSovf  (pyanif  iSAtfc,  cat  rb  coo'fttor  vptfjSaroi',  col  roc  oueov- 
pbv  a\tKTpv6va  •  kol  card  ftucpb*'  ovtm  riir  dB'Ai}OTiaj'  rovw<rarrev,  M 
v4«')'^  di^pvvwK  Kat  ^t^v«  KM  voA(>ovf  vpoqAffoc. 

UAovr.  vcpt  r^  Sapco^ayMtb 


NOTE  ON  QUEEN  MAB. 

BT   THE  XDITOR. 

Shkulst  was  eighteen  when  he  wrote  "  Queen  Hab :  *'  be 
oerer  published  it  AVheu  it  was  written,  be  had  come  to  the 
decision  that  he  was  too  young  to  be  a  "judge  of  controver- 
■lee;"  and  he  was  desirons  of  acqiiiring  "  that  sobriety  of 
spirit  which  is  the  characteristic  of  true  heroism."  Bat  he 
never  doubted  the  truth  or  utility  of  his  opinions;  and  in 
printing  and  privately  distributing  '•  Queen  Mab  "  he  believed 
that  he  should  further  their  dissemination,  without  occasion- 
ing the  mischief  cither  to  others  or  himself  that  might  arise 
from  publication.  It  is  doubtful  whetlier  he  would  himself 
have  admitted  it  mU.*  a  collection  of  his  works.  His  severe  clas- 
sical taste,  refined  by  the  constant  study  of  the  Greek  poets, 
might  have  discovered  defects  that  escape  the  ordinary  read- 
er, and  the  change  his  opinions  underwent  in  many  points, 
would  have  prevented  him  from  putting  forth  the  specula* 
tious  of  his  boyish  dnyn.  But  the  poem  is  too  beautiful  in 
itself,  and  far  too  remarkable  as  the  production  of  a  boy  of 
eighteen,  to  allow  of  its  being  passed  over:  besides  that,  hav- 
ing been  frcquetitly  reprinted,  the  omission  would  be  vain. 
In  the  former  edition  certain  portions  were  left  out,  as  shock- 
ing the  general  reader  from  the  violence  of  their  attack  on 
religion.  I  myself  had  a  painful  feeling  that  such  erasures 
might  be  looked  upon  as  a  mark  of  disrespect  towards  the 
author,  and  am  glad  to  have  the  opportunity  of  restoring  them. 
The  notes  also  are  reprinted  entire;  not  because  they  are 
models  of  reasoning  or  lessons  of  truth;  bat  becaase  Shelley 
wrote  them.    And  that  all  that  a  man,  at  once  so  disthigulshed 
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and  so  exoollent,  ever  did,  deserves  to  be  preserved.  The  alter- 
ations his  opinions  underwent  ought  to  be  recorded,  for  the; 
form  his  history. 

A  series  ot  articles  was  published  in  the  "  New  Monthlj 
Magazine,"  Juriug  the  autumn  of  the  year  1882,  written  by 
a  man  of  great  talent,  a  fellow-collegian  and  warm  friend  of 
Shelley ;  they  describe  admirably  the  state  of  his  mind  dur- 
ing his  collegiate  life.  Inspired  with  ardor  for  the  acquis! 
tion  of  knowledge ;  endowed  with  tbo  keenest  sensibility, 
and  with  the  fortitude  of  a  martyr,  Shelley  came  among  his 
fellow-creatures,  congregated  for  the  purposes  of  education, 
like  a  spirit  from  another  sphere,  too  delicately  oiganized  for 
tiie  rough  treatment  man  uses  towards  man,  especially  in  the 
aaason  of  youth;  and  too  resolute  in  carrying  out  his  own 
aense  of  good  and  justice  not  to  become  a  victim.  To  a  de- 
voted attachment  to  those  he  loved,  he  added  a  determined 
resistance  to  oppression.  Refusing  to  fug  at  Eton,  he  was 
treated  with  revolting  cruelty  by  masters  and  boys;  this 
roused,  instead  of  taming  his  spirit,  and  he  rejected  the  dut; 
of  obedience,  when  it  was  enforced  by  menaces  and  punish- 
ment. To  aversion  to  the  society  of  his  fellow-creatures, 
such  as  he  found  them  when  collected  together  in  societies, 
where  one  egged  on  the  other  to  acts  of  t>'rjmny,  was  joined 
the  deepest  sympathy  and  compassion;  while  the  attachment 
he  felt  for  individuals  and  the  admiration  with  which  he 
regarded  their  powers  and  their  virtues,  led  him  to  entertain 
a  high  opinion  of  the  perfectibility  of  human  nature,  and  he 
believed  that  all  could  reach  the  highest  grade  of  moral  im- 
provement, did  not  the  customs  and  prejudices  of  society 
foster  evil  passions,  and  excuse  evil  actions. 

The  oppression  which,  trembling  at  every  nerve  yet  reso- 
nte  to  heroism,  it  was  his  ill  fortune  to  encounter  at  schoot 
and  at  college,  led  him  to  dissent  in  all  things  from  those 
wh<»e  arguments  were  blows,  whose  faith  appeared  to  en- 
gender blame  and  hatred.  "  During  my  existence,"  he  wrote 
to  a  friend  in  1812,  "  I  have  incessantly  speculated,  thought, 
and  read."  His  readings  were  not  always  well  chosen; 
vnong  them  were  the  works  of  the  French  philosophers;  as 
far  as  metaphysical  argument  went,  he  temporarily  became 
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ft  convert.  At  the  same  time,  it  was  the  canlinal  article  of 
his  fkith,  that  if  men  were  but  taught  and  induced  to  txmX 
Ikeir  fellows  with  love,  charity,  and  equal  rights,  this  earth 
would  realize  Paradise.  He  looked  upon  religion  as  it  is  pn>> 
fisBiodf  and,  above  all,  practiced,  as  hostile,  instead  of  friendly, 
to  the  cultivation  of  those  virtues,  which  would  make  men 
brothers. 

Can  this  be  wondered  at?  At  the  age  of  seventeen,  fragile 
In  health  and  frame,  of  the  purest  habitt  in  morals,  full  of 
devoted  generosity  and  universal  kindness,  glowing  with  ar<- 
donr  to  attain  wisdom,  resolved  at  every  personal  sacrifice  to 
do  right,  burning  with  a  desire  for  affection  and  sympathy, — 
he  was  treated  as  a  reprobate,  cost  forth  as  a  criminal. 

The  cause  was,  that  he  was  sincere;  that  he  believed  the 
opinions  which  he  entertained,  to  be  true;  and  he  loved  truth 
with  a  martyr's  love:  be  was  ready  to  sacrifice  station  and 
fortune,  and  his  dearest  affections,  at  its  shrine.  The  sacri- 
fice was  demanded  from,  and  made  by,  a  youth  of  seventeen. 
It  is  a  singular  fnct  in  the  history  of  society  in  the  civilized 
nations  of  modem  times,  that  no  false  step  is  so  irretrievable 
as  one  made  in  early  youth.  Older  men,  it  is  true,  when 
they  oppose  their  fellows,  and  transgress  ordinary  rules,  carry 
a  certain  prudence  or  hypocrisy  as  a  shield  along  with  them. 
But  youth  is  rash ;  nor  can  it  imagine,  while  asserting  what 
it  believes  to  be  true,  and  doing  what  it  believes  to  be  right, 
that  it  should  be  denounced  as  vicious,  and  pursued  as  a 
criminal. 

Shelley  possessed  a  quality  of  mind  which  experience  haa 
shown  me  to  be  of  the  rarest  occurrence  among  human  beings : 
this  was  his  umoorldUneu.  The  usual  motives  that  rule  men, 
prospects  of  present  or  future  advontnge,  the  rank  and  for- 
tune of  those  around,  the  taunts  and  censures  or  the  praise 
of  those  who  were  Iiostile  to  him,  had  no  influence  whatever 
»ver  his  actions,  and  apparently  none  over  his  thoughts.  It 
is  difficult  even  to  express  the  simplicity  and  directness  of 
purpose  that  adorned  him.  Some  few  might  be  found  in  the 
history  of  mankind,  and  some  one  at  least  among  his  own 
frien(^  equally  disinterested  and  scornful,  even  to  severe 
personal  sacrifices,  of  every  baser  motive.    But  no  one,  I  be- 
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Ifeve,  erer  joined  this  noble  bu»  passire  Tirtne  to  equal  active 
endeavours,  for  the  benefit  of  his  friends  and  mankind  in 
genera],  and  to  equal  power  to  produce  the  advantages  be 
desired.  The  world's  brightest  gauds,  and  its  most  solid 
advantages,  were  of  no  worth  in  his  eyes,  when  compared  to 
the  cause  of  what  he  considered  truth,  and  the  good  of  his 
fellow-creatures.  Bom  in  a  position  which,  to  his  inexpe- 
rienced mind,  afforded  the  greatest  facilities  to  practise  the 
tenets  he  espoused,  he  boldly  declared  the  use  he  would  make 
of  fortune  and  station,  and  enjoyed  the  belief  that  he  should 
nuiterialiy  benefit  his  fellow-creatures  by  his  actions;  while, 
conscious  of  surpassing  powers  of  reason  and  imagination,  it 
is  not  strange  that  he  should,  even  while  so  young,  have  be- 
lieTed  that  his  written  thoughts  would  tend  to  disseminate 
opinions,  which  he  believed  conducive  to  the  happiness  of 
the  human  race. 

If  man  were  a  creature  devoid  of  passion,  he  might  have 
said  and  done  all  this  with  quietness.  But  lie  wiis  too  enthu- 
siastic, and  too  full  of  hatred  of  nil  the  ills  lie  witnessed,  not 
to  scorn  danger.  Various  disappointments  tortured,  but 
could  not  tame,  his  soul.  The  more  enmity  he  met,  the  more 
earnestly  he  became  attached  to  his  peculiar  views,  and  hos- 
tile to  those  of  the  men  who  persecuted  him. 

He  was  animated  to  greater  zeal  by  compassion  for  his 
fellow-creatures.  His  sympathy  was  excited  by  the  misery 
with  which  the  world  is  bursting.  lie  witnt's>ed  the  suffer- 
ings of  the  poor,  and  was  aware  of  the  t-vils  of  ignorance. 
He  desired  to  induce  every  rich  man  to  despoil  himself  of 
superfluity,  and  to  create  a  brotherhood  of  proi)erty  and  ser- 
vice, and  was  ready  to  be  the  first  to  lay  down  the  advan- 
tages of  Iiis  birth.  He  was  of  too  uncompromising  a  dispo- 
sition to  join  any  party.  He  did  not  in  his  youth  look  forward 
to  gradual  iinprovemeut :  nay,  in  those  days  of  intolerance, 
now  almost  forgotten,  it  seemed  as  easy  to  look  forward  to 
the  sort  of  millennium  of  freedom  and  brotherhood,  which  he 
thought  the  proper  state  of  mankind,  as  to  the  present  reign 
of  moderation  and  improvement.  Ill  health  made  him  believe 
that  his  race  would  soon  be  run ;  that  a  year  or  two  was  all 
ke  had  of  life.    He  desired  that  these  years  should  be  usefu 
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■qU  UlUfrtdotia,  He  eavr,  in  a  fervent  cnt]  on  his  fellotr- 
creaturoa  to  »hAre  alike  tVio  blc»»mp  ul'  tbo  crcution,  to 
lOTi  ftutl  iervfl  ench  other,  the  iioble«t  work  tbat  life  And 
time  permitted  hliii.     lu  this^  spirit  h«  compo«ed  *'  Queen 

Ho  Wfa  n.  lorer  of  th<s  wonderful  and  wild  ^n  Utemtara;  but 
hud  not  ftwtered  th«e  tastes  at  thoir  gcnuttio  sources— the 
rotnikncca  rtTicl  chivalry  of  th®  middle  ages;  but  in  tbe  p*ra- 
•al  of  iucli  Gemiari  wtirk*  na  vera  current  in  tbofte  diyi. 
Uwder  the  jnflneuce  cif  lliese,  he,  at  the  age  of  fifteen,  wrote 
Iwo  &hort  jji-ose  roiimnccs  of  iloiider  merit.  The  »entimeutB 
■ad  Iflognnge  were  exaggerated,  th*  composition  itnimtive 
ftud  poor.  Ue  wrote  also  a  poem  on  the  sabjtict  of  Ahnsue 
rus— ^betog  led  to  it  hy  &  Gcrmna  fnigm(uit  h«  plckcil  up, 
dirty  nnd  torn,  hi  LizicolD*«-lnn-Fietvts.  This  fell  afterwarda 
ttito  otlior  kinds— ami  was  con*idembly  altered  before  it  wm 
printed.  Our  eurlier  £i]gli«ti  poetry  wa»  almost  uukiiovfa 
to  hnn.  Tbo  lovo  and  knowledge  of  nature  developed  by 
Wordsworth- Hio  li)f\y  tnelody  and  mysterioii'*  tienuty  of 
Col«rt(!ge*i  pnetr)- — and  tlio  wild  fajit-ostic  jnncbinery  rind 
g^rgvouit  eceiJLTy  adu|iled  by  Southey,  eomposed  Ins  fnvour* 
Ue  reading.  *l'he  rliytbra  of  "  Queen  Mub  "  vtm  founded  on 
thut  of  "Tliidiibn,"  tttid  the  flrst  few  lines  bear  u  stiikltig 
resemblance  \u  spirit,  though  net  In  idoa,  to  the  opeuing  of 
that  poem,  UU  fertile  imiiglnntioD,  and  ear,  tuned  to  the 
llne^t  «en»e  of  biirnioiiy,  preserved  him  from  imitadoQ.  An- 
other of  hi*  favonrite  books  wa«  the  poem  of  "  Oebir,"  by 
Wftlicr  Savage  Lnndor.  From  his  boytiood  be  had  a  won- 
derful facility  of  rersiQcation,  which  he  carried  Into  another 
language^  and  his  Latin  sdiool  verses  wen*  composed  with 
an  OQLse  and  correctnc^a  that  procured  for  him  priMJ— ftnd 
CfttiMd  hita  to  be  re»)rted  to  by  all  hi*  friends  for  he}p.  He 
wits,  tit  the  period  of  writing  '^  Queen  Mivb,"  a  great  truTeller 
vithin  tlie  limit*  of  England,  Scotland^  and  Ireland.  His 
r  me  waa  sprtit  nmong  the  loveliest  icenea  af  tbe^e  countries. 
Mountain  and  link<i  nnd  forest  were  his  horne;  the  phenomena 
0f  Katnre  wt^re  hi.-:,  fnvonrito  study.  Ho  loved  to  inqniro  int« 
Adr  caii"©?,  and  was  addicted  to  pursuits  of  uotuml  philow- 
ihy  and  cheittistry,  ■*  fur  as  they  could  be  carried  on,  a>  no 
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■maMtaent.  These  tastes  gave  truth  and  viTacity  to  his  de 
scriptions,  and  wanned  his  soni  with  that  deef  admiration 
for  the  wonders  of  Nature  which  ooostant  association  with 
her  inspired. 

He  never  intended  to  pnblish  "  Qneen  Mab  "  as  it  stands; 
but  a  few  years  after,  when  printing  **AIastor,"  he  extracted 
a  small  portion,  which  he  entitled  **The  Demon  of  the 
World;"  in  this  he  changed  somewhat  the  versification— 
and  made  other  alterations  scarcely  to  be  called  improve- 
ments. 

I  extract  the  invocation  of  "  Qneen  Mab  **  to  the  Soul  of 
lanUie,  as  altered  m  **  The  Daemon  of  the  World."  I  give  it 
M  »  specimen  of  the  alteratiwis  made.  It  well  eharacteriaet 
hii  own  state  o(  mind. 


INVOCATION. 

Maiden,  the  world's  supremest  spirit 
Beneath  the  shadow  of  her  wings 
Folds  all  thy  memory  doth  inherit 
From  ruin  of  divinest  things, 
Feelings  that  lure  thee  to  betray 
And  light  of  thoughts  that  pass  away. 

For  thou  hast  earned  a  mighty  boon; 
The  truths  which  wisest  poets  see 
Dimly,  thy  mind  may  make  its  own, 
Rewarding  its  own  majesty. 
Entranced  in  some  diviner  mood 
Of  self-oblivions  solitude. 

Custom  and  faith  and  power  thou  spumest, 

From  hate  and  fear  thy  heart  is  free; 
Ardent  and  pure  as  day  thou  bumest 
For  dark  and  cold  mortility; 
A  living  light  to  cheer  it  long, 
The  watch-fires  of  tlie  world  among. 
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Therefore,  from  nature's  inner  shrine^ 

Where  gods  and  fiends  in  worship  bend, 
Mi^estic  Spirit,  be  it  thine 
The  flame  to  seize,  the  veil  to  rend, 
Where  the  vast  snalce  Eternity 
In  charmed  sleep  doth  ever  lie. 

All  that  inspires  thy  voice  of  love, 
Or  speaks  in  thy  unclosing  eyes, 
Or  through  thy  frame  doth  bum  and  more, 
Or  thinlE,  or  feel,  awake,  arise ! 
Spirit,  leave  for  mine  and  me 
Earth's  unsubstantial  mimicry! 

Some  janrs  after,  when  in  Italy,  a  bookseller  published  ui 
•dition  of  "  Queen  Mab  "  as  it  originally  stood.  SheiUey  WM 
hastily  written  to  by  his  friends,  under  tlie  idea  that,  deeply 
iiynrious  as  the  mere  distribution  of  the  Poem  had  proved, 
the  publication  might  awaken  fresh  persecutions.  At  the 
suggestion  of  these  friends  he  wrote  a  letter  on  the  subject, 
printed  in  "The  Exaramer"  newspaper— with  which  I  cloM 
this  history  of  his  earliest  worlc 


"TO   THE  EDITOR  OF  'THE  EXAMINER.' 

"Sii^ 

"Having  heard  that  a  poem,  entitled  'Queen  Mab,'  has 
been  surreptitiously  published  in  London,  and  that  legal  pro- 
ceedings have  been  instituted  against  the  publisher,  I  request 
the  favour  of  your  insertion  of  the  following  explanation  of 
the  affair,  as  it  relates  to  me. 

"A  poem,  entitled  '  Queen  Mab,'  was  written  by  me,  at  the 
age  of  eigliteen,  I  dare  say  in  a  sufficiently  intemperate 
tpirit — but  even  then  was  not  intended  for  publication,  and 
a  few  copies  only  were  struck  off,  to  be  distributed  among 
ny  personal  friends.  I  have  not  seen  this  production  for 
•everal  years;  I  doubt  not  but  that  it  is  perfectly  worthleM 
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in  foint  of  literary  compwitlon;  and  tliat  in  all  that  ooooenu 
moral  and  politi^  apeculatioD,  as  well  as  In  tiie  subtler  dia- 
eiiminatioos  of  metaphT^eal  and  reUgioas  doctrine,  it  to  itOI 
UKMre  orade  and  immatnie.  I  am  a  deroted  enemy  to  reB- 
gknu,  politieal,  and  domestic  opiMeiskm;  and  I  regret  thto 
pnblicatl<m  not  so  mnch  ftom  Htaraiy  vanity,  as  because  I 
fear  it  to  better  fitted  to  iiynre  than  to  senre  the  sacred  canse 
of  freedom.  I  have  directed  my  sdidtor  to  apply  to  Cban- 
oacy  for  an  injunction  to  restrain  the  sale;  bnt  after  the  pre- 
cedent of  Mr.  Sonthey's  'Wat  Tyler,*  (a  poem,  written,  I 
beUeve,  at  the  same  age,  and  with  the  same  unreflecting 
enthusiasm,)  with  little  hope  of  success. 

**  Whilst  I  exonerate  myself  from  aU  slum  In  haTing  dimlged 
Ofrinlons  hostile  to  eztoting  sanctions,  nndw  the  form,  what- 
erer  it  may  be,  which  they  assume  in  this  poem ;  it  to  scarcely 
necessary  for  me  to  protest  against  the  system  of  inculcating 
the  truth  ot  Christianity  or  the  excellence  of  Monarchy,  how 
ever  true  or  however  excellent  they  may  be,  by  such  equivo- 
cal alignments  as  confiscation  and  imprisonment,  and  inTective 
and  slander,  and  the  insolent  violation  of  the  most  sacred  ties 
of  nature  and  society. 

"Sir, 
**  I  am  your  obliged  and  obedient  servant, 

"Pbbct  B.  Sbkluet. 
xptso,  Jme  22, 1821." 

NoTi. — SMlejr'i  matunr  oplnfanis  in  regard  to  ChrmUnltf  and 
Ha  ftmodar,  cuj  b*  gatlMnd  from  paasagts  in  th*  Fint  Act  of  "Pr»- 
I  Dnboond." 


ALASTOE: 

OR, 

THE  SPIRIT  OF  SOLITUDE. 


Nondum  nmabam,  et  amare  aranbam ;  quKrcbam  quid  anu- 
rem  amans  nmare.  (bufem.  St.  AugtuL 


PREFACE. 

Thx  poem  entitled  "AJastor,"  may  be  considered  as  alle- 
gorical of  one  of  the  most  interesting  sitnations  of  the  human 
mind.  It  represents  a  youth  of  uncomipted  feelings  and 
adventurous  genius,  led  forth  by  an  imagination  inflamed 
and  purified  through  familiarity  with  all  that  is  excellent  and 
majestic,  to  the  contemplation  of  the  universe.  He  drinks 
deep  of  the  fountains  of  knowledge,  and  is  still  insatiate. 
The  magnificence  and  beauty  of  the  external  world  sinks 
profoundly  into  the  frame  of  his  conceptions,  and  afibrds  to 
their  modifications  a  variety  not  to  be  exhausted.  So  long 
as  it  is  possible  for  his  desires  to  point  towards  objects  thus 
infinite  and  unmeasured,  he  is  joyous,  and  tranquil,  and  self- 
possessed.  But  the  period  arrives  when  these  objects  cease 
to  suffice.  His  mind  is  at  length  suddenly  awakened,  and 
thirsts  for  intercourse  with  an  intelligence  similar  to  itself. 
He  images  to  himself  the  Ik'ing  whom  he  loves.  Conversant 
with  speculations  of  the  sublimest  and  most  perfect  natures, 
the  vision  in  which  he  embodies  his  own  imaginations,  unites 
all  of  wonderful,  or  wise,  or  beautiful,  which  the  poet,  the 
philosopher,  or  the  lover,  could  depicture.  The  intellectual 
faculties,  the  imagination,  the  functions  of  sense,  have  their 
respective  requisitions  on  the  sympathy  of  corresponding 
powers  in  other  human  beings.  The  Poet  is  represented  as 
uniting  these  requisitions,  and  attaching  them  to  a  single 
image.  He  seeks  in  vain  for  a  prototype  of  his  conception. 
Blasted  by  his  disappointment,  he  descends  to  an  untimely 
grave. 

The  picture  is  not  barren  of  instruction  to  actual  men. 
rbe  Poet's  self-centred  seclusion  was  avenged  by  the  furies 
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tf  Rn  iire^tibla  paasioa  panning  him  to  speody  rnlo.  But 
thai  Powo-  which  itrikfls  Um  Inminariw  of  the  w«}ild  with 
■adden  darluieu  mad  eztinctioD,  by  awakening  them  to  too 
exquisite  a  perceptioD  of  its  iuflu«aces,  dooms  to  a  siow  and 
poisonons  decay  those  meano-  spirits  that  dare  to  alyun  its 
domiuion.  Their  destiny  is  more  alyeot  and  inglorious,  aa 
Ui^  deliuqnency  is  more  oootemptible  and  pernicioos.  They 
vbo^  deiuded  by  no  goneroos  error,  hisHpted  by  no  saered 
Jiirst  of  doabtfnl  Icoowledge,  doped  by  no  illustrious  supers 
stition,  loving  nothing  on  this  earth,  and  cherishing  no  ht^es 
beyond,  yet  Iceep  aloof  fttm  sympathies  with  their  kind,  r»- 
joidag  neither  in  human  joy  nor  mourning  with  human  grief; 
tbeee,  and  such  as  they,  have  their  appoitiooed  curse.  They 
'anguish,  because  none  feel  with  them  their  common  nature. 
They  are  morally  dead.  They  are  neither  friends,  nor  lovers, 
nor  fathers,  nor  citizens  of  the  world,  nor  benefuctors  of  their 
country.  Among  those  who  attempt  to  exist  without  human 
sympathy,  the  pure  and  tendcr-Iicartcd  peribh  through  the 
intensity  and  passion  of  their  search  after  its  communities, 
when  the  vacancy  of  their  spirit  suddenly  makes  itself  felt. 
All  else,  selfish,  blind,  and  torpid,  are  those  unforeseeing 
multitudes  who  constitute,  together  with  their  own,  the  last- 
ing misery  and  loneliness  of  the  world.  Those  who  love  not 
their  feUow-beings,  live  unfruitful  lives,  and  prepare  for  their 
old  age  a  miserable  grave. 

The  good  die  first, 
And  those  whose  hearts  are  dry  as  summer's  d«at 
Bum  to  the  socketl 
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Eartd,  ocean,  air,  beloved  brotherhood  I 
If  our  great  Mother  have  imbued  my  soul 
With  aught  of  natural  piety  to  feel 
Your  love,  and  recompense  the  boon  with  mine} 
Tf  dewy  morn,  and  odorous  noon,  and  even, 
"With  sunset  and  its  gorgeous  ministers, 
And  solemn  midnight's  tingling  silentness ; 
If  autumn's  hollow  sighs  in  the  sear  wood, 
And  winter  robing  with  pure  snow  and  crowns 
Of  starry  ice  the  gray  grass  and  bare  boughs ; 
If  spring's  voluptuous  pantings  when  she  breathes 
Her  first  sweet  kisses,  have  been  dear  to  me ; 
If  no  bright  bird,  insect,  or  gentle  beast 
I  consciously  have  injured,  but  still  loved 
And  cherished  the»e  ray  kindred ; — then  forgive 
This  boast,  beloved  brethren,  and  withdraw 
No  portion  of  your  wonted  favour  now  I 

Mother  of  this  unfathomable  world  1 
flavour  my  solemn  song,  for  I  have  loved 
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Thee  ever,  and  thee  only ;  I  have  watched 
Thy  shadow,  and  the  darkness  of  thy  steps, 
And  my  heart  ever  gazes  on  the  depth 
Of  thy  deep  mysteries.     I  have  made  my  bed 
In  charnels  and  on  coffins,  where  black  death 
*  ^   Keeps  record  of  the  trophies  won  from  thee, 
^  I  '  ,  Hoping  to  still  these  obstinate  questionings 
.  ^  J       *  Of  thee  and  thine,  by  forcing  some  lone  ghost, 
J        A     Thy  messenger,  to  render  up  tlie  tale 
i '       vA        Of  what  we  are.     In  lone  and  silent  hours, 
L  » •'*  A         When  night  makes  a  weird  sound  of  its  own  still- 
•    "^  '■  ness, 

Like  an  inspired  and  desperate  alchemist 
Staking  his  very  lite  on  some  dark  hope, 
Have  I  mixed  awful  talk  and  asking  looks 
"With  my  most  innocent  love,  until  strange  tears, 
Uniting  with  those  breathless  kisses,  made 
Such  magic  as  compels  the  charmed  night 
To  render  up  thy  charge ;  and,  though  ne'er  yet 
Thou  hast  unveiled  thy  inmost  sanctuary, 
Enough  from  incommunicable  dream 
A.nd  twilight   phantasms    and   deep   noonday 

thought. 
Has  shone  within  me,  that  serenely  now 
And  moveless,  as  a  long-forgotten  lyre 
Suspended  in  the  solitary  dome 
Of  some  mysterious  and  deserted  fane, 
I  wait  thy  breath,  great  Parent,  that  my  strain 
May  modulate  with  murmurs  of  the  air, 
And  motions  of  the  forests  and  the  sea. 
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And  voice  of  living  beings,  and  woven  hymns 
Of  night  and  day,  and  the  deep  heart  of  man. 

There  was  a  Poet  whose  untimely  tomb 
No  human  hands  with  pious  reverence  reared,  ' 
But  the  charmed  eddies  of  autumnal  winds 
Built  o*er  his  mouldering  bones  a  pyramid 
Of  mouldering  leaves  in  the  waste  wilderness ; 
A  lovely  youth, — no  mourning  maiden  decked 
With  weeping  flowers,  or  votive  cypress  wreath,  .[.-^ 

The  lone  couch  of  his  everlasting  sleep ;  /\*^" 

Gentle,  and  brave,  and  generous,  no  lorn  bard     ''       ,.i  - 
Breathed  o*er  his  dark  fate  one  melodious  sigh :    ) '  "    , . .      > 
He  lived,  he  died,  he  sang  in  solitude. 
Strangers  have  wept  to  hear  his  passionate  notes,  1 » ' 

And  virgins,  as  unknown  he  passed,  have  pined         -    •  ,,  '  • 
And  wasted  for  fond  love  of  his  wild  eyes.  ^ , 

The  fire  of  those  soft  orbs  has  ceased  to  burn, 
And  Silence,  too  enamored  of  that  voice, 
Locks  its  mute  music  in  her  rugged  cell. 


^1 


"oo'- 


By  solemn  vision  and  bright  silver  dream 
His  infancy  was  nurtured.     Every  sight 
And  sound  from  the  vast  earth  and  ambient  air, 
Sent  to  his  heart  its  choicest  impulses. 
The  fountains  of  divine  philosophy 
Fled  not  his  thirsting  lips  ;  and  all  of  great, 
Or  good,  or  lovely,  which  the  sacred  past 
In  truth  .>r  fable  consecrates,  he  felt 
And  knew.     When  early  youth  had  past,  he  left 

VOL.  I.  11 


162 


XLASTOR;   ORj 


His  t!oKI  fi.i't:-ide  and  iilienaled  home, 
To  seek  strange  truths  ui  midbcovered  lands. 
Many  a  wide  waste  and  rangled  wilJerne&a 
Has  lured  his  fewrless  oleps;  and  he  lias  bought. 
With  hifi  sweet  voice  and  eyes,  from  Barage 

men 
Hia  rest  and  food.     Ntiture^s  most  secret  stepa 
He,  like  her  shadow,  hfis  pursued,  where'er 
The  red  volcano  overcaaopies 
Its  fields  of  snow  and  pinnacles  of  ice 
Wtlh  burning  smoke:  or  where  bitumen  lakea 
On  black  bnre  pointed  isleta  ever  beat 
With  sluggteli  surge,  or  where  tlie  secret  eaves, 
Rugged  and  dark,  winding  among  the  Bpringa 
Of  fire  and  poison,  inrtccessibk* 
To  Rvarice  or  pride,  their  slarry  domes 
Of  diamond  and  of  gold  expand  above 
Numbei'less  and  immeasurable  halls 
Frequent  with  crystal  column  and  clear  shrines 
Of  pearl  and  tlu-onCiS  radiant  with  chrysolite. 
Nor  had  that  scene  of  ampler  majesty 
Than  gems  or  gold,  th«  varying  roof  of  heaven 
And  the  green  earth,  lost  in  hid  heart  its  claimi 
To  love  and  wondt-r ;  he  would  linger  long 
In  lonesome  vales^  making  the  wild  his  home» 
Until  the  doves  and  squirrels  would  partake 
From  his  innocuous  hand  hb  bloodless  food, 
Lured  by  the  gentle  meaning  of  his  looks, 
And  the  wild  antelope,  that  starts  whene'er 
The  dry  leaf  rustles  in  ihe  brake,  suspend 
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Her  timid  steps,  to  gaze  upon  a  form 
More  graceful  than  her  own. 

His  wandering  step, 
Obedient  to  high  thoughts,  has  visited 
The  awful  ruins  of  the  days  of  old : 
Athens,  and  Tyre,  and  Balbec,  and  the  waste 
Where  stood  Jerusalem ;  the  fallen  towers 
Of  Babylon ;  the  eternal  pyramids ; 
Memphis  and  Thebes,  and  whatsoe'er  of  strange, 
Sculptured  on  alabaster  obelisk 
Or  jasper  tomb  or  mutilated  sphinx,. 
Dark  Ethiopia  on  her  desert  hills 
Conceals.     Among  the  ruined  temples  there. 
Stupendous  columns,  and  wild  images 
Of  more  than  man,  where  marble  demons  watch 
The  Zodiac's  brazen  mystery,  and  dead  men 
Hang  their  mute   thoughts  on  the  mute  walh 
He  lingered,  poring  on  memorials  [around, 

Of  the  world's  youth ;  throngli  the  long  burning  day 
Gazed  on  those  speechless  shapes,  nor,  when  the 

moon 
Filled  the  mysterious  halls  with  floating  shades 
Suspended  he  that  task,  but  ever  gazed 
And  gazed,  till  meaning  on  his  vacant  mind 
Flashed  like  strong  inspiration,  and  he  saw 
The  thrilling  secrets  of  the  birth  of  time. 

Meanwhile  an  Arab  maiden  brought  his  food, 
Her  daily  portion,  from  her  father's  tent, 
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And  spread  her  matting  for  his  couch,  and  stole 
Fi-om  duties  and  repose  to  tend  his  steps, — 
Enamoured,  yet  not  daring  for  deep  awe 
To  speak  her  love, — and  watched  his  nightly  sleep, 
Sleepless  herself  to  gaze  upon  his  lips 
Parted  in  slumber,  whence  the  regular  breath 
Of  innocent  dreams  arose ;  then,  when  red  mom 
Made  paler  the  pale  moon,  to  her  cold  home, 
Wildered,  and  wan,  and  panting,  she  returned. 

The  Poet  wandering  on,  through  Arable 
And  Persia  and  the  wild  Carmanian  waste, 
And  o'er  the  aerial  mountains  which  pour  down 
Indus  and  Oxus  from  their  icy  caves, 
In  joy  and  exultation  held  his  way ; 
Till  in  the  vale  of  Cachmire,  far  within 
Its  loneliest  dell,  where  odorous  plants  entwine 
Beneath  the  hollow  rocks  a  natural  bower, 
Beside  a  sparkling  rivulet  he  stretched 
His  languid  limbs.     A  vision  on  his  sleep 
There  came,  a  dream  of  hopes  that  never  yet 
Had  flushed  his  cheek.     He  dreamed  a  veiled 

maid 
Sat  near  him,  talking  in  low  solemn  tones. 
Her  voice  was  like  the  voice  of  his  own  soul 
Heard  in  the  calm  of  thought ;  its  music  long. 
Like  woven  sounds  of  streams  and  breezes,  held 
His  inmost  sense  suspended  in  its  web 
Of  many-coloured  woof  and  shifting  hues. 
Knowledge  and  truth  and  vulue  were  her  theme, 
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And  loft^  hopes  of  divine  liberty, 

Thoughts  the  most  deiir  to  him,  and  poesj, 

Herself  a  poet.     Soon  the  solemn  mood 

Of  her  pure  mind  kindled  through  all  her  frame 

A  permeating  fire  ;  wild  numbers  then 

She  raised,  with  voice  stifled  in  tremulous  sobs 

Subdued  by  its  own  "pathos ;  her  fair  hands 

Were  bare  alone,  sweeping  from  some  strange 

harp 
Strange  symphony,  and  in  their  branching  veins 
The  eloquent  blood  told  an  ineffable  tale. 
The  beating  of  her  heart  was  heard  to  fill 
The  pauses  of  her  music,  and  her  breath 
Turaultuously  accorded  with  those  fits 
Of  intermitted  song.     Sudden  she  rose, 
As  if  her  heart  impatiently  endured 
Its  bursting  burthen  :  at  the  sound  he  turned, 
And  saw  by  the  warm  light  of  their  own  life 
Her  glowing  limbs  beneath  the  sinuous  veil 
Of  woven  wind,  her  outspread  arms  now  bare, 
Her  dark  locks  floating  in  the  breath  of  night, 
Her  beamy  bending  eyes,  her  parted  lips 
Outstretched,  and  pale,  and  quivering  eagerly. 
His  strong  heart  sank  and  sickened  with  excess 
Of  love.      He  reared  his  shuddering  limbs  and 

quelled 
His  gasping  breath,  and  spread  his  arms  to  meet 
Her  panting  bosom : — she  drew  back  awhile, 
Then,  yielding  to  the  irresistible  joy, 
With  frantic  gesture  and  short  breathless  cry 
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Folded  his  frame  in  her  dissolving  arms. 
Now  blackness  veiled  his  dizzy  eyes,  and  night 
Involved  and  swallowed  up  the  vision ;  sleep, 
Like  a  dark  flood  suspended  in  its  course, 
<       ,1   Boiled  back  its  impulse  on  his  vacant  brain. 

Roused  by  the  shock,  he  started  from  his 
trance. 
The  cold  white  light  of  morning,  the  blue  moon 
t.  ,}■    Low  in  the  west,  the  clear  and  garish  hills, 
.  '^         IThe  distinct  valley  and  the  vacant  woods, 
^  Spread  round  hira  where  he  stood.     Whither  havt 

;     .. ."        The  hues  of  heaven  that  canopied  his  bower 
.;.  Of  yesternight,  the  sounds  that  soothed   his 

^■*         .1  sleep, 

' '  The  mystery  and  the  majesty  of  Earth, 

The  joy,  the  exultation  ?     His  wan  eyes 
Gaze  on  the  empty  scene  as  vacantly 
As  ocean's  moon  looks  on  the  moon  in  heaven. 
The  spirit  of  sweet  human  love  has  sent 
A  vision  to  the  sleep  of  him  who  spurned 
Her  choicest  gifts.     He  eagerly  pursues 
Beyond  the  realms  of  dream  that  fleeting  shade  ; 
He  overleaps  the  bounds.     Alas  !  alas  ! 
"Were  limbs  and  breath  and  being  intertwined 
\  ■       Thus  treacherously  ?     Lost,  lost,  for  ever  lost 
'^'  ^         .1  In  the  wide  pathless  desert  of  dim  sleep, 
'v"  That  beautiful  shape!     Does  the  dark  gate  of 

death 
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Conduct  to  thy  mysterious  paradise, 

0  Sleep?      Does  the  bright  arch  of  rainbow 

clouds 
And  pendent  mountain  seen  in  the  calm  lake, 
Lead  only  to  a  black  and  watery  depth, 
While  death's  blue  vault  with  loathliest  vapoutH 

hung, 
Where  every  shade  which  the  foul  grave  exhales 
Hides  its  dead  eye  from  the  detested  day. 
Conduct,  O  Sleep,  to  thy  delightful  realms  ? 
This  doubt  with  sudden  tide  flowed  on  his  heart ; 
The  ijisatiute  hope  which  it  awakened,  stung 
His  brain  even  like  despair. 

While  daylight  beH 
The  sky,  the  Poet  kept  mute  conference 
With  his  still  soul.     At  night  the  passion  cama 
Like  the  fierce  fiend  of  a  distempered  dream, 
And  shook  him  from  his  rest,  and  led  him  forth 
Into  the  darkness. — As  an  eagle, grasped 
In  folds  of  the  green  serpent,  feels  her  breast 
Burn  with  the  poison,  and  pr^t^ipitates. 
Through   niglit  and  day,  tempest  and  calm  and 

^cloml,        .  \  .. 
Fi-antic  with  dizzying  anguish,  her  blind  flight 
O'er  the  wide  airy  wilderness  ;  thus  driven 
By  the  bright  shadow  of  that  lovely  dream, 
Beneatii  the  cold  glare  of  the  desolate  night. 
Through  tangled  swamps  and  deep  precipitous 

dells, 
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Startling  with  careless  step  the  moon-light  snake, 

He  fled.     Red  morning  dawned  upon  his  flight. 

Shedding  the  mockery  of  its  vital  hues 

Upon  his  cheek  of  death.     He  wandered  on, 

Till  vast  Aomos,  seen  from  Petra'a  steep, 

Hung  o'er  the  low  horizon  like  a  cloud  ; 

Through  Balk,  and  where  the  desolated  tombs 

Of  Parthian  kings  scatter  to  every  wind 

Their  wasting  dust,  wildly  he  wandered  on, 

Day  after  day,  a  weary  waste  of  hours, 

Bearing  within  his  life  the  brooding  care 

That  ever  fed  on  its  decaying  ^ame^ 

And  now  his  Hmbs  were  lean ;  his  scattered  iiair, 

Scared  by  the  autumn  of  strange  suffering, 

Sung  dirges  in  the  wind ;  his  listless  hand 

Hung  like  dead  bone  within  its  withered  skin  ; 

Life,  and  the  lustre  that  consumed  it,  shone. 

As  in  a  furnace  burning  secretly. 

From  his  dark  eyes  alone.     The  cottagers, 

Who  ministered  with  human  charity 

Ilis  human  wants,  beheld  with  wondering  awe 

Their  fleeting  visitant.     The  mountaineer, 

Encountering  on  some  dizzy  precipice 

That  spectral  form,  deemed  that  the  Spirit  of  win<l. 

With  lightning  eyes,  and  eager  breath,  and  feet 

Disturbing  not  the  drifted  snow,  had  paused 

In  his  Ciireer ;  the  infant  would  conceal 

His  troubled  visage  in  his  mother's  robe 

In  terror  at  the  glare  of  those  wild  eyes. 

To  remember  their  strange  light  in  many  a  dream 
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Of  after  times ;  but  youthful  maidens,  taught        (y' ,   ^  c*- 
By  nature,  would  interpret  half  the  woe  ^^^    ^i 

That  wasted  him,  would  call  him  with  false  names        J.^^"^ 
Brother,  and  friend,  would  press  his  pallid  band      ^       ^j^ 
At  parting,  and  watch,  dim  through  tears,  the  path   .  ^.^     , 
Of  his  departure  from  their  father's  door.  p 

At  length  upon  the  lone  Chorasmian  shore  rj\/^ 

He  paused,  a  wide  and  melancholy  waste 
Of  putrid  marshes.     A  strong  impulse  urged 
His  steps  to  the  sea-shore.     A  swan  was  there, 
Beside  a  sluggish  stream  among  the  reeds. 
It  rose  5VS  he  approached,  and  with  strong  wings      ^.l^ 
Scaling  the  upward  sky,  bent  its  brighij»iu»e-  '"a  '^ 
High  over  the  iniinfiasjicaLIfijiuuji. -yvf ^    '    V         i 
His  eyes  pursued  its  flight :  —  "  Thou  hast  a  home,  ( 
Beautiful  bird  !  thou  voyagest  to  tiiine  home,         • 
Where  thy  sweet  mate  will  twine  her  downy  neck    , 
With  thine,  and  welcome  thy  return  with  eyes        1       ,  i 
Bright  in  the  lustre  of  their  own  fond  joy.  }      ' 

And  what  am  I  that  I  should  linger  here,  \     • 

With  voice  far  sweeter  than  thy  dying  notes,  j 

Spirit  more  vast  than  thine,  frame  more  attuned    I 
To  beauty,  wasting  these  surpassing  powers 
In  the  deaf  air,  to  the  blind  earth,  and  heaven 
That  echoes  not  my  thoughts  ?  "     A  gloomy  smilf 
Of  desperate. hope  wrinklecl  his  quivering  lips  ; 
For  sleep,  he  knew,  kept  most  relentlessly 
Its  precious  charge,  and  silent  death  exposed. 
Faithless  perhaps  as  sleep,  a  shadowy  luro. 
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With  doubtful  smile  mocking  its  own  strange 
charms. 

Startled  by  his  own  thoughts,  he  looked  around 
There  was  no  fair  fiend  near  him,  not  a  sight 
Or  sound  of  awe  but  in  his  own  deep  mind. 
A  little  shallop  floating  near  the  shore 
Caught  the  impatient  wandering  of  his  gaze. 
It  had  been  long  abandoned,  for  its  sides 
Gaped  wide  with  many  a  rifV,  and  its  frail  joints 
Swayed  with  the  undulations  of  the  tide. 
A  restless  impoise  urged  him  to  embark 
And  meet  lone  Death  on  the  drear  ocean's  waste  ; 
For  well  he  knew  that  mighty  Shadow  loves 
The  slimy  caverns  of  the  populous  deep. 

The  day  was  fair  and  sunny  ;  sea  and  sky 
Drank  its  inspiring  radiance,  and  the  wind 
Swept  strongly  from   the  shore,  bhickening  the 

waves. 
Following  his  eager  i^oul,  the  wanderer 
Leaped  in  the  boat,  he  spread  his  cloak  aloft 
On  the  bare  mast,  and  took  his  lonely  seat, 
And  felt  the  boat  speed  o'er  the  tranquil  sea 
Like  a  torn  cloud  before  the  hurricane 

As  one  that  in  a  silver  vision  floats, 
Obedient  to  the  sweep  of  odorous  winds, 
Upon  resplendent  clouds,  so  rapidly 
A^long  the  dark  and  ruffled  waters  fled 
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riic  Straining  boat. — A  whirlwind  swept  it  on. 
With  fierce  gusts  and  precipitating  force. 
Through  the  white  ridges  of  the  chafed  sea. 
The  waves  arose.     Higher  and  higher  still 
Their  fierce  necks  writhed  beneath  the  tempest's 

scourge, 
Like  serpents  stiniggling  in  a  vulture's  grasp. 
Calm  and  rejoicing  in  the  fearful  war 
Of  wave  running  on  wave,  and  blast  on  blast 
Descending,  and  bUick  flood  on  whirlpool  driven 
"With  dark  obliterating  course,  he  sat ; 
As  if  their  genii  were  the  ministers 
Appointed  to  conduct  him  to  the  light 
Of  those  beloved  eye.s,  the  Poet  sat, 
Holding  the  steady  hidm.     Evening  came  on, 
The  beams  of  sunset  hung  their  rainbow  hues 
High  'mid  the  shifting  domes  of  sheeted  spray 
That  canopied  his  path  o'er  the  waste  deep  ; 
Twilight,  ascending  slowly  from  the  east. 
Entwined  in  duskier  wreaths  her  braided  locks 
O'er  the  fair  front  and  radiant  eyes  of  day  ; 
Night  followed,  clad  with  stars.     On  every  side 
More  horribly  the  multitudinous  streams 
Of  ocean's  mountainous  waste  to  mutual  war 
Rushed  in  dark  tumult  thundering,  as  to  mock 
The  calm  and  spangled  sky.     The  little  bout 
Still  fled  before  the  storm :  still  fled,  like  foam 
Down  the  steep  cataract  of  a  wintry  river; 
Now  pausing^i  the  edge  of  the  riven  wave ; 
Now  leaving  far  behind  the-  bursting  mass 
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That  fell,  convulsing  ocean  ;  safeljr  fled. 
As  if  that  frail  and  wasted  human  form 
Had  been  an  elemental  god. 

^  ^^^  At  midnight 

_}-  '      The  moon  arose  ;  and  lo  !  the  ethereal  cliffs 
r   x.^     ^       I  Of  Caucasus,  whose  icj  summits  shone 
J       )^.^'    V    J  Among  the  stars  like  sunlight,  and  around 

^      s.^'      Whose  caverned  base  the  whirpools  and  the  waves 
^  r"  J-"^'.  Bursting  and  eddying  irresistibly, 

O^  -  V\  Rage  and  resound  for  ever. — "Who  shall  save  ? 
The  boat  fled  on, — the  boiling  torrent  drove, — 
The  crags  closed   round  with  bhick  and  jagged 

arms, 
The  shattered  mountain  overhung  the  sea. 
And  faster  still,  beyond  all  human  speed, 
Sus|>ended  on  the  sweep  of  the  smooth  wave, 
The  little  boat  was  driven.     A  cavern  there 
Yawned,  and  amid  its  slant  and  winding  depths 
Ingulfed  the  rushing  sea.     The  boat  fled  on 
With  unrelaxiiig  speed.     "  Vision  and  Love  !" 
The  Poet  cried  aloud,  "  I  have  beheld 
The  path  of  thy  departure.     Sleep  and  death 
Shall  not  divide  us  long." 

The  boat  pursued 
The  windings  of  the  cavern.     Day-light  shone 
At  length  upon  that  gloomy  river's  flow  ; 
Now,  where  the  fiercest  war  among  the  wavea 
Is  calm,  on  the  unfathomable  stream 


THE    SPIRIT    OF   SOLITUDE.  178 

ILe  boat  moved  slowly.     Where  the  mounljun, 

riven, 
Exposed  those  black  depths  to  the  azure  sky, 
Ere  yet  the  flood's  enormous  volume  fell 
Even  to  the  ha^^  of  Caucasus,  with  sound 
That  shook  the  everlasting  rocks,  the  mass 
Filled  with  one  whirlpool  all  that  ample  chasm  ; 
Stair  above  stair  the  eddying  waters  rose, 
Circling  immeasurably  fast,  and  laved 
With  alternating  dash  the  gnarled  roots 
Of  mighty  trees,  that  stretched  their  giant  arms 
In  darkness  over  it.     I'  the  midst  was  left. 
Reflecting  yet  distorting  every  cloud,  iV'--" 

A  pool  of  treacherous  and  tremendous  calm.  -        ^ 
Seized  by  the  sway  of  the  ascending  stream, 
With  dizzy  swiftness,  round,  and  round,  and 

round. 
Ridge  after  ridge  the  straining  boat  arose. 
Till  on  the  verge  of  the  extromest  curve. 
Where,  through  an  opening  of  the  rocky  bank. 
The  waters  overflow,  and  a  smooth  spot 
Of  gUk>sy  quiet  'mid  those  battling  tides 
Is  left,  the  boat  paused  shuddering.     Shall  it  sink 
Down  the  abyss  ?     Shall  the  reverting  stress 
Of  that  resistless  gulf  embosom  it  ? 
Now  shall  it  fall?     A  wandering  stream J2f. wind 
Breathed  from  the  west,  luis  caught  the  expanded 

sail, 
And,  lo  1  with  gentle  motion  between  banks 
Of  mossy  slope,  and  on  a  placid  stream.  ,    ■ 
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Beneath  a  wovep  grove,  it  sails,  and,  hark  I 
The  ghastly  torrent  mingles  its  far  roar 
With  the  breeze  murmuring  in  the  musical  woods. 
"Where  the  embowering  trees  recede,  and  leave 
A  little  space  of  green  expanse,  the  cove 
Is  closed  by  meeting  banks,  whose  yellow  flowers 
^    f     For  ever  gaze  on  their  own  drooping  eyes, 
V,"-'         Reflected  in  the  crystal  calm.     The  wave 
•'*  \  ,V       Of  the  boat's  motion  marred  their  pensive  task, 
^i^^        1  Which  nought  but  ^;agi^t  bird,  or  wantoiLwind, 

;0r  falling  spear-grass,  or  their  own  decay 
V  'Had  e'er  disturbed  before.     The  Poet  longed 

To  deck  with  their  bright  hues  his  witliered  hair, 
-  V  But  on  his  heart  its  solitude  returned, 
'^'' '       .^         And  he  forbore.     Not  the  strong  impulse  hid 
\.  J  '  In  those  flushed  cheeks,  bent  eyes,  and  shadowy 

'  "y  frame 

Had  yet  performed  its  ministry :  it  hung 
Upon  his  life,  as  lightning  in  a  cloud 
Gleams,  hovering  ere  it  vanish,  ere  the  floods 
Of  night  close  over  it. 


The  noonday  sun 
^  .  J  Now  shone  upon  tlie  forest,  one  vast  mass 

or  mingling  shade,  whose  brown  magnifictnce 
C     A  narrow  vale  embosoms.     There,  huge  eaves, 
Scooped  in  the  dark  base  of  (hose  airy  roeks. 
Mocking  its  moans,  respond  and  roar  for  ever. 
The  meeting  boughs  and  implicated  leaves 
Wove  twilight  o'er  the  Poet's  path,  as  led 


jf 


V-' 


THE    SPIRIT    OF    SOLITUDE.  175 

By  love^  or  dream,  or  god,  or  mightier  Death, 
He  sought  in  Nature's  dearest  haunt  some  bank, 
Her  cradle,  and  his  sepulchre.     More  dark 
And  dark  the  shades  accumulate.    The  oak, 
Expanding  its  immense  and  knotty  arms, 
Embraces  the  light  beech.     The  pyramids 
Of  the  tall  cedar  overarching,  frame 
Most  solemn  domes  within,  and  far  below. 
Like  clouds  suspended  in  an  emerald  sky. 
The  ash  and  the  acacia  floating  hang 
Tremulous  and  pale.     Like  restless  serpents^ 

clothed 
In  rainbow  and  in  fire,  the  parasites, 
Starr'd  with  ten  thousand  blossoms,  flow  around 
The  gray  trunks,  and,  as  gamesome  infants'  eyes, 
With  gentle  meanings,  and  most  innocent  wiles, 
Fold  their  beams  round  the  hearts  of  those  that 

love. 
These  twine  their  tendrils  with  the  wedded  boughs, 
Uniting  their  close  union ;  the  woven  leaves 
Make  net-work  of  the  dark  blue  light  of  day 
And  the  night's  noontide  clearness,  mutable 
As  shapes  in  the  weird  clouds.     Soft  mossy  lawns 
Beneath  these  canopies  extend  their  swells, 
Fragrant  with   perfumed  herbs,  and  eyed  with 

blooms 
Minute,  yet  beautiful.     One  darkest  glen 
Sends  from  its  woods  of  musk-rose  twined  with 

jasmine, 
A  soul-dissolving  odour,  to  invite 
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To  some  more  lovely  mystery.     Through  the  dell 
Silence  and  Twilight  here,  twin-sisters,  keep 
Their  noonday  watch,  and  sail  among  the  shades, 
Like  vaporous  shapes  half-seen ;  beyond,  a  well, 
Dark,  gleaming,  and  of  most  transluceijj;  wave, 
Images  all  the  woven  boughs  above, 
And  each  depending  leaf,  and  every  speck 
Of  azure  sky  darting  between  their  chasms ; 
Nor  aught  else  in  the  liquid  mirror  laves 
Its  portraiture,  but  some  inconstant  star. 
Between  one  foliaged  lattice  twinkling  fair. 
Or  painted  bird,  sleeping  beneath  the  moon, 
Or  gorgeous  insect,  floating  motionless, 
Unconscious  of  the  day,  ere  yet  his  wings 
Have  spread  their  glories  to  the  gaze  of  noon. 

Hither  the  Poet  came.     His  eyes  beheld 
Their  own  wan  light  through  the  reflected  lines 
Of  his  thin  hair,  distinct  in  the  dark  depth 
Of  that  still  fountain  ;  as  the  human  luart, 
Ga/ing  in  dreams  over  the  gloomy  grave, 
Sees  its  own  treacherous  likeness  there.    He  heard 
The  motion  of  the  leaves;  the  grass  that  sprung 
Startled, and  glanced  and  trembled  even  to  feel 
An  unaccustoiUL'd  presence;  and  the  sound 
Of  the  sweet  brook  that  trom  the  secret  springs 
Of  tliat  diirk  fountain  rose.     A  ppirit  seemed 
To  stand  beside  him—clothed  in  no  bright  roboa 
Ofshadowy  silver  or  enshrining  light, 
Borrow'd  from  aught  the  visible  world  affords 


THE   SPIRIT    OP   SOLITUDE.  177 

Of  grace,  or  majesty,  or  mystery  ; 
But,  undulating  woods,  and  silent  well, 
And  rippling  rivulet,  and  evening  gloom 
Now  deepening  the  dark  shades,  for  speech  as- 
suming, 
Held  commune  with  him,  as  if  he  and  it 
Were  all  that  was, — only — when  his  regard 
Was  raised  by  intense  pensiveness, — two  eyes, 
Two  starry  eyes,  hung  in  the  gloom  of  thought, 
And  seemed  with  their  serene  and  azure  smiles 
To  beckon  him. 

Obedient  to  the  light 
That  shone  witiiin  his  soul,  he  went,  pursuing 
The  windings  of  the  dell. — The  rivulet 
Wanton  and  wild,  through  many  a  green  ravine 
Beneath  the  forest  flowed.     Sometimes  it  fell 
Among  the  moss,  with  hollow  harmony 
Dark  and  profound.     Now  on  the  polished  stones 
It  danced,  like  childhood  laughing  as  it  went ; 
Then,  through  the   plain  in  tranquil  wanderings 

'crept, 
Reflecting  every  herb  and  drooping  bud 
That  overhung  its  quietness. — "O  stream  1 
Whose  source  is  inaccessibly  profound, 
Whither  do  thy  mysterious  waters  tend  ? 
Thou  imiigest  my  life.     Thy  darksome  stillness, 
Thy  dazzling  waves,  thy  loud  and  hollow  gulfs, 
Thy  searchless  fountain  and  invisible  course, 
Hare  each  their  type  in  me  ;  and  the  wide  sky 
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And  measureless  ocean  may  declare  as  soon 
What  oozy  cavern  or  what  wandering  cloud 
Ck>ntauis  thy  waters,  as  the  universe 
Tell  where  these  living  thoughts  r^ide,  when 

stretched 
Upon  thy  flowers  my  bloodless  limbs  shall  wa8t«> 
r  the  passing  wind !  ** 

Beside  the  grassy  shore 
Of  the  small  stream  he  went ;  he  did  impress 
On  thn  green  moss  his  tremulous  step,  that  caught 
Strong  shuddering  from  his  burning  limbs.     As 

one 
Boused  by  some  joyous  madness  from  the  couch 
Of  fever,  he  did  move  ;  yet  not,  like  him, 
Forgetful  of  the  grave,  where,  when  the  flame 
Of  his  frail  exultation  shall  be  spent, 
He  must  descend.     With  rapid  steps  lie  went 
Beneath  the  shade  of  trees,  beside  the  flow 
Of  the  wild  bubbling  rivulet ;  and  now 
The  forest's  solemn  canopies  were  changed 
For  the  uniform  and  lightsome  evening  sk^. 
Gray  rocks  did  peep  from  the  spare  moss,  and 

stemmed 
The  struggling  brook  ;  tall  spires  of  windlestraw 
Threw  their  thin  shadows  down  the  rugged  slope, 
And  nought  but  gnarled  roots  of  ancient  pines 
Branchless  and  blasted,  clenched  with  grasping 

roots 
The  unwilling  soil     A  gradual  change  was  here, 
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Yet  ghastly.     For,  as  fast  years  flow  away, 
The  smooth  brow  gjithers,  and  the  hair  grows  thin 
And  white ;  and  where  irradiate  dewy  eyes 
Elad  shone,  gleam  stony  orbs  :  no  from  his  steps 
Bright  flowers  departed,  and  the  beautiful  shade 
Of  the  green  groves,  with  all  their  odorous  winds 
A.nd  musical  motions.     Calm,  he  still  pursued 
The  stream,  that  with  a  larger  volume  now 
Rolled  through  the  labyrinthine  dell ;  and  there 
Fretted  a  path  through  its  descending  curves 
With  its  wintry  speed.     On  every  side  now  rose 
Rocks,  which,  in  unimaginable  forms, 
Lifted  their  black  and  barren  pinnacles 
In  the  light  of  evening,  and  (its  precipice 
Obscuring  the  ravine)  disclosed  above, 
'Mid  toppling  stones,  black  gulfs,  and  yawning 

caves. 
Whose   windings  gave   ten  thousand   various 

tongues 
To  the  loud  stream.     Lo !  where  the  pass  expands 
Its  stony  jaws,  the  abrupt  mountain  breaks, 
And  seein^,  with  its  accumulated  crags, 
To  overhang  the  world  ;  for  wide  expand 
Bencatli  tlie  wan  stars  and  descending  moon 
Islanded  seas,  blue  mountains,  mighty  streams, 
Dim  tracts  and  vast,  robed  in  the  lustrous  gloom 
Of  leaden-coloun.'d  even,  and  fiery  hills 
Mingling  their  flames  with  twilight,  on  the  verge 
Of  the  remote  horizon.     The  near  scene, 
In  naked  and  severe  simplicity, 
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Bfade  contrast  with  the  aniverae.    A  pine^ 
Bock-rootedy  stretched  athwart  the  Tacanqr 
Its  swinging  boughs,  to  each  inconstant  blast 
Yielding  one  only  resp<»ise,  at  each  pause. 
In  most  fiuniliar  cadence ;  with  the  howl. 
The  thunder  and  the  hiss  of  homeless  streams 
Mingling  its  solemn  song,  whilst  the  broad  river 
Foaming  and  hunying  o'er  its  rugged  path. 
Fell  into  that  immeasurable  roid. 
Scattering  its  waters  to  the  passing  winds. 

Yet  the  gray  precipice,  and  solenm  pine 
And  torrent,  were  not  all ; — one  silent  nook 
Was  there.     Even  on  the  edge  of  that  vast 

mountain, 
Upheld  by  knotty  roots  and  fallen  rocks. 
It  overlooked  in  its  serenity 
'.  The  dark  earth,  and  the  bending  vault  of  stars. 
It  was  a  tranquil  spot,  that  seemed  to  smile 
Even  in  the  lap  of  horror.     Ivy  clasped 
The  fissured  stones  with  its  entwining  arms. 
And  did  embower  with  leaves  forever  green 
And  berries  dark,  the  smooth  and  even  space 
Of  its  inviolated  floor,  and  here 
The  children  of  the  autumnal  whirlwind  bore. 
In  wanton  sport,  those  bright  leaves,  whose  decay 
Red,  yellow,  or  ethereally  pale, 
Rival  the  pride  of  summer.     'Tis  the  haunt 
Of  every  gentle  wind,  whose  breath  can  teach 
The  wilds  to  love  tranquillity.     One  step. 
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One  human  step  alone,  has  ever  broken 

The  stillness  of  its  solitude  :— one  voice 

Alone  inspired  its  echoes  ; — even  that  voice 

Which  hither  came,  floating  among  the  winds, 

And  led  the  loveliest  among  human  forms 

To  make  their  wild  haunts  the  depository 

Of  all  the  grace  and  beauty  that  endued 

Its  motions,  render  up  its  majesty, 

Scatter  its  music  on  the  unfeeling  storm. 

And  to  the  damp  leaves  and  blue  cavern  mould, 

Nurses  of  rainbow  flowers  and  branching  moss, 

Commit  the  colours  of  that  varying  cheek, 

That  snowy  breast,  those  dark  and  drooping  eyes. 

The  dim  and  horned  moon  hung  low,  and  poured 
A  sea  of  lustre  on  the  horizon's  verge 
That  overflowed  its  mountains.     Yellow  mist 
Filled  the  unbounded  atmosphere,  and  drank 
Wan  moonlight  even  to  fulness :  not  a  star 
Shone,  not  a  sound  was  heard  ;  the  very  winds, 
Danger's  grim  playmates,  on  that  precipice 
Slept,  clasped  in  hi.s  embrace. — O,  storm  of  death  1 
Whose  sightless  speed  divides  this  sullen  night ; 
And  thou,  colossal  Skeleton,  that,  still 
Guiding  its  irresistible  career 
In  thy  devastating  omnipotence. 
Art  king  of  this  frail  world,  from  the  red  field 
Of  slaughter,  from  the  reeking  hospital, 
The  patriot's  sacred  couch,  the  snowy  bed 
Of  innocence,  the  scaffold  and  the  throne. 
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A.  mighty  voice  invokes  thee.     Ruin  calls 
His  brother  Death.     A  rare  and  regal  prey 
He  hath  prepared,  prowling  around  the  world ; 
Glutted  with  which  thou  may'st  repose,  and  men 
Go  to  their  graves  like  flowers  or  creeping  worms, 
Nor  ever  more  offer  at  thy  dark  shrine 
The  unheeded  tribute  of  a  broken  heart. 

When  on  the  threshold  of  tho  green  recess 
The  wanderer's  footsteps  f«;Il,  he  knew  that  death 
Was  on  him.     Yet  a  little,  ere  it  fled, 
Did  he  resign  his  high  and  holy  soul 
To  images  of  the  majestic  past, 
That  paused  within  his  passive  being  now, 
Like  winds  that  bear  sweet  music,  when  they 

breathe 
Through  some  dim  latticed  chamber,     lie  did 

place 
His  pale  lean  hand  upon  the  rugged  trunk 
Of  the  old  pine.     Upon  an  ivied  stone 
Reclined  his  languid  head;  his  limbs  did  rest, 
Ditl'usod  and  motionless,  on  the  smooth  brink 
Of  tiiat  obscurest  chasm  ; — and  thus  he  lay, 
Surrendering  to  their  final  impulses 
The  hovering  powers  of  life.      Hope  and  despair. 
The  torturers,  slept ;  no  mortal  pain  or  fear 
Marred  his  repose;  th«'intluxe-  of  sense 
And  his  own  being. unalloyed  by  pain, 
Yet  feebler  and  more  feeble,  calmly  ted 
The  stream  of  thought,  till  he  lay  breathing  there 
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At  peace,  and  faintly  smiling.    HIa  last  sight 
Wus  the  great  moon,  which  o'er  the  western  line 
Of  the  wide  world  lier  mighty  horn  suspended,  K/^ 

With  whose  dun  beams  inwoven  darkness  8eeme<1       ,.    ^^^ 
To  mingle.     Now  upon  the  jagged  hills  ^Ja^     ^^ 

It  rests,  and  still  as  the  divided  frame  ^     ^  \^\^         ^ 

Of  the  va-st  meteor  sunk,  the  Poet's  blood,         M  ' '  ^*^  •  r 

That  ever  beat  in  mystic  sympathy  Ji^'^f.      ^» ' 

With  nature's  ebb  and  flow,  grew  feebler  still ;     '  \*'^  *  \'j 

And  when  two  lessening  points  of  light  alone  i}^ 

Gleamed  through  the  darkness,  the  alternate 

gasp 
Of  his  faint  respiration  scarce  did  stir 
The  stagnate  nigltt; — till  the  minutest  ray 
Was  quenched,  the  pulse  yet  lingered  in  his  heart. 
It   paused — it  fluttered.      But  when  heaven 

remained 
Utterly  black,  the  murky  shades  involved 
An  image  silent,  cold,  and  motionless 
As  their  own  voiceless  earth  and  vacant  air. 
Even  as  a  vapour  fed  with  golden  beams 
That  ministered  on  sunlight,  ere  the  west 
Eclipses  it,  was  now  that  wondrous  frame — 
No  sense,  no  motion,  no  divinity —  , 

A  fragile  lute,  on  whose  harmonious  strings  ■ 

The  breath  of  heaven  did  wander — a  bright  stream 
Once  fed  witli  nmny-voiced  waves — a  dream 
Of  youth,  which  night  and  time  have  quenched 

for  ever. 
Still,  dark,  and  dry,  and  unremembered  now* 
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O,  for  Medea's  wondnras  dchem}, 
Which  whereeoe'er  it  fell  made  the  earth  g^eam 
WHh  bright  flowers,  and  the  wintiy  boughs  exhale 
From  vernal  blocHns  fresh  ftagrancel    O,  that 

God, 
Profose  of  poisons,  woald  ooacede  the  chalice 
Which  bat  one  living  man  has  drained,  who  now, 
Vessel  of  deathless  wrath,  a  dave  that  leeb 
No  proud  exemption  in  the  blighting  curse 
He  bears,  over  the  world  wanders  for  ever, 
Lone  as  incarnate  death !    O,  that  the  dream 
Of  dark  magician  in  his  visioned  cave, 
Raking  the  cinders  of  a  crucible 
For  life  and  power,  even  when  his  feeble  hand 
Shakes  in  its  last  decaj,  were  the  true  law 
Of  this  BO  lovely  world !     But  thou  art  fled, 
Like  some  frail  exhalation,  which  the  dawn 
Bobes  in  its  golden  beams, — ah !  thou  hast  fled  ! 
The  brave,  the  gentle,  and  the  beautiful. 
The  child  of  grace  and  genius.    Heartless  things 
Are  done  and  said  i'  the  world,  and  many  worms 
And  beasts  and  men  live  on,  and  mighty  Earth 
From  sea  and  mountain,  city  and  wilderness. 
In  vesper  low  or  joyous  orison. 
Lifts  still  its  solemn  voice  ; —  but  thou  art  fled: 
Thou  canst  no  longer  know  or  love  the  shapes 
Of  this  phantasmal  scene,  who  have  to  thee 
Been  purest  ministers,  — who  are,  alas ! 
Now  thou  art  not.     Upon  those  pallid  lips. 
So  sweet  even  in  their  silence,  on  those  eyes 
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That  image  sleep  in  death,  upon  tliat  form 
Yet  safe  from  the  worm's  outrage,  let  no  tear 
Be  shed — not  even  in  thought     Nor,  when  those 

hues 
Are  gone,  and  those  divinest  lineaments, 
Worn  bj  the  senseless  wind,  shall  live  alone 
In  the  frail  pauses  of  this  simple  strain, 
Let  not  high  verse,  mourning  the  memory 
Of  that  which  is  no  more,  or  painting's  woe 
Or  sculpture,  speaii  in  feeble  imagery 
Their  own  cold  powers.     Art  and  eloquence, 
And  all  the  shows  o'  the  world,  are  frail  and  viun 
To  weep  a  loss  that  turns  their  light  to  shade. 
It  is  a  woe  "  too  deep  for  tears,"  when  all 
Is  reft  at  once,  when  some  surpassing  spirit, 
Wliose  light  adorned  the  world  around  it,  leaves 
Those  who  remain  behind  nor  sobs  nor  groans. 
The  passionate  tumult  of  a  clinging  hope; 
But  pale  despair  and  cold  tranquillity, 
Nature's  vast  frame,  the  web  of  human  things, 
Birth  and  the  grave,  that  are  not  as  they  were. 
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NOTE  OH  ALASTOR 

BT  TBM  KDITOB. 

""ikuumm  'mnrlttaninaTaiydUbnattonefrom^QiieflB 
Mab.*'  In  the  latter,  Shelley  poured  oat  all  the  cherisb«d 
qMOulations  of  his  jonth — nil  the  irrepressible  emotions  of 
sympath}',  censure,  and  hope,  to  which  the  prejicnt  suffer- 
ing, and  what  he  considers  the  proper  destiny  of  his  fellow- 
oreatnres,  gave  birth.  "Alastor,"  on  the  contrary,  contains 
an  indiTidual  interest  only.  A  very  few  ycAr?,  with  their 
attendant  events,  hod  checked  the  ardour  of  Shelley's  hopes, 
though  he  still  tlionght  them  well-grounded,  and  that  tu 
•dranee  their  fulfilment  was  the  noblest  task  mun  could 
aoUere. 

This  is  neither  the  time  nor  place  to  speak  of  the  misfor- 
tnnas  that  chequered  his  life.  It  will  be  sufficient  to  say, 
that  in  all  he  did,  he  at  the  time  of  doing  it  belicYcd  himself 
justified  to  hi$  own  conscience;  while  the  vtiriuus  ills  of 
poverty  and  loss  of  friends  brought  home  to  him  the  sad 
realities  of  life.  Physical  suffering  had  nlso  conriidernble 
influence  in  causing  him  to  turn  his  eyes  inwnrd;  inclining 
him  rather  to  brood  over  the  thoughts  and  emotions  of  his 
own  soul,  than  to  glunce  abroad,  and  to  make,  as  in  "  Queen 
Mab,**  the  whole  universe  the  object  and  subject  of  his  song. 
In  the  spring  of  1815,  an  eminent  phpician  pronounced  that 
be  was  dying  rnpidl}*  of  a  consumption;  abscesses  were 
fimned  on  his  lungs,  and  he  suffered  acute  spasms.  Sud- 
denly a  complete  change  took  place;  and  though  through 
ift  he  was  a  martyr  to  pain  and  debility,  every  symptom  of 
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pulmonary  disease  vanished.  His  nerves,  which  natnre  had 
formed  sensitive  to  an  unexampled  degree,  were  rendered 
still  Qdoro  susceptible  by  the  state  of  his  health. 

As  soon  as  the  peace  of  1814  had  opened  the  Continent, 
he  went  abroad.  He  visited  some  of  the  more  magnificent 
scsnes  of  Switzerland,  and  returned  to  England  from  Lucerne, 
by  the  Rcuss  and  the  Rhine.  This  river  iiavigiition  enchanted 
him.  In  his  fsivourite  poem  of  "  Thalaba,*'  his  imagination 
had  been  excited  by  a  description  of  such  a  voyage,  bi  the 
summer  of  1816,  after  a  tour  along  the  southern  coast  of 
Devonshire  and  a  visit  to  CiiAon,  he  rented  a  house  on  Bi!>hop- 
gate  Heath,  on  the  borders  of  Windsor  Forest,  where  he 
enjoyed  several  months  of  comparative  health  and  tranquil 
happiness.  The  later  summer  months  were  warm  and  dry. 
Accompanied  by  a  few  friends,  he  visited  the  source  of  the 
Thames,  making  a  voyage  in  a  wherry  from  Windsor  to 
Crichlade.  His  beautiful  stanzas  in  the  churchyard  of  Lecb- 
lado  wore  written  on  that  occasion.  "Alastor"  was  com- 
posed on  his  return.  He  spent  liLs  days  under  the  oak-shades 
Df  Windsor  Great  Park;  and  the  magnificent  woodland  was 
a  fitting  study  to  in<«pire  the  various  descriptions  of  forest 
scenery  wc  find  in  the  poem. 

None  of  Shelley's  poems  is  more  characteristic  than  this. 
The  solemn  spirit  that  reigns  throughout,  the  worship  of  the 
majesty  of  nature,  the  broodings  of  a  poet's  heart  in  soli- 
tude— the  mingling  of  the  exulting  joy  which  the  various 
aspect  of  the  visible  universe  inspires,  with  the  sad  and  strug- 
gling pangs  which  human  passion  imparts,  give  a  touching 
interest  to  the  whole.  The  death  which  he  had  often  con- 
templated during  the  last  months  as  certain  and  near,  he  here 
reprc.«ented  in  such  colours  as  had,  in  bis  lonely  musings, 
soothed  his  soul  to  peace.  The  versification  sustains  the 
solemn  spirit  which  breathes  throughout:  it  is  peculiarly 
melodious.  The  poem  ought  rather  to  be  considered  didactic 
than  narrative:  it  was  the  outpouring  of  his  own  emotions, 
embodied  in  tlio  purest  form  he  could  conceive,  painted  in 
the  ideal  hues  which  his  brilliant  imagination  inspired,  and 
«oftened  by  the  recent  anticipation  of  death. 
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PREFACE. 

Tiut  Poom  which  I  now  present,  to  the  world,  U  an  attempt 
Aom  which  I  scarcely  dare  to  expect  success,  and  in  which  a 
writer  of  established  fame  might  foil  without  disgrace.  It  is 
an  experiment  on  the  temper  of  the  public  mind,  as  to  how 
far  a  thirst  for  a  happier  condition  of  moral  and  political 
Aociety  survives,  among  the  enlightened  and  refined,  the  tern 
pests  which  have  shaken  the  age  in  which  we  live.  I  ba.Yt 
sought  to  enlist  tlic  liunnony  of  metrical  langunge,  the  ethe- 
real combinations  of  the  fancy,  tlie  rapid  and  subtle  transitions 
of  human  passion,  all  those  elements  which  essentially  com- 
pose a  poem,  in  the  cause  of  a  liberal  and  comprebensiTe 
morality;  and  in  the  view  of  kindling  within  the  bosoms  of 
my  readers  a  virtuous  enthusiasm  for  those  doctrines  of 
liberty  and  justice,  that  faith  and  hope  in  something  good, 
which  neither  violence,  nor  misrepresentation,  nor  prejudice, 
con  ever  totally  extinguish  among  mankind. 

For  this  purpose,  I  have  chosen  a  story  of  human  passion 
in  its  most  universal  character,  diversified  with  moving  and 
romantic  adventures,  and  appealing,  in  contempt  of  all  arti- 
ficial opir.ions  or  institutions,  to  tlie  common  sympathies  of 
every  Imman  breast.  I  have  made  no  attempt  to  recommend 
the  motives  which  I  would  substitute  for  tliose  at  present 
goveniing  mankind,  by  metliodical  and  systematic  argument 
I  would  only  aVakeii  the  feelings  so  that  the  reader  should 
see  the  beauty  of  true  virtue,  and  be  incited  to  those  inquiries 
which  have  led  to  my  moral  and  political  creed,  and  that  of 
Kome  of  the  sitblimest  intellects  in  the  world.  The  Poem, 
therefore,  (with  the  exception  of  the  first  canto,  which  is 
vorely  introductory,)  is  narrative,  not  didactic.    It  is  a  sno 
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fwlou  <tf  plctnrw  niutimtiiif  tiM  growth  and  progww  of 
indhridaal  mind  Mprinf  after  esedlenoe,  and  devoted  to  dM 
lora  of  mankind;  ha  inflaanco  in  refining  and  making  pure 
dM  moat  daring  and  nncommon  impnlaea  of  the  imagination, 
die  nndentanding,  and  the  sensea;  iti  impatience  at  ** ail  die 
epprestions  which  are  done  under  the  »nn ;  **  its  tendency  to 
awaken  public  hope  and  to  enlighten  and  improre  manklndi 
the  rapid  effecta  of  the  appUeation  erf*  diat  tendency;  the 
awakening  of  an  immense  nadon  ftom  their  slarery  and 
degradation  to  a  true  sense  of  moral  dignity  and  freedom; 
the  lUoodless  detlironement  of  didr  oppressors,  and  the  un- 
Teiling  of  tlie  raligioas  frauds  by  which  they  had  been  delnded 
into  submission;  the  tranquillity  of  soeoessftil  patriotism. 
and  the  uniTersal  toleration  and  benevolenee  of  true  phi]an> 
thropy;  the  treachery  and  barbarity  of  hired  soldien;  vice 
not  the  object  of  punishment  and  hntred,  but  kindness  and 
pity;  the  faithlessness  of  tynints;  the  confederacy  of  the 
Rulers  of  the  World,  and  the  restonition  of  the  expelled  Dy- 
nasty by  foreign  arms;  the  massacre  and  extermination  of 
the  Patriots,  and  the  victoiy  of  estHblisheJ  power;  the  conse- 
quences of  legitimate  despotism,  civil  war,  famine,  plague, 
superstition,  and  an  utter  extinction  of  the  domestic  affec- 
tions; the  judicial  murder  of  the  advocates  of  Liberty;  the 
temporary  triumph  of  oppression,  that  secure  earnest  of  its 
Anal  and  inevitable  fulli  the  transient  nature  of  ignorance 
and  error,  and  the  eteniity  of  genius  and  virtue.  Such  is  the 
series  of  delineations  of  which  thf  Poem  consists.  And  if 
the  lofty  passions  with  which  it  has  been  my  scope  to  distin- 
guish this  story,  shall  not  excite  in  tlio  reader  a  generous 
impulse,  an  ardent  tliirst  for  excellence,  au  interest  profound 
and  strong,  such  as  belongs  to  no  meaner  desires— let  not  the 
failure  be  imputed  to  a  natural  unfitness  for  human  sympathy 
in  these  sublime  and  animating  themes.  It  is  the  business 
of  the  Poet  to  communicate  to  others  the  pleasure  and  the 
enthusiasm  arising  out  of  those  images  and  feelings,  in  the 
vivid  presence  of  which  witliin  his  own  mind,  consists  at 
once  his  inspiration  and  his  reward. 

The  panic  which,  like  au  epidemic  tr:in.<port,  seized  upon 
ill  classes  of  men  during  the  excesses  consequent  upon  the 
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French  Revolntion,  is  gruduAlIy  f^ving  place  to  sanity.  It 
has  censed  to  be  believed,  that  whole  generations  of  mankind 
ought  to  consign  thenisclveB  to  a  hopeless  inheritance  of  igno- 
rance and  misery,  becnuse  a  nation  of  men  who  had  been 
dnpes  and  slaves  for  centuries,  were  incapable  of  conducting 
themselves  with  the  wisdom  and  tranquillity  of  freemen  so 
soon  as  some  of  their  fetters  were  partially  loosened.  That 
their  conduct  could  not  have  been  marked  by  any  other  cha- 
racters than  ferocity  and  thoughtlessueds,  is  the  historioal 
fact  from  which  liberty  derives  all  its  recommendations,  and 
falsehood  the  worst  features  of  its  deformity.  There  is  a  re- 
flux in  the  tide  of  human  things  which  bears  the  shipwrecked 
hopes  of  men  into  a  secure  haven,  after  the  storms  are  past 
Methinks,  those  who  now  live  have  survived  an  age  of  de- 
spair. 

The  French  Revolution  may  bo  considered  as  one  of  those 
manifestations  of  a  general  state  of  feeling  among  civilized 
mankind,  pnjduced  by  a  defect  of  correspondence  between 
the  knowledge  existing  in  society  and  the  improvement  or 
gradual  abolitioTi  of  political  iiiistitutious.  The  year  1788  may 
be  assumed  as  the  epocli  of  one  of  the  most  important  crites 
produced  by  this  feeling.  The  sympathies  connected  with 
that  event  extended  to  every  bosfmi.  The  most  generous  and 
amiable  natures  were  those  wliieh  participated  the  most  ex- 
tfnsively  in  tln'sc  pym|)atliie>.  But  sucli  a  dejjree  of  unmin- 
gled  good  WHS  oxpcoted,  us  it  was  imi)0ssiblc  to  realize.  If 
the  Kevolutidn  hnri  been  in  every  respect  prosperous,  then 
misrule  and  suporstition  would  lose  half  their  claims  to  our 
abhorrence,  as  fetters  which  tlic  captive  can  unlock  with  the 
slightest  motion  of  his  fin<,'ors,  and  which  do  not  eat  with 
poisonous  rust  info  the  soul.  The  revulsion  occasioned  by 
the  atrocitie.«t  of  the  dcniunogues  and  the  reestablishmont  of 
mccessive  tyrannies  in  Franco  was  terrible,  and  felt  in  the 
remotest  corner  of  the  civilized  world.  Could  they  listen  to 
the  plea  of  reason  who  Iiu'i  groaned  utider  the  calamities  of  a 
social  state,  according  to  the  provisions  of  which,  one  man 
riots  in  luxury  whil.-t  iinothcr  famishes  for  want  of  bread? 
Can  he  who  the  day  bct'oie  was  a  tnunpldl  shive,  suddenly 
become  liLenil-miu'led,  f.-rbearing.  and  indepen-if.'nt?  This 
VOL.   I.  13 
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B  fhe  oonMqnenoe  of  the  hMU  of  •  itete  of  looMy  to  bo  pn^ 
dnood  by  resolnte  pcraevenuaoe  mnd  liidefldigable  hope,  end 
loDf^iifiiBriiig  and  laiig4)eUeviiig  oo«ra|e,«ad  the  tysteaiitlo 
tflbrti  of  generationB  of  men  of  intellect  and  ▼irtoe.  Sochta 
the  lenoD  which  experience  teaches  now.  Bat  on  the  first 
reveneii  of  hope  in  the  progroM  <^  French  liberty,  the  ean- 
goine  eagerncM  for  good  orerieapt  tiw  idatiaa  of  these  qnee- 
tioiis,and  for  a  tlnoe  exthigalshed  itself  In  the  nnexpectedness 
of  tlMir  resnit.  Thns  many  of  the  most  ardent  and  tender- 
beaited  of  the  worridppers  of  pabUc  good  hare  been  morally 
mined,  by  what  a  paitial  gtimpee  of  the  erents  they  deplored, 
appeared  to  show  as  the  melancholy  desolation  of  aU  their 
cherished  hopes.  Hence  gloom  and  misanthropy  have  be> 
come  the  characteristics  of  the  age  in  which  we  live,  the 
solace  of  a  disappointment  that  unconsciously  finds  relief 
only  in  the  wilful  exafqceration  of  its  own  despnir.  This 
inflnence  has  taiutod  tlie  literature  of  the  age  witli  the  hope- 
lessness of  the  minds  from  wliich  it  flows.  Jletapliyaic*,* 
and  inquiries  into  moral  and  political  science,  have  become 
little  else  than  vain  attempts  to  revive  exploded  superstiticiis, 
or  sophisms  lilte  those  t  of  Mr.  Malthus,  calculated  to  lull  the 
opprei(5orB  of  mankind  into  a  security  of  everlasting  triumph. 
Onr  works  of  fiction  and  poetry  have  been  oversliadowed  by 
the  same  infectious  gloom.  But  mankind  appear  to  me  to 
be  emerging  from  their  trance.  I  am  aware,  methiuks,  of  a 
slow,  gradual,  silent  change.  In  that  belief  I  have  composed 
the  following  Poem. 

•  I  ou;;ht  to  except  Sir  W.  Drummond's  **  Academical 
Questions;"  a  volume  of  very  acute  and  powerful  uietjiphy- 
sical  criticism. 

t  It  is  remarkable,  as  a  symptom  of  the  revival  of  public 
hope,  that  Mr.  Multhus  has  assigned,  in  the  later  editions  of 
his  work,  an  indefinite  dominion  to  moral  re^tniint  over  the 
principle  of  population.  This  concession  answers  all  the  in- 
ferences from  his  d<H:trine  unfavourable  to  human  improve- 
ment, and  reduces  the  "  Essat  on  PorviATum,"  to  a  com 
mentaiy  illustrative  of  the  unanswerablcness  of  "  Political 
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1  do  not  presume  to  enter  into  competition  with  onr  great- 
est contemporary  Poets.  Yet  I  am  nnwilUug  to  tread  in  the 
footsteps  of  any  who  have  preceded  me.  1  have  sought  to 
avoid  the  imitation  of  any  style  of  language  or  versificati<m 
peculiar  to  the  original  minds  of  which  it  is  the  character,  de 
signing  tliat  even  if  what  1  have  produced  be  worthless,  it 
should  still  be  properly  my  own.  Nor  have  I  permitted  any 
sjrstem  relating  to  mere  words,  to  divert  the  attention  of  the 
reader  from  wiintevcr  interest  I  may  have  succeeded  in  creat> 
ing,  to  my  own  ingenuity  in  contriving  to  disgust  them 
according  to  the  rules  of  criticism.  I  have  simply  clothed 
my  tlioughts  in  what  appeared  to  me  the  most  obviooa  and 
appropriiite  language.  A  person  fnmilinr  witli  nature,  and 
with  the  most  celebrated  productions  of  the  human  mind,  can 
scarcely  err  in  following  the  instinct,  with  respect  to  selection 
of  language,  produced  by  that  familiarity. 

There  is  an  education  peculiarly  fitted  for  a  Poet,  without 
which,  genius  and  sensibility  can  hardly  fill  the  circle  of  their 
capncities.  No  education  indeed  can  entitle  to  this  appelhu 
tion  a  dull  and  unobservant  mind,  or  one,  though  neither  dull 
nor  unobservant,  in  which  the  channels  of  communication 
between  thought  and  expression  have  been  obstructed  or 
closed.  How  far  it  is  my  fortune  to  belong  to  either  of  the 
latter  classes,  I  cannot  know.  I  aspire  to  be  sometlung  better. 
The  circumstances  of  my  accidental  education  have  been 
favourable  to  this  ambition.  I  have  been  familiar  from  boy- 
hood with  mountains  anri  lakes,  and  the  sea,  and  the  solitade 
of  forests.  Danger,  which  sports  U|)on  the  brink  of  precipices, 
has  been  my  playmate.  I  have  trodden  the  glaciers  of  the 
Alps,  ami  lived  imder  the  eye  of  Mont  Blanc.  I  have  been  a 
wanderer  among  distant  fields.  I  have  sailed  down  mighty 
rivers,  and  seen  the  sun  rise  and  set,  and  the  stars  come  forth, 
whilst  I  have  sailed  night  and  day  down  a  rapid  stream 
among  mountains.  I  have  seen  populous  cities,  and  have 
watched  tlie  passions  which  rise  and  spread,  and  sink  and 
change,  amongst  assembled  multitudes  of  men.  I  have  seen 
%e  theatre  of  the  more  visible  ravages  of  tyranny  and  war, 
cities  and  villages  reduced  to  scattered  groups  of  black  and 
roofless  houses,  and  the  naked  inhabitants  sitting  famished 
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apoo  th«ir  dttohitad  thwrtialili  Ihave«oaTetMdwithlMng 
■MD  of  ganiwk  The  poetiy  of  Bockint  OrMoe  and  Hemt, 
■Bd  nMidara  Italy,  and  our  own  oountiy,  hai  bMn  to  me  like 
•stanal  netiire,  >  peMJon  end  en  enJoymenL  Snch  ere  die 
MNineeflramwUo^tiieBMtorfelsfbrthe  toageryofmyPoem 
Iwf*  been  dmwn.  I  here  oonridered  Poetry  in  its  meet  com- 
pnheoBhre  Mote,  end  have  reed  Uie  Poetoasd  the  Hiitoriant, 
and  the  Metaphyeieiane  *  whose  writingi  have  been  Bfloesdbk 
to  nM,  end  have  kxdced  upon  the  beaatiAil  and  miyestio 
loaneiy  of  the  eexth  as  oonnnon  sonreee  (rf*  those  elements 
which  it  ie  the  inwince  of  the  Poet  to  embody  and  oantmie. 
Yet  the  expezienoe  and  the  feelings  to  whioh  I  reflu-,  do  not  in 
ttusnaehee  constitnte  men  Poets,  bnt  only  prepare  them  to 
be  the  anditoce  of  thoee  who  are.  How  flu*  I  shall  be  fonnd 
to  possess  tiiat  mora  essential  attribute  of  Poetiy,  the  power 
of  awakening  in  others  sensations  like  those  which  animate 
ny  own  bosom,  is  tliat  which,  to  speak  sincerely,  I  Iinow 
not;  and  which,  with  an  acquiescent  and  contented  spirit,  I 
expect  to  be  taught  by  the  effect  which  I  stuill  produce  upon 
those  whom  I  now  address. 

I  have  avoided,  as  I  have  said  before,  the  imitation  of  any 
eontemponry  style.  Bnt  there  must  be  a  resemblance,  which 
does  not  depend  upon  their  own  will,  between  all  the  writers 
of  any  partioular  age.  They  cannot  esciq>e  from  subjection 
to  a  common  influence  which  arises  out  of  an  infinite  combi- 
nation of  circumstances  belonging  to  the  times  in  which  they 
live,  though  each  is  in  a  degree  the  author  of  the  very  influ- 
ence by  which  his  being  is  thus  pervaded.  Thus,  the  tragic 
Poets  of  the  age  of  Pericles;  the  Italian  revivers  of  ancient 
teaming;  tho<ie  mighty  intellects  of  our  own  country  that 
succeeded  the  Reformation,  the  translators  of  the  Bible, 
Shakspeore,  Spenser,  the  Dramatists  of  the  reign  of  Elisa- 
beth, and  Lord  Bacon;  t  the  colder  spirits  of  the  interval  that 

*  In  this  sense  there  may  be  such  n  thing  as  perfectibility 
m  works  of  fiction,  notwithstanding  the  concession  often 
made  by  the  advocates  of  human  improvement,  that  perfect 
RlUity  is  a  term  applicable  only  to  science. 

t  Miltcm  stands  alone  in  the  age  which  he  illumined. 
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inecoeited  ^—^Xl  i«ien)bl«  en«b  otUor,  and  di£r$r  {ktm  ev«7 
other  ij)  tUeir  ?ever*l  daw**.  Id  (hi*  view  of  tbirg»,  Ford 
9hii  DO  more  he  4;nile(l  lh(<  ItnUntor  or  Sbak^peare,  than 
SUik«pear«  the  irnitiitorof  Ford.  lliEre  wtii-e  perhapa  tew 
Hither  points  of  feiamhUnco  |n:tw*ef}  ibofie  two  man,  ilum 
tlukt  which  iU?  uulv^rtuJ  tmtt  luDvUuye  iiiftiieiifo  of  their  ngQ 
produced.  AnJ  tills  b  au  l!ifliien?e  wiiteli  woiither  tlio  incan^ 
*9t  ecfibyftr,  nor  the  eubliincet  (tcniua  ^f  any  era,  cim  oicnpe, 
Wid  which  I  liiive  not  nltempteil  to  e?cnp«. 

I  bftv«  Adopted  the  «««nEii  of  tipantitsr,  (ti  TDennnre  iaex- 
|r«tftlbly  bmutifult)  not  hvctiuto  1  considor  it  e  finer  mod«i 
Af  poetical  harmony  thiin  th«  bluuk  vtn^  of  ShiikipN»  Mid 
iUlton^  but  beeimse  in  the  Iflttcr  thore  h  no  »heJlter  for  mwll- 
DcrUyj  yoa  must  oither  suco<t^i  or  fiiiU  This  p«rtia}«.  an 
vpiria£  fpirit  shouid  desire.  Bnt  t  wtii  sntic^d^  iibu,  Uy  the 
bdIEui«j  luad  mA^fleence  of  »ottu*I  which  it  miud  ttmt  lias 
b*AQ  oouHilied  upon  inn<<i(.vii1  thuught«i  ciiti  pKiciuei)  by  n  jtist 
and  hiUYiioaloiu  arraQf^inent  of  ih&  pauses  of  UtU  meiiAure. 
Yet  (.here  wiM  b«  found  Aome  inAtance.^  whore  [  Itavc  vtau* 
ptolcly  jyiod  in  this  attempt,  mid  onr,  which  t  here  reqnast 
tbe  rMdtr  to  conaldar  u  txu  erruttini,  whore  thprc  is  loft  most 
illiidT«rteatly  an  alex&odi-ine  in  the  middle  of  n  itanm. 

But  in  this,  aa  in  evorj'  otlior  rcapeet,  I  Jiivve  written  fejir- 
laaalj.  It  is  th«  misfortunfl  of  tlii»  age,  tiint  its  Writent,  too 
thDnghtlBH  of  iuunortality,  nra  exqnlKit«1y  semi  bio  to  tfiiH' 
poTKry  fjrA>4*  or  bl*me.  Tliey  writs^  with  the  (ear  of  Review* 
btfofo  their  «yes>  Thi*  syatora  of  criticiiJm  Bprang  np  in  thut 
torpid  iiitcrvftl  when  Poetry  was  not,  Potstrj',  mid  tlic  art 
which  pror«d««»  t<i  r«gulttt«  iind  limit  iU  powfiis,  OKnnot  vah' 
AiBt  toother.  Ltm^ima  cuiild  not  have  been  the  contempo. 
jmiy  of  Homer,  nor  thjtlenn  uf  Horace.  Yet  this  spvcip*  of 
oritieiBtn  novvr  prcsumcKl  to  assert  ati  understandiitg^  of  ila 
Qwa<  It  hiu  alwny?,  milike  truQ  <icience,  followed,  not  pre> 
codod,  the  opinion  of  tnanltind,  and  would  even  now  hrihe 
with  woTth|&»«  adulation  somfi  of  our  ^rc:it'.'»f  Totits  to  impow 
gratiiitioiu  fetters  on  their  <]wt)  '■■■  ,  and  bsooot* 

tLOOOmclouA  accomplices  in  the  <)  i'  of  all  genina 

■ither  not  w>  aspiriug  or  not  bo  fortnnnto  aa  thoir  own.  I 
lav«  bought  therefuf«  to  Write,  as  I  beliovo  that  tiomsr 
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Shakspeare,  and  Milton  wrote,  in  utter  disregard  of  anony- 
moas  c«n5are.  I  am  certain  that  calumny  mid  misrepresent- 
ation, though  it  mnj  more  me  to  compassion,  cannot  disturb 
my  peace.  I  shall  understand  the  expressive  silence  of  those 
sagacious  enemies  who  dare  not  trust  themselves  to  speak. 
I  shall  endeavour  to  extract  from  the  midst  of  insult,  and 
contempt,  and  maledictions,  those  admonitions  which  may 
tend  to  correct  whatever  imperfections  such  censurers  may 
discover  in  this  my  first  serinus  appeal  to  the  Public.  If 
certain  Critics  were  as  clear-siglited  as  they  are  malignnnt, 
how  great  would  be  the  benefit  to  be  derived  from  their  viru- 
lent writings!  As  it  is,  I  fear  I  shall  be  malicious  enough  to 
be  amused  with  their  paltrj'  tricks  and  hime  invectives. 
Should  the  Public  jnilgc  that  my  compo-iition  is  worthless, 
I  shall  indeed  bow  before  the  tribunal  from  which  Milton 
received  his  crown  of  immortality,  and  shall  seek  to  g:ither, 
if  I  live,  strcnfrth  frum  that  defeat,  wliich  may  nerve  iv.c  to 
some  new  enterprise  of  tii"Uj:lit  wliich  may  n"t  !•»•  w-rrlile^s. 
I  cannot  conceive  that  Lucretiu*.  when  lie  nieiiittitei  that 
poem  whose  doctrines  are  yet  the  basis  of  our  metaplusical 
knowledge,  and  whi>e  elot^uencc  has  been  the  wouJer  of 
uiankiiul,  wrote  in  awe  of  such  censure  as  the  liireil  ?o{):iiit3 
of  the  impure  and  superstitious  noblemen  of  Kome  might 
affix  u>  what  he  ••honld  produce.  It  was  at  the  period  when 
Greece  was  led  captive,  and  Asia  made  tiilmtary  to  the  Ile- 
pulilie.  f!)«t  verciiip  itself  to  shivery  an-l  ni'ii,  that  a  niulti- 
tU'le  of  Syrian  captives,  bij^orod  to  the  \v<.i-s!iip  nf  their  <.bscoiie 
Asiifar.  tJ!,  aiiil  the  iiiiwi.irtliy  «ucce>jors  vl  S"crates  and 
Zei.ii,  fi.'.it:.!  there  a  precarious  'Ulisi;<te:ice  by  admiiii.-tering, 
ui:>K-r  t!ie  i.:iinc  of  freodineii,  t<>  the  viv-e-  and  v.mitit.-.-!  of  tht 
preiit.  These  wn-tched  men  were  *k:I!ed  to  plead,  with  a 
superficial  but  plausible  set  of  sophism<,  in  favour  of  that 
contempt  fur  virtue  wlrcli  i?  the  j>'irtiuii  of  slave*,  and  that 
taitli  in  j><«r:ei.;>,  the  inc«t  r..::il  ^iul.-stitute  for  berievoltnce  in 
the  imairijiati<>ii»  d'  men,  which,  arisiTiir  from  the  enslaved 
communities  of  the  V.:i<,  then  tirst  bcj-'aii  to  overwhelm  the 
western  nations  in  it-  s^tream.  Were  these  the  kind  of  men 
wliose  di.-approbation  ihe  wire  and  lut'ty-miiide.l  Lucretius 
iLould  have  rciianled  with  a  siulutarv  av.e?     Tlie  latest  and 
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perhaps  tlio  meanest  of  those  who  follow  in  his  footsteps, 
would  disdain  to  hold  life  on  such  conditions. 

The  I'oem  now  presented  to  the  Public  occupied  little 
more  than  six  months  in  the  composition.  That  period  has 
been  devoted  to  the  task  with  unremitting  ardour  and  enthu- 
siasm. I  have  exerci.sod  a  watchful  and  earnest  criticism  on 
my  worli  ns  it  grew  under  my  hands.  I  would  willingly 
have  scut  it  forth  to  the  world  with  that  perfection  which 
long  labour  and  revision  is  said  to  bestow.  But  I  found  that 
if  I  should  gain  something  in  exactness  by  tliis  method,  I 
might  lose  much  of  the  newness  and  energy'  of  imagery  and 
language  as  it  Mowed  fresh  from  my  mind.  And  although 
the  mere  coin|K)sition  occupied  no  more  than  six  months,  the 
thoughts  thus  urnuiged  were  slowly  gathered  in  as  many 
years. 

I  trust  that  the  reader  will  carefully  distinguish  between 
those  opinions  whicli  have  a  dramatic  propriety  in  reference 
to  the  ciiuructci-s  wiiicli  tliey  arc  designed  to  elucidate,  and 
such  as  arc  properly  my  own.  The  eiToncous  and  degrading 
idea  which  nwn  have  conceived  of  a  Supreme  Being,  for  in- 
stance, is  spoken  iigtiiiist,  but  not  the  Supreme  Being  itself. 
The  belief  which  s-ome  superstitiuus  persons  whom  I  have 
brought  upon  the  stiigo  entertain  of  the  Deity,  as  iiy'urious 
to  the  character  of  his  benevolence,  is  widely  different  from 
my  own.  In  recommending  also  a  great  and  important 
change  in  the  spirit  which  animates  the  social  institutions 
of  mankind,  I  have  avoided  all  liattery  to  those  violent  and 
malignant  passiutis  of  our  nature,  which  are  ever  on  the 
watch  to  mingle  with  and  to  alloy  the  most  beneficial  inno- 
vations. There  is  no  quarter  given  to  Bevenge,  or  Envy,  oi 
Prejudice.  Love  is  celebrated  everywhere  as  the  sole  law 
which  should  govern  the  moral  world. 

/{..p—  ^  •  _  ..     ... 

Ifi,    (cM—'--^  •     .    ... 
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DEDICATION. 

There  iv  no  danger  to  a  Man,  that  knows 
What  life  and  death  is;  there'*  not  any  law 
Exceeds  his  knowledge;  neither  is  it  lawftd 
That  he  should  stoop  to  any  other  law. 

Chapmjui. 


TO  MARY . 


I. 

So  now  my  summer-task  is  ended,  Mary, 
And  I  return  to  thee,  mine  own  heart's  home ; 
As  to  his  Queen  some  victor  Knight  of  Fagry 
Earning  bright  spoils  for  her  enchanted  dome; 
Nor  thou  disdain,  that  ere  my  fame  become 
A  star  among  the  stars  of  mortal  night, 
If  it  indeed  may  cleave  its  natal  gloom. 
Its  doubtful  promise  thus  I  would  unite 
With  thy  beloved  name,  thou  Child  of  love  and 
light. 
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II. 

The  toil  which  stole  from  thee  so  many  an  hour 
Is  ended — ^and  the  fruit  is  at  thy  feet ! 
No  longer  where  the  woods  to  frame  a  bower 
With  interlaced  branches  mix  and  meet, 
Or  where  with  sound  like  many  voices  sweet, 
Water-falls  leap  among  wild  islands  green, 
Which  fmmed  for  my  lone  boat  a  lone  retreat 
Of  moss-grown  trees  and  weeds,  shall  I  be  seen  ; 
But  beside  thee,  where  still  my  heart  has  ever  been. 

in. 

Thoughts  of  great  deeds  were  mine,  dear  Friend, 

when  first 
The  clouds  which  wrap  this  world  from  youth 

did  pas?. 
I  do  remember  well  the  hour  which  burst 
My  spirit's  sleep  :  a  fresh  May -dawn  it  wsis, 
When  I  walked  forth  upon  the  glittering  grass, 
And  wept,  I  knew  not  why  ;  until  tliere  rose 
From  the  near  school-room,  voices,  that,  alas! 
Were  but  one  echo  from  a  world  of  woes — 
The  harsh  and  grating  strife  of  tyrants  and  of  foes. 

IV. 

And  then  I  clasped  my  hands  and  looked  around, 
But  none  was  near  to  mock  my  streaming  eyes, 
Which  poured  their  warm  drops  on  the  sunny 
ground ; 
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So  without  shame,  I  spake : — "  I  will  be  wise, 
And  just,  and  free,  and  mild,  if  in  me  lies 
Such  power,  for  I  grow  weary  to  behold 
The  selfish  and  the  strong  still  tyrannize 
Without  reproach  or  check."   I  then  controlled 
My  tears,  my  heart  grew  calm,  and  I  was  meek 
and  bold. 

V. 

And  from  that  hour  did  I  with  earnest  thought 
Heap  knowledge  from  forbidden  mines  of  lore, 
Yet  nothing  that  my  tyrants  knew  or  taught 
I  cared  to  learn,  but  from  that  secret  store 
Wrought  linked  armour  for  my  soul,  before 
It  might  walk  forth  to  war  among  mankind  ; 
Thus  power  and  hope  were  strengthened  more 

and  more 
Within  me,  till  there  came  upon  my  mind 
A.  sense  of  loneliness,  a  thirst  with  which  I  pined. 

VL 

Alas,  that  love  should  be  a  blight  and  snare 
To  those  who  seek  all  sympathies  in  one ! 
Such  once  I  sought  in  vain  ;  then  black  despair, 
The  shadow  of  a  starless  night,  was  thrown 
Over  the  world  in  which  I  moved  alone : — 
Yet  never  found  I  one  not  false  to  me. 
Hard  hearts,  and  cold,  like  weights  of  icy  stone 
Which  crushed  and  withered  mine,  that  could 
not  be 
Aught  but  a  lifeless  clog,  until  revived  by  thee. 
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▼IX. 

ThoQ  Friend,  whose  preeence  on  my  wintiy 

heart 
Fen,  like  bright  Spring  upon  aome  hertiless 

plain, 
How  beaatifbl  and  calm  and  free  thoa  wert 
In  thj  young  wisdom,  when  the  mortal  chain 
Of  Custom  thoa  didst  burst  and  rend  in  twain, 
And  walked  as  free  as  ligfat  the  doads  amon^ 
Whieh  many  an  enrioas  slare  then  breathed  in 

▼mn 
From  his  dim  dungeon ;  and  my  spirit  sprung 
To  meet  thee  from  the  woes  which  bad  begirt  it 

long. 

VIII. 

No  more  alone  through  the  world's  wilder- 
ness, 
Although  I  trod  the  paths  of  high  intent, 
I  journeyed  now  ;  no  more  eompanionless. 
Where  solitude  is  like  despair,  I  went. 
There  is  the  wisdom  of  a  stem  content 
When  Poverty  can  blight  the  just  and  good. 
When  Infamy  dares  mock  the  innocent, 
And  cherished  friends  turn  with  the  multitude 
To  trample :  this  was  ours,  and  we  unshaken  stood  I 

IX. 

Now  has  descended  a  serener  hour, 

And  with  inconstant  fortune,  friends  return ; 
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Though  suffering  leaves  the  knowledge  and  the 

power 
Which  says : — Let  scorn  he  not  repaid  with 

scorn. 
And  from  thy  side  two  gentle  hahes  are  bom 
To  fill  our  home  with  smiles,  and  thus  are  we 
Most  fortunate  beneath  life's  beaming  mom : 
And  these  delights^  and  thou,  have  been  to  me 
The  parents  of  the  Song  I  consecrate  to  thee. 

X. 

Is  it,  that  now  my  inexperienced  fingers 
But  strike  the  prelude  of  a  loftier  strain  ? 
Or,  must  the  lyre  on  which  my  spirit  lingers 
Soon  pause  in  silence,  ne'er  to  sound  again. 
Though  it  might  shake  the  Anarch  Custom's 

reign, 
And  charm  the  minds  of  men  to  Truth's  own 

sway, 
Holier  than  was  Amphion's  ?    I  would  fain 
Reply  in  hope — ^but  I  am  wom  away, 
And  Death  and  Love  are  yet  contending  for  their 

prey. 

XI. 

And  what  art  thou  ?  I  know,  but  dare  not  speak: 
Time  may  interpret  to  his  silent  years. 
Tet  in  the  paleness  of  thy  thoughtful  cheek, 
And  in  the  light  thine  ample  forehead  wears, 
And  in  thy  sweetest  smiles,  and  in  thy  tears, 
And  in  thy  gentle  speech,  a  prophecy 
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Is  whispered,  to  sabdue  mj  fondest  fears ; 
And  through  thine  eyes,  even  in  thy  seal  I  see 
▲  lamp  of  vestal  fire  buhiing  internally. 

XIL 

They  say  that  thou  wert  lovely  from  thy  birth. 
Of  glorious  parents  thou  aspiring  Child : 
I  wonder  not— for  One  then  left  this  earth 
Whose  life  was  like  a  setting  planet  mild. 
Which  clothed  thee  in  the  radiance  undefiled 
Of  its  departing  glory.     Still  her  fome 
Shines  on  thee,  through  the  tempests  dark  and 

wild 
Which  shake  these  latter  days  ;  and  thou  canst 

claim 
The  shelter,  from  thy  Sire,  of  an  immortal  name. 

xiu. 
One  voice  came  forth  from  many  a  mighty 

spirit. 
Which  was  tlie  echo  of  three  thousand  years ; 
And  the  tumultuous  world  stood  mute  to  hear  it. 
As  some  lone  man  who  in  a  desert  hears 
The  music  of  bis  home : — unwonted  fears 
Fell  on  the  pale  oppressors  of  our  race, 
And  Faith,  and  Custom,  and  low-thoughted 

cares. 
Like  thunder-stricken  dragons,  for  a  space 
Ldft  the  torn  human  heart,  their  food  and  dwell- 
ing-place. 


, » V*- 


THE    REVOLT    OF    ISIAM.  207  /  ^A 

XIV.  ju-r--^^^^V  ^'"     "  » 

Truth's  deathless  voice  pauses  among  mankind  I  *"}  ^ ""  /  ' 
If  there  must  be  no  response  to  my  cry —  '       .' 

If  men  must  rise  and  stamp  with  fury  blind         '"^ 
On  his  pure  name  who  loves  them, — thou  and  I, 
Sweet  Friend  1  can  look  from  our  tranquillity 
Like  lamps  into  the  world's  tempestuous 

night,— 
Two  tranquil  stars,  while  clouds  are  passing  by 
Which  wrap  them  from  the  foundering  sea- 
man's sight, 
That  burn  from  year  to  year  with  unextinguished 
light. 

CANTO  I. 

I. 

When  the  last  hope  of  trampled  France  had 

failed 
Like  a  brief  dream  of  unremaining  glory, 
From  visions  of  despair  I  rose,  and  scaled 
The  peak  of  an  aerial  promontory, 
Whose  caverned  base  with  the  vexed  surge 

was  hoary ; 
And  saw  the  golden  dawn  break  forth,  and  waken 
Each  cloud,  and  every  wave : — but  transitory 
The  calm  ;  for  sudden,  the  firm  earth  was 

shaken, 
Ab  if  by  the  last  wreck  its  frame  were  overtaken. 
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II. 

So  as  I  stood,  ooe  blast  of  muttering  tliunder 
Bunst  in  far  peak  along  the  waveless  deep. 
When,  gailiering  fast,  around,  above,  find  under. 
Long  trams  of  tremulous  mist  began  to  creep, 
Until  their  complicating  lines  did  steep 
The  orif  ):t  «iun  in  shadow  : — not  a  sound 
Was  heard  ;  one  horrible  repose  did  keep 
The  forests  and  the  floods,  and  all  around 
D^kness  more  dread  than  night  was  poured  upon 
tlie  ground. 

J II. 

Hark  I  \h  the  rushing  of  a  wind  thai  sweeps 
Earth  and  the  ocean.    See  I  the  lightnings  yawn. 
Deluging  Heaven  with  fire,  and  the  lashed 

deeps 
Glitter  and  boil  beneath  :  it  rages  on. 
One  mighty  stream,  whirlwind  and  waves  up- 

thrown, 
Lightning,  and  hall,  and  darkness  eddying  by. 
Tiiere  is  a  pause — the  tiea-hiid^*  thiit  were  gone 
Into  their  cuvvs  to  ehriuk,  uome  forth  to  spy 
What  calm  has  full'ii  on  earth,  what  light  is  in 

the  sky. 

IV. 

For,  where  the  iiTesistihle  storm  had  cloven 
That  tearful  darkness^  the  blue  sky  was  seen, 
Fretted  vnlh  many  a  fair  cloud  interwoven 
Most  delioUelyi  and  the  ocean  gre^o^ 
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Beneath  that  opening  spot  of  blue  serene,  lyt*^ 

Quivered  like  burning  emerald :  calm  waa     */^ 

spread  ^ 

On  all  below  ;  but  far  on  high,  between  ^  |^ 

Earth  and  the  upper  air,  the  vast  clouds  fled,  ^^^y 

Countless  and  swift  as  leaves  on  autumn's  tempest     -^  ' 

shed. 

V. 

For  ever  as  the  war  became  more  fierce 
Between  the  whirlwinds  and  the  rack  on  high, 
That  spot  grew  more  serene ;  blue  light  did 

pierce 
The  woof  of  those  white  clouds,  which  seemed 

to  Lie 
Far,  deep,  and  motionless ;  while  through  the 

sky 
The  pallid  semicircle  of  the  moon  .- 

Past  on,  in  slow  and  moving  m^esty  ;   ." 
Its  upper  horn  arrayed  in  mists,  which  soon 
But  slowly  fled,  like  dew  beneath  the  beams  of 

noon. 

VI. 

I  could  not  choose  but  gaze ;  a  fascination 
Dwelt  in  that  moon,  and  sky,  and  clouds,  which 

drew 
My  fancy  thither,  and  in  expectation 
Of  what  I  knew  not,  I  remained  : — the  hue 
Of  the  white  moon,  amid  that  heaven  so  blue, 
Suddenly  stained  with  shadow  did  appear ; 
A.  speck,  a  cloud,  a  shape,  approaching  grew, 
VOL.  L  14 
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Like  a  great  ship  in  the  sun's  sinking  sphere. 
Beheld  afar  at  sea,  and  swift  it  came  anear. 

VIL 

Even  like  a  bark,  which  frooa  a  chasm  of  moan* 

tains, 
Dark,  vast,  and  overhanging,  on  a  river 
Which  there  collects  the  strength  of  all  its  foun- 
tains, 
Comes  forth,  whilst  with  the  speed  its  frame 

doth  quiver, 
Sails,  oars,  and  stream,  tending  to  one  endea- 
vour ; 
So,  from  that  chasm  of  light  a  winged  Form 
On  all  the  winds  of  heaven  approaching  ever 
Floated,  dilating  as  it  came  ;  the  storm 
Pursued  it  with  fierce  blasts,  and  lightinngs  swift 
and  warm. 

VIII. 

A  course  precipitous,  of  dizzy  speed. 
Suspending  thought  and  breath  ;  a  monstrous 

sight ! 
For  in  the  air  do  I  behold  indeed 
An  Eagle  and  a  Serpent  wreathed  in  fight.  — 
And  now,  relaxing  its  impetuous  fiight 
Before  thf»  aerial  rock  on  which  1  stood. 
The  Eagle,  hovering,  wheeled  to  left  and 

right. 
And  hung  with  lingering  wings  over  the  flood, 
A.nd  startled  with  its  yells  the  wide  air's  solitude 
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A  ahaft  of  liglii  upon  'Ha  wings  dt^sccnded, 
And  cvcrj  jjolden  icutlicr  gitimncti  therein — 
Feftther  and  ^cak*  ittfxlric;ibly  bliindcd. 
The  SerpentV  maikd  und  muny-eoloured  skin 
Shonii  through  the  pitimm  ;  its  coils  were  twin- 
ed within 
3y  mmiy  a  ^xvolten  und  knotted  fold,  Jind  high 
And  fiiff  the  nt^L'k  r«€<edrrig  iiihe  and  thiDi 
Sustained  a  cirsted  ht^ad,  whieh  warily 
Sbifled  and  glanctid  betbrc  tUa  Eagk''^  stetuirasL 

Around,  around,  m  ce^cless  cirdes  wfiecling 
With  clang  of  winp  and  scream,  the  Eagle 

seiiled 
Incessantly ^-50 tnetimea  on  high  concealing 
Its  lessening  f>rbs,  flometimea  as  if  tt  liiiled, 
Drooped  through  tlie  air  j  and  still  it  ghrieked 

and  wailed, 
And  casting  back  its  eager  hettd,  with  beak 
And  ttdon  i)nrc[nittin|«iy  a^gtiiJt^d 
The  wreathed  Serpent,  who  did  ever  seek 
Upon  his  enemy's  heart  a  uvorlal  wound  to  wreak.  * 


XI. 


What  iife,  what  power,  wa»  kindUid  and  atxiae 
Wilhin  the  flphere  of  lluit  uppalliiig  fray  ! 
For,  from  the  enooiuacr  oflho^e  ^vond'rous  Snea, 
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A  vapor  like  the  sea's  suspended  spray 
tluog  gathered :  in  the  void  air,  far  away. 
Floated  the  shattered  plumes  ;  bright  scales 

did  leap. 
Where'er  the  Eagle's  talons  made  their  way, 
Like  sparks  into  the  darkness ; — as  they  sweep. 
Blood  stains  the  snowy  foam  of  the  tumultuous 

deep. 

XII. 

Swift  chancei*  in  that  combat — many  a  check, 
And  many  a  change,  a  dark  and  wild  turmoil. 
Sometimes  the  Snake  around  his  enemy's  neck 
Locked  in  stiH*  rings  hi.<  adamantine  coil, 
Until  th(»  Eagle,  faint  with  jiaiii  and  toil, 
Remitted  his  strong  flight,  aii'l  n«*ar  the  sea 
Languidly  llutterfd,  hopek'-s  so  to  foil 
IIi.s  adversary,  who  then  reared  on  high 
His  red  and  burning  crest,  radiant  with  victory. 

XIII. 
riicn  on  tlie  white  ed.L'<'  uf  the  bur-;ting  surge, 
AViiLTt'  tln.'y  ha<l  sunk  ti>g<'tlu'r.  would  thi*  Snake 
R«.'lax  hi>  snllooating  gra-sp,  and  <cniirire 
The  wind  with  liis  wild  writhiiiirs  ;   for  to  break 
That  ••hain  of  tonnt'iit,  th*;  vast  bird  Wduhl  shake 
The  strength  of  his  uiicoiiqiK'rabIc  wiiiiis 
As  in  dopair,  and  with  iiis  sinewy  m'<k 
Di-5M)lve  in  >uiM«'n  shock  tlioM*  linked  rings, 
riien  soar — as  swit't  as  sniok«j  troni  u  volcano 
springs. 
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aia 


XIV. 

Wile  bafUed  wi1«?,  and  itrength  encountered 

•treogth, 
Thus  loog,  but  unjirevrtiliog.    The  event 
Of  that  portetikms  figbt  appeared  «t  length : 
Until  the  lamp  of  day  was  alraost  spent 
It  had  endured,  wKen  lifelr  ■  rent, 

Hung  high  that  mighty  Sri!  iy  Mat 

Fell  to  the  eea,  while  a'er  Uie  cutiiin<:tit. 
With  dnng  of  wiugs  and  screatn  (he  Ka^le  imst, 
Henvily  borne  away  on  ihe  uxliauatcd  bla^Ui 


And  with  U  fled  the  tempest,  so  that  oe«an 
And  e»rth  and  ikj  shone  through  the  atmo- 

gphere — 
Only,  it  was  strange  to  see  the  red  eotnmotion 
Of  waves  like  mountains  o'er  the  oiiiking  sphere 
Of  wmwet  sweep,  and  th<»ir  fierce  roar  to  hear 
.    Amid  tbe  calm;  down  the  ite«p  path  I  wound 
To  the  8fft**hort' — the  evening  wns  most  clear 
And  bt'iiutifuU  find  there  the  sea  I  found 
CaIoi  as  n  cradled  child  In  drcamlc^a  slumbor 

bound. 

XVI. 

Tliere  was  a  Wotnan,  beautiful  as  mortling, 
Sitting  beneath  the  locks  upon  the  sjind 
Of  the  wa*te  sesi — fair  as  one  flower  iidorniiif 
Au  icy  wilderness — each  ddicate  hand 
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Lay  crossed  upon  her  bosom,  and  the  band 
Of  her  dark  hair  had  fallen,  and  so  she  sate 
Looking  upon  the  waves ;  on  the  bare  strand 
Upon  the  sea-mark  a  small  boat  did  wait, 
Fair  as  herself,  like  Love  bj  Hope  left  desolate. 

XVII. 

It  seemed  that  this  fair  Shape  had  looked  upon 

That  unimaginable  fight,  and  now 

That  her  sweet  eyes  were  weary  of  the  sun. 

As  brightly  it  illustrated  her  woe  ; 

For  in  the  tears  which  silently  to  flow 

Paused  not,  its  lustre  hung :  she  watching  aye 

The  foam- wreaths  which  the  faint  tide  wove 

below 
Upon  the  spangled  sands,  groaned  heavily, 
And  after  every  groan  looked  up  over  the  sea. 

XVIII. 

And  when  she  saw  the  wounded  Serpent  make 
His  path  between  the  waves,  her  lips  grew    . 

pale, 
Parted,  and  quivered  ;  the  tears  cea-ed  to  break 
From  her  immovable  eyes  ;  no  voice  of  wail 
Escaped  her ;  but  she  rose,  and  on  the  gale 
Loosening  her  star-bright  robe  and  shadowy 

hair, 
Poured  forth  her  voice  ;  the  caverns  of  the  vale 
That  opened  to  the  ocean,  caught  it  there, 
And  filled  whh  silver  sounds  the  overflowing  air 
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XIX. 

She  spake  in  language  whose  strange  melody 
Might  not  belong  to  earth.     I  heard,  alone, 
What  made  its  music  more  melodious  be, 
The  pity  and  the  love  of  every  tone ; 
But  to  the  Snake  those  accents  sweet  were 

known, 
His  native  tongue  and  hers ;  nor  did  he  beat 
The  hoar  spray  idly  then,  but  winding  on 
Through  the  green  shadows  of  the  waves  that 

meet 
N^ear  to  the  shore,  did  pause  beside  her  snowy 

feet. 

XX. 

Then  on  the  sands  the  Woman  sat  again, 
And  wept  and  clasped  her  hands,  and  all  be- 
tween, 
Renewed  the  unintelligible  strain 
Of  her  melodious  voice  and  eloquent  mien  ; 
And  she  unveiled  her  bosom,  and  the  green 
And  glancing  shadows  of  the  sea  did  play 
O'er  its  marmoreal  d<*pth, — one  moment  seen, 
For  ere  the  next,  the  Serpent  did  obey 
Eler  voice,  and,  coiled  in  rest,  in  her  embrace  it  lay. 

XXI. 

Then  she  arose,  and  smiled  on  me  with  eyes 
Serene  yet  sorrowing,  like  that  planet  fair. 
While  yet  the  day-light  lingereth  in  the  skies, 


iH 
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Wluc}i  cleaves  with  arrow j  beams  the  dmrk-red 

And  sard :  To  griere  is  wUe,  but  the  despair 
Was  weJik  luud  vaiii  which  kd  thee  here  &oni 

Thia  Khalt  th<ra  know,  and  more,  if  tiiou  dost 

dare 
With  me  and  with  i\m  Serpent^  o*er  the  deep, 
A  Toyngc  dlvmu   and  filriungL^  ^-otopttnioa^litp  to 

keep, 

iler  voice  was  tike  the  wildest^  saddest  tone, 
Yet  Bweet,  of  some  loved  voice  heard  long  aglk 
I  wept.     Hhidt  tLtd  fair  woRiuf)  all  alone 
Over  the  sea  with  that  fierce  Serpent  go  ? 
llh  bead  is  oti  her  heart,  mid  who  can  kfM)W 
How  eooti  be  may  devour  hia  letihle  prey  ? 
Such  were  my  thoughts,  when  the  tide  *gan  to 

flow  i 
And  tli^tt  fltratige  boat  like  the  moon's  ehadfi 

did  6way 
Amid  reflected  surs  that  in  the  watei^  Imy  ; 


xxtu. 
A  boat  of  rare  device,  which  had  no  i^it 
But  its  own  curved  prow  of  thtn  moonstone, 
Wrouglii  like  ft  web  crT  texture  iine  and  frail, 
To  Caleb  tho^e  gentlest   winds  which  are  not 

known 
To  breaihe,  but  by  the  stt^stdy  (ipeed  alone 
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With  ivhich  it  cleaves  the  sparkling  sea ;  and 

now 
We  are  embarked,  the  mountains  hang  and 

frown 
Over  the  starry  deep  that  gleams  below 
A.  vast  and  dim  expanse,  as  o'er  the  waves  we  (lo. 

XXIV. 

And  as  we  sailed,  a  strange  and  awful  tale 
That  Woman  told,  like  such  mysterious  dream 
As  makes  the  slumberer's  cheek  with  wonder 

pale ! 
'Twas  midnight,  and  nroimd,  a  shoreless  stream, 
Wide  ocean  rolled,  when  that  majestic  theme 
Shrined  in  her  heart  found  utterance,  and  she 

bent 
Her  looks  on  mine ;  those  eyes  a  kindling  beam 
Of  love  divine  into  my  spirit  sent. 
And,  ere  her  lips  could  move,  made  the  air 

eloquent. 

XXV. 

Speak  not  to  me,  but  hear !  much  shalt  thou 

learn, 
Much  must  remain  unthought,  and  more  untold, 
In  tlje  dark  Future's  ever-flowing  urn. 
Know  then,  that  from  the  depth  of  ages  old 
Two  Powers  o'er  mortal  things  dominion  hold. 
Ruling  the  world  with  a  divided  lot, 
Immortal,  all-pervading,  inanifold. 
Twin  Genii,  equal  Gods — when  life  and  thought 
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Sprang  forth,  they  burst  the  womb  of  inessentuU 
Nought. 

XXVI. 

The  earliest  dweller  of  the  world  alone 
Stood  on  the  vcrjre  of  chaos :  \o  !  afar 
0*er  the  wide  wild  abyss  two  meteors  shone, 
Sprung  from  the  depth  of  its  tempestuous  jar; 
A  blood-red  Comet  and  the  Morning  Star 
Mingling  their  beams  in  combat.    As  he  stood 
All  thoughts  within  his  mind  waged  mutual  war, 
In  dreadful  sympathy — when  to  the  flood 
That  fair  star  fell,  he  turned  and  shed  his  bi-other's 
blood. 

XXVII. 

Thus  evil  triumphed,  and  the  Spirit  of  evil, 
One  Power  of  many  shapes  which   none  may 

know. 
One  shape  of  many  names  ;  the  Fiend  did  revel 
In  victory,  reigning  o'er  a  world  of  wcs 
For  the  new  race  of  man  went  to  and  fro. 
Famished  and  homeless,  loathed  and  loathing, 

wild, 
And  hating  gooil — for  his  immortal  foe,   [mild. 
He  changed  from  starry  shape,  beauteous  and 
To  a  dii-e  Snake,  with  man  and  beast  unreconciled. 

XXVIII. 

The  darkness  lingering  o'er  the  dawn  of  things, 
"Was  Kvil's  breath  and  life :  this  made  him  stro.-ig 
To  soar  aloft  with  overshadowing  wings  ; 
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And  the  great  Spirit  of  Good  did  creep  among 
Tlie  nations  of  mankind,  and  every  tongue 
Cui-sed,  and  blasphemed  him  as  he  past ;  for 

none 
Knew  good  from  evil,  though  their  names  were 

hung 
In  mockery  o'er  the  fane  where  many  a  groan, 
^8  King,  and  Lord,  and  God,  the  conquering 

Fiend  did  own ; 

XXIX. 

The  Fiend,  whose  name  was  Legion, — Death, 

Decay, 
Earthquake,  and  Blight,  and  Want,  and  Mad- 
ness pale ; 
Winged  and  wan  diseases,  an  array 
Numerous  as  leaves  that  strew  the  autumnal 

gale  ; 
Poison,  a  snake  in  flowers,  beneath  the  veil 
Of  food  and  mirth,  hiding  his  mortal  head  ; 
And,  without  whom  all  these  might  nought  avail, 
Fear,  Hatred,  Faith,  and  Tyranny,  who  spread 
Those  subtle  nets  which  snare  the  living  and  the 
dead. 

XXX. 

His  spirit  is  th<Mr  power,  and  they  his  slaves 
In  air,  and  light,  and  thought,  and  language 

dwell ; 
And  keep  their  state  from  palaces  to  graves, 
In  all  resorts  of  men — invisible, 


sso 
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But  when,  bi  otiun  ntirror,  Kigliiaiar«  teSL, 
To  tvmnt  or  sntjiostor  bid^  tbeoi  rise* 
Block'wiugcd  dcit]'on-ftnTii& — wKoiii,  frotii  tlie 
hell. 

His  re^jpti  an<l  dwcUing  '  s 

Uti  lcK»aen?  to  tlieir  dnrk  jh  ,.  les. 


In  the  worid*8  yoaili  his  emp'tre  was  n»  firm 
A»  its  fouudfttions.    Soon  tltu  Spirit  of  GcN>d, 
Though  in  the  Itkencsg  of  a  loallisomo  worm, 
Sprani^  from  the  hillows  of  the  foT-ralc-s  flood, 
Which  sbnink  and  ded  ;  and  wiEii  lUal  fiend  of 

blood 
Renewed  the  doublful  war.    nirones  then  flrtt 

shook» 
Atid  earth's  imm€neM<  and  trampled  multilude. 
In  hope  00  their  own  (towers  began  to  look, 
And  Vvnr^  the  dt'nimi   pale,  his  Mingfiine  shrioB 

foiAook, 

xxxin 

Then  Greece  &roi»o,  and  lo  Ito  bards  and  mgm. 
In  drtiJim*  tiio  golden-piniotjfd  Gt-nii  came, 
Even  where  thf.y  pk-pt  amid  the  night  of  nget 
Steeping  their  htmrt«  in  the  iliA  in».tst  tlanio 
Which  thy  bnaitti   kindled.  Power  of  holiest 

name  i 
And  oil  In  cycles  since,  when  dA-rkoeas  gnve 
Hevc  weapons  lo  thy  foe,  tljc-ir  sunltke  fame 
U|wn  Ihe  comlxat  sJume— a  liglit  lo  «av«t 
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Like  Paradise  spread  forth  beyond  the  sbadowy 
grave. 

XXXIII. 

Such  is  this  conflict — when  mankind  doth  strive 
With  its  oppressors  in  a  strife  of  blood  ; 
Or  when  free  thooghts,  like  lightnings,  are  alive, 
And  in  each  bosom  of  the  multitude 
Justice  and  truth  with  custom's  hjdra  brood 
Wage  silent  war ; — when  pnests  and  kings  dis- 
semble • 
In  smiles  or  frowns  their  fierce  disquietude 
When  round  pure  hearts  a  host  of  hopes  as- 
semble, 
The  Snake  and  Eagle  meet — ^the  world's  found- 
ations tremble ! 

XXXIV. 

Thou  ha<t  beheld  that  figlit — wlien  to  thy  home 
Thou  dost  return,  steep  not  its  hearth  in  tears ; 
Thougli  thou   miiy'st  hear  that  earth  is  now 

become 
The  tyrant's  garbage,  which  to  his  compeers, 
The  vile  reward  of  their  dishonoured  years, 
He  will  dividing  give. — The  victor  Fiend 
Omnipotout  of  yore,  now  quails,  and  feara 
His  triunipli  dearly  won,  which  soon  will  lend 
An  impulse  swiil  and  sure  to  his  approaching  end. 

XXXV. 

List,  stranger,  list  I  mine  is  a  human  form. 


222  TilE    REVOLT    OF   J8LA1C. 

Like  that  thou  wearest — ^touch  me — shrink  not 

now ! 
My  hand  thou  feel'st  is  not  a  ghost's,  but  warm 
With  human  blood. — 'Twas  many  years  ago, 
Since  first  my  thirsting  soul  aspired  to  know 
The  secrets  of  this  wondrous  world,  when  deep 
My  heart  was  pierced  with  sympathy  for  woe 
Which  could  not  be  mine  own — and  thought 
did  keep. 
In  dream,  unnatural  watch  beside  an  infant's  sleep 

XXXVI. 

Woe  could  not  be  mine  own,  since  far  from  men 
I  dwelt,  a  free  and  happy  orphan  child, 
By  the  sou-shore,  in  a  deep  muuiitaiti  glen  ; 
And  n«'ar  the  waves,  and  through   tin'  forests 

wild, 
I  roamed,  to  storm  and  darkness  recoru-iicd, 
For  I  was  eulm  while  tempe>t  shook  the  sky: 
But,  when  the   breathless  heavens   in   beauty 

smik-d, 
I  wept  sweet  tears,  yet  too  tumultuously 
For  peace,  and  clasped  my  hands  aloft  in  ecstasy. 

XXXVII. 

These  were  forebodings  of  my  fate. — Before 
A  woman's  heart  beat  in  my  virgin  bieast, 
It  had  been  nurtured  in  divim.'.>t  lore  : 
A  dying  jioet  gave  me  b()ok>,  and  bh/st 
With  wild  but  holv  talk  the  sweet  unrest 


THE    RKVOI  r    OT    ISLAM.  223 

In  wl.iili  I  watolied  bim  as  he  die<l  away ; 
A  You:li  with  hoaiv  hair — a  fl»;eting  guest 
Of  our  lone  inouniaii)? — and  this  lore  diJ  sway 
•ly  spirit  like  a  ttoiui.  contending  there  alway. 

XXXVIII. 

Thus  the  dark  tale  \\hi«-h  hi.story  d«jth  unfold, 
I  knirw.  but  not.  in».-ihinks,  as  others  know, 
For  th'-y  wt'.ji  not  ;  and  Wisdom  liad  unrolled 
The  flujd?  which  hi'h;  ilie  gulf  of  mortnl  woe; 
To  fiivr  can  site  that  warning  vision  .-huw. 
For  I  lovi.-d  all  thiiig-i  with  intense  devotion; 
So  that  wh»-n  Hmjic'.-  deep  source  in  fullest  flow, 
Like  »'arihi|irikt."  di'l  uplift  the  stagnant  ocean 
Of  human  th'.nghts — mine  shook  beneath  the  wide 
emotion. 

XXXIX. 

When  ilr.-t  the  livit.g  blood  through  all  these 

veins 
Kindb.-l  a  il.oiii'l.t  in  ^-i-nse.  great  France  sprang 

forth 
And  seized.  :ir.  ifi-.  break,  the  ponderous  chains 
Which  birid  in  u--.-  ih:-  nations  of  the  earth. 
I  saw.  and  ?;;i:i'.!  iV^in  my  cotta^:'--  hearth  ; 
And  to  ih'-  ..lo:;-!-  ar.d  w:,\ .-■;  in  iamvh:.-«  gladness 
Shri»-ked.  till  ih-y  cauL'ht  imujeasurablc  mirth — 
And  langhe'l  in  light  luid  music :  aoon  sweet 

madti«  -- 
Was  jiourcd  u|..on  my  heart,  a  soft  and  ihriiling 

sadne--. 
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XL. 

Deep  slumber  fell  on  me ; — my  dreams  were  fire ; 
Soft  and  delightful  thoughts  did  rest  and  hover 
Like  shadows  o'er  my  brain ;  und  strange  desire, 
The  tempest  of  a  passion  raging  over 
My  tranquil  soul,  its  depths  with  light  did  cover, 
Which  past;  and  calm,  and  darkness,  sweeter  far, 
Came.  Then  I  loved ;  but  not  a  human  lover ! 
For  when  I  rose  from  sleep,  the  Morning  Star 
Shone  through  the  woodbine  wreaths  which  round 
my  casement  were. 

XLL 

'Twas  like  an  eye  which  seemed  to  smile  on  me. 
I  watched  till,  by  the  sun  made  palo,  it  sank 
Under  the  billows  of  the  heavinjT  sea ; 
But  from  its  beams  deep  love  my  spirit  drank, 
And  to  my  brain  the  boundless  world  now 

shrank 
Into  oMO  thiMi^lit — one  iina;ro — yea,  foreverl 
Even  like  tlie  day's-spring.  poiire<l  tm  vajniurs 

il:ink. 
The  beams  of  tliat  one  star  did  .sliuot  ami  (juiver 
Through  my  benighted  mind — and  were  extin- 
guished never. 

XLII. 

The  tlay  past  thus.  At  night,  methoiiglitiinlroan) 
A  sljape  of  speechless  beauty  did  appear  ; 
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It  stood  like  light  on  a  careering  stream 
Of  golden  clouds,  which  shook  the  atmosphert; 
A  winged  youth,  his  radiant  brow  did  wear 
The  Moi*ning  Star :  a  wild  dissolving  bliss 
Over  my  frame  he  breathed,  approaching  near, 
And  bent  his  eyes  of  kindling  tenderness 
Near  mine,  and  on  my  lips  impressed  a  lingering 
kiss, 

XLIII. 

And  said,  "  A  spirit  loves  thee,  mortal  maiden; 
How  wilt  thou  prove  thy  worth  ?"  Then  joy  and 

sleep 
Together  fled ;  my  soul  was  deeply  laden. 
And  to  the  shore  I  went  to  muse  and  weep. 
But  as  I  moved,  over  my  heart  did  creep 
A  joy  less  soft,  but  more  profound  and  strong^ 
Than  my  sweet  dream  ;  and  it  forbade  to  keep 
The  path  of  the  sea-shore :  that  Spirit's  tongue 
Seemed  whispering  in  my  heart,  and  bore  my 

steps  along. 

XLIV. 

How,  to  that  vast  and  peopled  city  led, 
Which  was  a  field  of  holy  warfare  then, 
I  walked  among  the  dying  and  the  dead, 
And  shared  in  fearless  deeds  with  evil  men, 
Calm  as  an  angel  in  the  dragon's  den — 
How  I  braved  death  for  liberty  and  truth, 
\nd  spurned  at  peace,  and  power,  and  fame ; 
and  when 

VOL.   L  16 
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Those  Iiopes  had  lost  the  glory  of  their  youtli, 
How  sadly  1  returned — might  move  the  hearer^s 
ruth : 

XLV. 

Warm  tears  throng  fast !  tlie  tale  may  not  be 

said. 
Know  then, 'that  when  this  grief  had  been 

subdued, 
I  was  not  left,  like  others,  cold  and  dead : 
The  Spirit  whom  I  loved  in  solitude 
Sustained  his  child ;  the  tempest-shaken  wood, 
The  waves,  the  fountains,  and  the  hush  of 

night — 
These  were  his  voice,  and  well  I  understood 
His  smile  divine  when  the  calm  sea  was  bright 
With  silent  stars,  and  Heaven  was  breathless  with 

delight. 

XLVL 

In  lonely  glens,  amid  the  roar  of  rivers, 
When  the  dim  nights  were  moonless,  have  I 

known 
Joys  which  no  tongue  can  tell  ;  my  ]>ale  lip 

quivers 
When  thought  revisits  them : — know  thou  alone^ 
That  after  many  wondrous  years  were  liown, 
I  was  awakened  by  a  shriek  of  woe  ; 
And  over  me  a  mystic  robe  was  thrown, 
By  viewless  liands,  and  a  briglit  star  did  t^low 
Before  my  stei)3 — the  Snake  then  met  his  mortal 

foe. 
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XLVII. 

Thou  fear'st  not  then  the  Serpent  on  thy  heart? 
Fear  it !  she  said  witli  brief  and  passionate  cry, 
And  spaice  no  more :  that  silence  made  me 

start — 
I  looked,  and  we  were  sailing  pleasantly, 
Swift  as  a  cloud  between  the  sea  and  sky 
Beneath  the  rising  moon  seen  far  away ; 
Mountains  of  ice,  like  sapphire,  piled  on  high, 
Hemming  the  horizon  round,  in  silence  lay 
On  the  still  waters, — these  we  did  approach  alway. 

XLVIII. 

And  swift  and  swifter  grew  the  vessel's  motion, 
So  that  a  dizzy  trance  fell  on  my  brain — 
Wild  music  woke  me :  we  had  past  the  ocean 
Which  girds  the  pole.  Nature's  remotest  reign ; 
And  we  glode  fust  o'er  a  pellucid  plain 
Of  waters,  azure  with  the  noon-lide  day. 
Ethereal  mountains  shone  around — a  Fane 
Stood  in  the  midst,  girt  by  green  isles  which  lay 
On  the  blue  sunny  deep,  resplendent  far  away. 

XLIX. 

It  was  a  Temple,  such  as  mortal  hand 
Has  never  built,  nor  ecstasy,  or  dream, 
lieared  in  the  cities  of  enchanted  land ; 
'Twas  likcst  Heaven,  ere  yet  day's  purple  stream 
Ebbs  o'er  the  western  forest,  while  tlie  gleam 
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Of  the  unrisen  moon  among  the  clouds 
Is  gathering — ^when  with  many  a  golden  beam 
The  thronging  constellations  rush  in  crowds, 
Paving  with  fire  the  sky  and  the  marmoreal 
floods. 

L. 

Like  what  may  be  conceived  of  this  vast  dome, 
When  from  the  depths  which  thought  can 

seldom  pierce 
Genius  beholds  it  lise,  his  native  home, 
Girt  by  the  deserts  of  the  Universe, 
Yet,  nor  in  painting's  light,  or  mightier  verse. 
Or  sculpture's  marble  language,  can  invest 
That  shape  to  mortal  sense — such  glooms  im- 
merse 
That  incommunicable  sight,  and  rest 
Ujwn    the   labouring  brain   and  over-burthened 
breast. 

LI. 

Winding  among  the  lawny  islands  fair. 
Whose  bloomy  forests  starred  the  sliadowy  deep, 
The  wingless  boat  paused  whore  an  ivory  stair 
Its  fretwork  in  the  crystal  sea  did  steep 
Encircling  that  vast  Fane's  aerial  heap : 
We  disembarked,  and  through  a  portal  wide 
We  passed,  whose  roof  of  moonstone  carved. 

did  keep 
A  glimmering  o'er  the  forms  on  every  side, 
Sculptures   like    life    and    thought;    immovable, 
deep-eyed. 
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LIl. 

We  came  to  a  vast  hall,  whose  glorious  roof 
Was  diamond,  which  had  drunk  the  lightning's 

sheen 
In  darlsness,  and  now  poured  it  through  the 

woof 
Of  spell-inwoven  clouds  hung  there  to  screen 
Its  blinding  splendour — through  such  veil  was 

seen 
That  work  of  subtlest  power,  divine  and  rare ; 
Orb  above  orb,  with  starry  shapes  between, 
And  horned  moons,  and  meteors  strange  and 
fair, 
On  night-black  columns  poiscd^-one  hollow  hemi- 
sphere I 

LIII. 

Ten  thousand  columns  in  that  quivering  light 
Distinct — between  whose   shafts   wound  far 

away 
The  long  and  labyrinthine  aisles — more  bright 
With  their  own  radiance  than  the  Heaven  of 

Day;  ' 
And  on  the  jiisper  walls  around,  there  lay 
Paintings,  the  poesy  of  mightiest  thought, 
Which  did  the  Spirit's  history  display  ; 
A  tale  of  passionate  change,  divinely  taught. 
Which,  in  their  winged  dance,  unconscious  Grenii 

wrought. 
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LIV. 

Beneath,  there  sat  on  man  j  a  sapphire  throne, 
The  great,  who  had  departed  from  mankind, 
A  mighty  Senate  ;  some  whose  white  hair  shone 
Like  mountain  snow,  mild,  beaudful,  and  .blind. 
Some,  female  forms,  whose  gestures  beamed^ 

with  mind ; 
And  ardent  youths,  and  children  bright  and  l^r ; 
And  some  had  lyres  whose  strings  were  inter- 
twined 
With  pale  and  clinging  flames,  which  ever  there 
Waked  faint  yet  thrilling  sounds  that  pierced  the 
crystal  air. 

LV. 

One  seat  was  vacant  in  the  midst,  a  throne, 
Reared  on  a  pyramid  like  sculptured  flame, 
Distinct  with  circling  steps  which  rested  on 
Their  own  deep  fire — soon  as  the  woman  came 
Into  that  hall,  she  shrieked  the  Spirit's  name 
And  ft- 11,  and  vanished  slowly  from  the  sight. 
Darkness  arose  from  her  dissolving  frame, 
Which  gathering,  filled  that  dome'of  woven  light, 
Blotting  its  spher^  stars  with  supernatural  night. 

LVI. 

Then  first  two  glittering  lights  were  seen  to 

glide 
In  circles  on  the  amethystine  floor. 
Small  serpent  eyes  trailing  from  side  to  side, 
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Like  meteors  on  a  river's  grassy  shore ; 
They  round  each  other  rolled,  dilating  more 
And  more — then  rose^  commingling  into  one, 
One  clear  and  mighty  planet  hanging  o'er 
A  cloud  of  deepest  shadow,  which  was  thrown 
A.tbwart  the  glowing  steps  and  the  crystalline 
throne. 

LVII. 

The  cloud  which  rested  on  that  cone  of  flame 
Was  cloven ;  beneath  the  planet  sat  a  Form, 
Fairer  than  tongue  can  speak  or  thought  may 

frame, 
The  radiance  of  whose  limbs  rose-like  and  warm 
Flowed  forth,  and  did  with  softest  light  inform 
The  shadowy  dome,  the  sculptures,  and  the  state 
Of  those  assembled  shapes — with  clinging  charm 
Sinking  upon  their  hearts  and  mine.  He  sate 
Majestic  yet  most  mild — calm,  yet  compassionate. 

LVin. 
Wonder  and  joy  a  passing  faintness  threw 
Over  my  brow — a  hand  supported  me, 
Whose  touch  was  magic  strength ;  an  eye  of  blae 
Looked  into  mine,  like  moonlight,  soothingly ; 
And  a  voice  said.  Thou  must  a  listener  be 
This  day — two  mighty  spirits  now  return. 
Like  birds  of  calm,  from  the  world's  raging  sea. 
They  pour  fresh  light  from  Hope's  immoital  urn ; 
A  tale  of  human  power — despair  not — list  and 
learn! 
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LIX. 

I  looked,  and  lo !  one  stood  forth  eloquently. 
His  eyes  were  dark  and  deep,  and  the  clear  brow 
Which  shadowed  them  was  like  the  morning  sky, 
The  cloudless  heaven  of  Spring,  when  in  their 

flow 
Through  the  bright  air,  the  soft  winds  as  they 

blow 
•  Wake  the  green  world — his  gestures  did  obey 
The  oracular  mind  that  made  bis  features  glow, 
And  where  his  curved  lips  half  open  lay, 
Passion's  divinest  stream  had  made  impetuous 

way. 

LX. 

Beneatli  the  darkness  of  his  outspread  hair 
He  stood  tlius  beautiful ;  but  there  was  One 
Who  sate  beside  him  like  his  shadow  there, 
And   held   his    hand — far   lovelier — she  was 

known 
To  be  thus  fair,  by  the  few  lines  alone 
Which  through  her  floating  locks  and  gathered 

cloke, 
Glances  of  soul-dissolving  glory,  shone. 
None  else  beheld  her  eyes — in  him  they  woke 
Memories   whit-h   found   a   tongue,   as    thus    he 

silence  broke. 
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CANTO    IL 


The  star-light  smile  of  children,  the  sweet  looks 
Of  women,  the  fair  breast  from  which  I  fed, 
The  murmur  of  the  uureposing  brooks, 
And  the  green  light  which,  shifting  overbeaU, 
Some  tangled  bower  of  vines  around  me  shed, 
The  shells  on  the  sea-sand,  and  the  wild  flowers, 
The  lamp-light  through  the  rafters  cheerly 

spread 
And  on  the  twining  flax — in  life's  joung  hours 
These  sights  and  sounds  did  nui*se  my  spirit's 

folded  powers. 

II. 

In  Argolis  beside  the  echoing  sea 
Such  impulses  witliin  my  mortal  frame 
Arose,  and  they  were  dear  to  memory, 
Like  tokens  of  the  dead ; — but  others  came 
Soon,  in  another  shape  :  the  wondrous  fame 
Of  the  past  world,  the  vital  words  and  deeds 
Of  minds  whom  neither  time  nor  change  can 

tame, 
Traditions  dark  and  old,  whence  evil  creeds 
Start  forth,  and  whose  dim  shade  a  stream  of 

poison  feeds. 
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III. 

I  heard,  as  all  have  beard,  the  various  stoiy 
Of  human  life,  and  wept  unwilling  tears. 
Feeble  historians  of  its  shame  and  glory. 
False  disputants  on  nil  its  hopes  and  fears,' 
Victims  who  worshipped  ruin,— chroniclera 
Of  daily  soom,  and  slaves  who  loathed  theif 

state; 
Tet  flattering  power  had  given  its  ministers 
A  throne  of  judgment  in  the  grave :  'twas  fate, 
That  among  such  as  these  my  youth  should  seek 

its  mate. 

IV. 

The  land  in  which  I  lived,  by  a  fell  bane 
Was  withered  up.     Tyrants  dwelt  side  by  side, 
And  stabled  iii  our  homes, — until  the  chain 
Stifled  the  captive's  cry,  and  to  abide 
That  blasting  curse  men  had  no  shame — all 

vied 
In  evil,  slave  and  despot ;  fear  with  lust 
Strange  fellowship  through  mutual  hate  had 

tied, 
Like  two  dark  serpents  tangled  in  the  dust. 
Which  on  the  paths  of  men  their  mingling  poison 

thrust. 

V. 

Earth,  our  bright  home,  its  mountains  and  its 

waters. 
And  the  ethereal  shapes  which  are  suspended 


THE   REVOLT   OF  ISLAM.  235 

Over  its  green  expanse,  and  those  fair  daugh- 
ters, 
The  clouds,  of  Sun  and  Ocean,  who  have 

blended 
The  colours  of  the  air  since  first  extended 
It  cradled  the  young  world,  none  wandered  forth 
To  see  or  feel :  a  darkness  had  descended 
On  every   heart:  the  light  which  shows  its 
worth, 
Must  among  gentle  thoughts  and  fearless  take  its 
birth. 

VI. 

This  vital  world,  this  home  of  happy  spirits, 
Was  as  a  dungeon  to  my  blasted  kind : 
All  that  despair  from  murdered  hope  inherits 
They  sought,  and  in  their  helpless  misery  blind, 
A  deeper  prison  and  heavier  chains  did  find. 
And  stronger  tyrants; — a  dark  gulf  before. 
The  realm  of  a  stem  Ruler,  yawned ;  behind, 
Ten-or  and  Time  conflicting  drove,  and  bore 
On  their  tempestuous  flood  the  shrieking  wretch 
from  shore. 

VII. 

Out  of  that  ocean's  wrecks  had  Guilt  and  Woe 
Framed  a  dark  dwelling  for  their  homeless 

thought, 
And,  starting  at  the  ghosts  which  to  and  fro 
Glide  o'er  its  dim  and  gloomy  strand,  had 

brought 
The  worship  thence  which  they  each  other 

taught. 
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Well  might  men  loatlie  their  life,  well  might 

they  turn 
Even  to  the  ilb  again  from  which  thej  sought 
Such  refuge  after  death ! — well  might  they  learn 
To  gaze  on  this  &ir  world  with  hopeless  uncon- 
cern! 

vm. 

For  they  all  pined  in  bondage :  bodj  and  soul, 
Tyrant  and  slave,  victim  and  torturer,  bent 
Before  one  Power,  to  which  supreme  control 
Over  their  will  by  their  own  weakness  lent, 
Made  all  its  many  names  omnipotent ; 
All  symbols  of  things  evil,  all  divine  ; 
And  hymns  of  blood  or  mockery,  which  rent 
The  air  from  all  its  fanes,  did  intertwine 
Imposture's  impious  toils  round  each  discordant 
shrine. 

IX. 

1  heard,  as  all  have  heard,  life's  various  story. 
And  in  no  careless  heart  transcribed  the  tale  ; 
But,  from  the  sneers  of  men  who  had  grown 

hoary 
In  shame  and  scorn,  from  groans  of  crowds 

made  pale 
By  famine,  from  a  mother's  desolate  wail 
O'er  her  polluted  child,  from  innocent  blood 
Poured  on  the  earth,  and  brows  anxious  and 

pale 
With  the  heart's  warfare  ;  did  I  gather  food 
To  feed  my  many  thoughts, — ^a  tameless  multi- 
tude. 
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X. 

I  wandered  through  the  wrecks  of  days  de- 
parted 
Far  by  the  desolated  shore,  when  even 
O'er  the  still  sea  and  jagged  islets  darted 
The  light  of  moonrise ;  in  the  northern  Heaven, 
Among  the  clouds  near  the  horizon  driven, 
The  mountains  lay  beneath  one  planet  pale ; 
Around  me  broken  tombs  and  columns  riven 
Looked  vast  in  twilight,  and  the  sorrowing  gale 
Waked  in  those  ruins  gray  its  everlasting  wail  I 

XI. 

I  knew  not  who  hud  framed  these  wonders  thenj 
Nor  had  I  heard  the  story  of  their  deeds ; 
But  dwellings  of  a  race  of  mightier  men, 
And  monuments  of  less  ungentle  creeds, 
Tell  their  own  tale  to  him  who  wisely  heeds 
The  language  which  they  speak ;  and  now  to  me 
The  moonlight, making  pale  the  blooming  weeds, 
The  bright  stars,  shining  in  tlie  breathless  sea, 
Literpreled  those  scrolls  of  mortal  mystery. 

xn. 
Such  man  has  been,  and  such  may  yet  become ! 
Ay,  wiser,  greater,  gentler,  even  than  they 
Who  on  the  fragments  of  yon  shattered  dome 
Have  stamped  the  sign  of  power — I  felt  the 
sway 
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Of  the  va«t  stream  of  ages  bear  away 

My  floating  thoughts — my  heart  beat  loud  and 

fast- 
Even  as  a  storm  let  loose  beneath  the  ray 
Of  the  still  moon,  my  spirit  onward  past 
Beneath  truth's  steady  beams  upon  its  tumult  cast 

XIII. 

It  shall  be  thus  no  more  I  too  long,  too  long, 
Sons  of  the  glorious  dead,  have  ye  Iain  bound 
In  darkness  and  in  ruin. — Hope  is  strong, 
Justice  and  Truth   their  winged  child   have 

found. 
Awake !  arise !  until  the  mighty  sound 
Of  your  career  shall  scatter  in  its  gust 
The  thrones  of  the  oppressor,  and  the  ground 
Hide  the  last  altar's  unregarded  dust, 
Whose  Idol  Las  so  long  betrayed  your  impious 

trust. 

XIV. 

It  must  be  so— I  will  arise  and  waken 
The  multitude,  and  like  a  sulphurous  hill, 
Which  on  a  sudden  from  its  snows  had  shaken 
The  swoon  of  ages,  it  shall  burst,  and  till 
The  world  with  cleansing  fii*e  ;  it  must,  it  will ; 
It  may  not  be  restrained ! — and  who  shall  stand 
Amid  the  rocking  earthquake  steadfa>t  still, 
But  Laon  ?  on  high  Freedom's  desert  Umd 
\  tower  whose  marble  walls  the  leagued  storms 
withstand  1 
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XV. 

One  summer  night,  in  commune  with  the  hope 
Thus  deeply  fed,  amid  those  ruins  gray  i 

I  watched,  beneath  the  dark  sky's  starry  cope ;        ^v"'' 
And  ever  from  that  hour  upon  me  lay  ^  '       *(. 

The  burthen  of  this  hope,  and  night  or  day,      •  ,  tV 
In  vision  or  in  dream,  clove  to  my  breast.  '  [J- 

Among  mankind,  or  when  gone  far  away      *     z*/*^)/ 
To  the  lone  shores  and  mountains,  'twas  a  guest 
Which  followed  where  I  fled,  and  watched  when  I 
did  rest. 

XVI. 

These  hopes  found  words  through  which  my 

spirit  sought 
To  weave  a  bondage  of  such  sympathy 
As  might  create  some  response  to  the  thought 
Which  ruled  me  now — ^and  as  the  vapours  lie 
Bright  in  the  outspread  morning's  radiancy, 
So  were  these  thoughts  invested  with  the  light 
Of  language ;  and  all  bosoms  made  reply 
On  which  its  lustre  streamed,  whene'er  it 

might 
Through  darkness  wide  and  deep  those  tranc^ 

spirits  smite. 

XVII. 

Tes,  many  an  eye  with  dizzy  tears  was  dim, 
And  oft  I  thought  U>  clasp  my  own  heart's 
brother. 


w 
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When  I  could  feel  the  listener's  ijenses  5v?ini» 

And  iit^ar  his  breath  Its  own  swifl  gaapings 

smother 

Even  us  mj  word  lem — and  another. 

And  yet  anothe  j  deem. 

Felt  that  we  all  were  one  great  mother  j 

•    And  the  cold  truth  »i  reverse  did  geem^ 

Aa  to  awake  in  grief  f  i  delightful  dream. 


Yes,  ol\  besndd  the  !)xrintb 

Which  skirts  the  hoary  caves  of  the  green 

deep, 
Did  Laon  and  his  friend  on  one  gray  plinth, 
Bound  whose  worn  base  the  wild  waves  hiss 

and  leap. 
Besting  at  eve,  a  lofly  converse  keep ; 
And  that  his  friend  was  false,  may  now  be  said 
Calmly — that  he  like  other  men  could  weep 
Tears  which  are   lies,  and  could  betray  and 

spread 
Snares  for  that  guileless  heart  which  for  his  own 

had  bled. 

XIX. 

Then,  had  no  great  aim  recompensed  my  sorrow, 
I  must  have  sought  dark  respite  from  its  stress 
In  dreamless  rest,  in  sleep  that  sees  no  morrow— 
For  to  tread  life's  dismaying  wilderness 
Withoat  one  smile  to  cheer,  one  voice  to  bless, 
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Amid  the  snares  and  scoffs  of  human  kind, 
Is  hard — but  I  betrayed  it  not,  nor  less 
With  love  that  scorned  return,  sought  to  unbind 
The  interwoven  clouds  which  make  its  wisdom 
blind. 

XX. 

With  deathless  minds,  which  leave  where  they 

have  past 
A  path  of  light,  my  soul  communion  knew  ; 
Till  from  that  glorious  intercourse,  at  last, 
As  from  a  mine  of  magic_8torg,  I  drew 
Words  which  were  weapons ; — round  my  heart 

there  grew 
The  adamantine  armour  of  their  power. 
And  from  my  fancy  wings  of  golden  hue 
Sprang  forth — ^yet   not  alone  from  wisdom's 

tower, 
A.  minister  of  truth,  these  plumes  young  Laon 

bore. 

XXI. 

An  orphan  with  my  parents  lived,  whose  eyes 
Were   load-stars   of  delight,  which   drew  me 

home 
When  I  might  wander  forth ;  nor  did  I  prize 
Aught  human  thing  beneath  Heaven's  mighty 

dome 
Beyond  this  child:  so  when  sad  hours  were 

come, 
And  baffled  hope  like  ice  still  dung  to  me, 
«5ince  kin  were  cold,  and  friends  had  now  become 
TOL.  I.  16 
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Heartless  and  &be,  I  turned  from  fill,  to  bfti 
Cytbni^  the  oolj  source  of  tcar^  and  snulee*  lo 
tbee. 

XX  IT. 

What  we rt  tUou  then  ? 
Yet  wandienng  far  I 
In  aU  but  it^  sweet  j 
Even  then,  meibou^i 

rage 
A  patient  warfare  thy  jooi»g  heart  did  wage^ 
When  those  soft  ejes  of  scarcely  conscious 

thought 
Some  tale,  or  thine  own  fancies,  would  engage 
To  overflow  with  tears,  or  converse  fraught 
With  passion,  o'er  their  depths  its  fleeting  light 

had  wrought. 


rhitd  most  ItifahUne, 
that  innocent  ago 
id  mk-n  divine, 
i  the  worid*a  tyrant 


zxin. 
She  moved  upon  this  earth  a  shape  of  bright- 
ness, 
A  power,  that  from  its  objects  scarcely  drew 
One  impulse  of  her  being — in  her  lightness 
Most  like  some  radiant  cloud  of  morning  dew 
Which  wanders  through  the  waste  air's  path- 
less bine, 
To  nourish  some  far  desert ;  she  did  seem 
Beside  me,  gathering  beauty  as  she  grew, 
Like  the  bright  shade  of  some  immortal  dream 
Which  walks,  when  tempest  sleeps,  the  wave  of 
life's  dark  stream. 
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XXIV. 

As  mine  own  shadow  was  this  child  to  me, 
A  second  self,  far  dearer  and  more  fair ; 
Which  clothed  in  undissolving  radiancy 
All  thoset  steep  paths  which  languor  and  despair 
Of  human  things  had  made  so  dark  and  bare, 
But  which  I  trod  alone — nor,  till  bereft 
Of  friends,  and  overcome  by  lonely  care, 
Knew  I  what  solace  for  that  loss  was  left,. 
Though  by  a  bitter  wound  my  trusting  heart  waa 
cleft. 

XXV. 

Once  she  was  dear,  now  she  was  all  I  had 
To  love  in  human  life — this  playmate  sweet, 
This  child  of  twelve  years  old — so  she  was  made 
My  sole  associate,  and  her  willing  feet 
Wandered  witli  mine  where  earth  and  ocean 

meet. 
Beyond  the  aerial  mountains  whose  vast  cells 
The  unreposing.  billows  ever  beat, 

Through  forests  wide  and  old,  and  lawny  dells,  \    {•" 

Where  boughs  of  incense  droop  over  the  emerald  | ,;;  i.  -" ,  ^ 

wells. 

XXVI. 

And  warm  and  light  I  felt  her  clasping  hand 
When  twined  in  mine :  she  followed  where  I 

went. 
Through  the  lone  paths  of  our  immortal  land. 
It  had  no  waste,  but  some  memorial  lent 
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^j^-^        Which  strung  me  to  mj  toll^ — some  uionume&t 
'    S>       Vital  with  mind ;  then  CytLna  by  my  side, 
-.^v^*'    .   I      Until  the  bright  and  beaming  day  were  ^pent, 
•  f^  .     '      Would  rest,  with  looks  eDtreating  to  abide, 
^  .  Too  earnest  aad  too  sweet  ever  to  be  denied. 

xxvru 
And  aoon  I  could  not  have  refused  her — thtia 
For-ever^  day  and  nigh(,  we  two  were  ne'er 
Bfirted,  but  when  brief  sleep  di\idetl  us : 
And,  when  the  pauses  of  the  lulling  «ir 
Of  noon  beside  the  sen  hud  vi\\\A\*  a  liitr 
For  her  soothed  senses,  in  my  arms  she  slept. 
And  I  kept  watch  over  her  slumbers  there, 
While,  as  the  shifting  visions  over  her  swept, 
Amid  her  innocent  rest  by  turns  she  smiled  and 
wept. 

xxvin. 

And,  in  the  murmur  of  her  dreams,  was  heard 
Sometimes  the  name  of  Laon : — suddenly 
She  would  arise,  and,  like  the  secret  bird 
Whom  sunset  wakens,  fill  the  shore  and  sky 
With  her  sweet  accents — a  wild  melody  1 
Hymns  which  my  soul  had  woven  to  Freedom 

strong 
The  source  of  passion,  whence  they  rose  to  be 
Triumphant  strains,  which,  like  a  spirit's 

tongue, 
lo  the  enchanted  waves  that  child  of  glory 

Bang. 
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XXIX. 

Her  white  arms  lifted  through  the  sliadowy 

stream 
Of  her  loose  hair— oh,  excellently  great 
Seemed  to  me  then  my  purpose,  the  vast  theme 
Of  those  impassioned  songs,  when  Cythna  sate 
Amid  the  calm  which  rapture  doth  create 
After  its  tumult,  her  heart  vibrating. 
Her  spirit  o'er  the  ocean's  floating  sJate 
From  her  deep  eyes  far  wandering,  on  the  wing 
Of  visions  that  were  mine,  beyond  its  utmost  spring. 

XXX. 

For,  before  Cythna  loved  it,  had  my  song 
Peopled  with  thoughts  the  boundless  universe, 
A  mighty  congregation,  which  were  strong 
Where'er  they  trod  the  darkness  to  disperse, 
The  cloud  of  that  unutterable  curse 
Which  clings  upon  mankind: — all  things  be- 
came 
Slaves  to  my  holy  and  heroic  verse, 
Earth,  sea,  and  sky,  the  planets,  life,  and  &me, 
And  fate,  or  whate'er  else  binds  the  world's  won- 
drous frame. 

XXXI. 

And  this  beloved  child  thus  felt  the  sway 
Of  my  conceptions,  gathering  like  a  doud 
The  very  wind  on  which  it  rolls  away : 
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Hera  too  were  all  my  thoughts,  ere  yet,  endowed 
With  music  and  with  light,  their  fountains  flowed 
III  poesj ;  and  her  still  and  earnest  &ce, 
Pallid  with  feelings  which  intensely  glowed 
Within,  was  turned  on  mine  with  speechless 

grace. 
Watching  the  hopes  which  there  her  heart  had 

learned  to  trace. 


In  me,  communion  with  this  purest  being 
Kindled  intenser  zeal,  and  made  me  wise 
In  knowledge,  which  in  hers  mine  own  mind 

seeing, 
Left  in  the  human  world  few  mysteries : 
How  without  fear  of  evil  or  disguise 
Was  Cythna ! — what  a  spirit  strong  and  mild, 
Which  death,  or  pain,  or  peril,  could  despise, 
Yet  melt  iu  tenderness !  what  genius  wild, 
Yet  mighty,  was  inclosed  within  one  simple  child ! 

XXXIII. 

New  lore  was  this — old  age  with  its  gray  hair 
And  wrinkled  legends  of  unworthy  things, 
And  icy  sneers,  is  nought :  it  cannot  dare 
To  burst  the  chains  which  life  for  ever  flings 
On  the  entangled  soul's  aspiring  wings. 
So  is  it  cold  and  cruel,  and  is  made 
The  careless  slave  of  that  dark  power  which 
brings 
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Evil,  Jike  blight  on  man,  who,  still  betrayed, 
Laughs  o'er  the  grave  in  which  his  living  hopes 
are  laid. 

XXXIV. 

Nor  are  the  strong  and  the  severe  to  keep 
The  empire  of  the  world :  thus  Cythna  taught 
Even  in  the  visions  of  her  eloquent  sleep, 
Unconscious  of  the  power  through  which  she 

wrought 
The  woof  of  such  intelligible  thought, 
As  from  the  tranquil  strength  which  cradled  lay 
In  her  smile-peopled  rest,  my  spirit  sought 
Why  the  deceiver  and  the  slave  has  sway 
O'er  heralds  so  divine  of  truth's  arising  day, 

XXXV. 

Within  that  fairest  form,  the  female  mind 
Untainted  by  the  poison  clouds  which  rest 
On  the  dark  world,  a  sacred  home  did  find : 
But  else,  from  the  wide  earth's  maternal  breast, 
Victorious  Evil,  which  had  dispossest 
All  native  power,  had  those  fair  children  torn. 
And  made  them  slaves  to  soothe  his  vile  unrest, 
And  minister  to  lust  its  joys  forlorn, 
Till  they  had  learned  to  breathe  the  atmosphere 
of  scorn. 

XXXVI. 

This  misery  was  but  coldly  felt,  till  she 
Became  my  only  friend,  who  had  indued 
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My  purpose  with  a  wider  eympathj ; 
Thus,  Cythna  moumed  with  me  the  aervitade 
In  which  the  half  of  hamaokind  were  mewed, 
YicUms  of  lust  and  hate,  the  slaves  of  slaves : 
She  moumed  that  grace  and  power  were  thrown 

as  food 
To  the  hyena  lust,  who»  among  graves, 
Over  his  loathed  meal,  laughing  in  agony,  ] 


XXXVII. 

And  I,  still  gazing  on  that  glorioos  child, 
Even  as  these  thoughts  flushed  o'er  her: — 

"  Cythna  sweet. 
Well  with  the  world  art  thou  unreconciled ; 
Never  will  peace  and  human  nature  meet, 
Till  free  and  equal  man  and  woman  greet 
Domestic  peace  ;  and  ore  this  power  can  make 
In  human  hearts  its  calm  and  holy  seat, 
This  slavery  must  be  broken  ;"  as  I  spake, 
From  Cythna's  eyes  a  light  of  exultation  brake. 

XXXVIII. 

She  replied  earnestly : — **  It  shall  be  mine. 
This  task,  mine,  Laon ! — thou  hast  much  to 

gain; 
Nor  wilt  thou  at  poor  Cythna's  pride  repine. 
If  she  should  lead  a  happy  female  train 
To  meet  thee  over  the  rejoicing  plain, 
When  myriads  at  thy  call  shall  throng  around 
The  Golden  City." — Then  the  child  did  strain 
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My  arm  upon  her  tremulous  heart,  and  wound 
Ber  own  about  my  neck,  till  some  reply  she  found. 

XXXIX. 

I  smiled,  and  spake  not. — ^^^  Wherefore  dost 

thou  smile 
At  what  I  say  ?     Laon,  I  am  not  weak, 
And,  though  my  cheek  might  become  pale  the 

while, 
With  thee,  if  thou  desirest,  will  I  seek 
Through  their  array  of  banded  slaves  to  wreak 
Ruin  upon  the  tyrants.     I  had  thought 
It  was  more  hard  to  turn  my  unpractised  cheek 
To  scorn  and  shame,  and  this  beloved  spot 
A.nd  thee,  O  dearest  friend,  to  leave  and  murmur 

not 

XL. 

"Whence  came  I  what  I  am?    Thou,  Laon, 

knowest 
How  a  young  child  should  thus  undaunted  be  ; 
Methinks,  it  is  a  power  which  thou  bestowest, 
Through  which  I  seek,  by  most  resembling 

thee. 
So  to  become  most  good,  and  great,  and  free ; 
Yet  far  beyond  this  ocean's  utmost  roar 
In  towers  and  huts  are  many  like  to  me. 
Who,  could  they  see  thine  eyes,  or  feel  such 

lore 
A.S  I  have  learnt  from  them,  like  mc  would  fear 

no  more. 
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XLI. 

"  Thinkest  thou  that  I  shall  epeak  unskilfuUj, 
And  none  will  heed  me  ?    I  remember  now, 
How  once,  a  slave  in  tortures  doomed  to  dii^ 
Was  saved,  because  in  accents  sweet  and  low 
He  sang  a  song  his  Judge  loved  long  ago, 
As  he  was  led  to  death. — ^All  shall  relent 
Who  hear  me — tears  as  mine  have  flowed,  shall 

flow, 
Hearts  beat  as  mine  now  beats,  with  such  intent 
As  renovates  the  world ;  a  will  omnipotent ! 

XLII. 

"  Yes,  I  will  tread  Pride's  golden  palaces, 
Through  Penury's  roofless  huts  and  squalid  cells 
Will  I  descend,  where'er  in  abjectness 
Woman  with  some  vile  slave  her  tyrant  dwells; 
There  with  the  music  of  thine  own  sweet  spells 
Will  disenchant  the  captives,  and  will  pour 
For  the  despairing,  from  the  crystal  wells 
Of  thy  deep  spirit,  reason's  mighty  lore, 
And  power  shall  then  abound,  and  hope  arise  once 
more. 

XLIII. 

**  Can  man  be  free  if  woman  be  a  slave  ? 

Chain  one  who  lives,  and  breathes  this  bound- 
less air, 

To  the  corruption  of  a  closed  grave  ! 

Can  they  whose  mates  are  beasts,  condemned 
to  bear 
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Scorn  heavier  far  than  toil  or  anguish,  dare 
To  trample  their  oppressors  ?     In  their  home 
Among  their  babes,  thou  knowest  a  curse  would 

wear 
The  shape  of  woman — ^hoary  crime  would 

come 
Behind,  and  fraud  rebuild  religion's  tottering  dome. 

XL  IV. 

**  I  am  a  child  : — I  would  not  yet  depart. 
When  I  go  forth  alone,  bearing  the  lamp 
Aloft  which  thou  hast  kindled  in  ray  heart, 
Millions  of  slaves  from  many  a  dungeon  damp 
Shall  leap  in  joy,  as  the  benumbing  cramp 
Of  ages  leaves  their  limbs — no  ill  may  harm 
Thy  Cylhna  ever — truth  its  radiant  stamp 
Has  fixed,  as  an  invulnerable  charm, 
Upon  her  children's  brow,  dark  falsehood  to 
disarm. 

XLV. 

"  Wait  yet  awhile  for  the  appointed  day — 
Thou  wilt  depart,  and  I  with  tears  shall  stand 
Watching  thy  dim  sail  skirt  the  ocean  gray ; 
'  Amid  the  dwellers  of  this  lonely  land 
I  shall  remain  alone — and  thy  command 
Shall  then  dissolve  the  world's  unquiet  trance, 
And,  multitudinous  as  the  desert  sand 
Borne  on  the  storm,  its  millions  shall  advance, 
Thronging  round  thee,  the  light  of  their  deliver* 
ance. 
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XLTI. 

"  Then,  like  the  forests  of  some  pathless  moan- 
tain, 
Which  from  remotest  glens  two  warring  winds 
Involve  in  fire,  which  not  the  loosened  fountain 
Of  broadest  floods  might  quench,  shall  all  tha 

kinds 
Of  evil  catch  from  oar  uniting  minds 
The  spark  which  must  consume  them ; — Cythiia 

then 
Will  have  cast  off  the  impotence  that  binds 
Her  childhood  now,  and  through  the  paths  of 

men 
Will  pass,  as  the  charmed  bird  that  haunts  the 
serpent's  den. 

XLVII. 

*»  We  part ! — 0  Laon,  I  must  dare,  nor  tremble, 
To  meet  those  looks  no  more! — Oh,  heavy 

stroke ! 
Sweet  brother  of  mj  soul ;  can  I  dissemble 
The  agony  of  this  thought?" — As  thus  she 

spoke 
The  gathered  sobs  her  quivering  accents  broke, 
And  in  my  arms  she  hid  Iier  beating  breast. 
I  remained  still  for  tears — sudden  she  woke 
As  one  awakes  from  sleep,  and  wildly  prest 
lly  bosom,  her  whole  frame  impetuously  possest 
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XL  VIII. 

**  We  part  to  meet  again — but  yon  blue  wasto. 
Yon  desert  wide  and  deep,  holds  no  recess 
Within  whose  happy  silence,  thus  embraced, 
"We  might  survive  all  ills  in  one  caress : 
Nor  doth  the  grave — I  fear  'tis  passionless — 
Nor  yon  cold  vacant  Heaven : — we  meet  again 
Within  the  minds  of  men,  whose  lips  shall  bless 
Our  memory,  and  whose  hopes  its  light  retain 
When  these  dissevered  bones  are  trodden  in  the 
plain.** 

XLIX. 

I  could  not  speak,  though  she  had  ceased,  for 
now 

The  fountains  of  her  feeling,  swiil  and  deep. 

Seemed  to  suspend  the  tumult  of  their  flow ; 

So  we  arose,  and  by  the  star-light  steep 

Went  homeward — neither  did  we  speak  nor 
weep, 

But  pale,  were  calm. — With  passion  thus  sub- 
dued. 

Like  evening  shades  that  o'er  the  mountains 
creep. 

We  moved  towards  our  home ;  where,  in  this 
mood. 
Each  from  the  other  sought  refuge  in  solitude. 


h 


.    J 


,^i » 
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CANTO  IfT 

I. 
What  thoughts  had  swaj  o'er  Cjtfana*8  lonelf 

dumber 
That  night,  I  know  not;  but  my  own  did  Mem 
As  if  thej  might  ten  thousand  years  outnumber 
Of  waking  life,  the  visions  of  a  dream, 
Which  hid  in  one  dim  gulf  the  troubled  stream 
Of  mind  ;  a  boundless  chaos  wild  and  vast, 
Whose  limits  yet  were  never  memory's  (heme  : 
And  I  lay  struggling  as  its  whirlwinds  past. 
Sometimes  for  rapture  sick,  sometimes  for  pain 
aghast 

II. 

Two  hours,  whose  mighty  circle  did  embrace 
More  time  than  might  make  gray  the  infant  world, 
Rolled  thus,  a  weary  and  tumultuous  space : 
When  the  third  came,  like  mist  on  breezes 

curled, 
From  my  dim  sleep  a  shadow  was  unfurled : 
Methought,  upon  the  threshold  of  a  cave 
I  sate  with  Cythna  ;  drooping  bryony,  jK»arled 
With  dew  from  the  wild  streamlet's  shattered 
wave, 
Hung,  where  we  sat  to  taste  the  joys  which  Na- 
ture gave. 
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III. 

We  lived  a  day  as  we  were  wont  to  live, 
But  nature  had  a  robe  of  glory  on, 
And  the  bright  air  o'er  every  shape  did  weave 
Intenser  hues,  so  that  the  herbless  stone, 
The  leafless  bough  among  the  leaves  alone, 
Had  being  clearer  than  its  own  could  be. 
And  Cythna's  pure  and  radiant  self  was  shown, 
In  this  strange  vision,  so  divine  to  me. 
That  if  I  loved  before,  now  love  was  agony. 

IV. 

Mora  fled,  noon  came,  evening,  then  night  de- 

scended, 
And  we  prolonged  calm  talk  beneath  the  sphere 
Of  the  calm  moon — when,  suddenly  was  blended 
With  our  repose  a  nameless  sense  of  fear ; 
And  from  the  cave  behind  I  seemed  to  hear 
Sounds  gathering  upwards ! — accents  incom- 
plete. 
And  stifled  shrieks, — and  now,  more  near  and 

near, 
A  tumult  and  a  rush  of  thronging  feet 
rhe  cavern's  secret  depths  beneath  the  earth  did 
beat. 

V. 

The  scene  was  changed,  and  away,  away 
Through  the  air  and  over  the  sea  we  sped, 


I 
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And  Cythna  in  my  sheltering  bosom  lay. 
And  tlie  rt^inds  bore  me  i — Uirough  the  darknesa 
spread 


hen  vomited 

shapes^  which  hung 
m  wc  fled, 
)on  to  me  then  clung 
»  moa£trou3  dreama 


Around,  the  gaping  e« 
Legions  of  foul  and  gh- 
Upon  my  flight  i  iwifl 
They  phicked  at  Cytl 
A  aen&e  of  actual  tbingr* 
among. 

V] 

And  1  lay  ptrtiggling  h.        irapotenoe 
Of  sleep,  while  outward  life  had  burst  its  boand, 
Though,  still  deluded,  strove  the  tortured  sense 
To  its  dire  wanderings  to  adapt  the  sound 
Which  in  the  light  of  morn  was  poured  around 
Our  dwelling — ^breathless,  pale,  and  unaware 
I  rose,  and  all  the  cottage  crowded  found 
With  armed  men,  whose  glittering  swords  were 
bare, 
And  whose  degraded  limbs  the  tyrant's  garb  did 
wear. 

VII. 

And  ere  with  rapid  lips  and  gathered  brow 
I  could  demand  the  cause — a  feeble  shriek — 
It  was  a  feeble  shriek,  faint,  far,  and  low. 
Arrested  me — my  mien  grew  calm  and  meek, 
And,  grasping  a  small  knife,  I  went  to  seek 
That  voice  among  the  crowd — ^"twas  Cythna's 

cryl 
Beneath  most  calm  resolve  did  agony  wreak 
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Its  whirlwind  rage : — so  I  past  quietly 

mi  I  beheld   where,  bound,  that  dearest  child 

did  lie. 

vin. 

I  started  to  behold  her,  for  delight 
And  exultation,  and  a  jojance  free, 
Solemn,  serene,  and  lofty,  filled  the  light 
Of  the  calm  smile  with  which  she  looked  on  me ; 
So  that  I  feared  some  brainless  ecstasy, 
Wrought  from  that  bitter  woe,  had  wildered  her. 
"  Farewell !  farewell !  **  she  said,  as  I  drew  nigh. 
"  At  first  my  peace  was  marred  by  this  strange 
stir. 
Now  I  am  calm  as  truth — its  chosen  minister. 

IX. 

**  Look  not  so,  Laon — say  farewell  in  hope : 
These  bloody  men  are  but  the  slaves  who  bear 
Their  mistress  to  her  task — it  was  my  scope 
The  slavery  where  they  drag  me  now,  to  share, 
And  among  captives  willing  chains  to  wear 
Awhile — the  rest  thou  knowest.    Return,  deaf 

friend  I 
Let  our  first  triumph  trample  the  despair 
Which  would  ensnare  us  now,  for  in  the  end, 
In  victory  or  in  death  our  hopes  and  fears  must 

blend." 

X. 

These  words  had  fallen  on  my  unheeding  ear, 
Whilst  I  had  watched  the  motions  of  the  crew 
VOL.  I.  17 
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With  seeming  careless  glance ;  not  many  were 
Around  her,  for  their  comrades  just  withdrew 
To  guard  some  other  victim — $o  I  drew 
My  knife,  and  with  one  impulse,  suddenly 
All  unaware  three  of  their  number  elew. 
And  grasped  a  fourth  by  the  throat,  and  with 
loud  cry 
Ify  countrymen  invoked  to  death  or  liberty ! 

XI. 

What  followed  then,  I  know  not — for  a  stroke 
On  my  raised  arm  and  naked  head  came  down, 
Filling  my  eyes  with  blood — when  I  awoke, 
I  felt  that  they  had  bound  me  in  my  swoon, 
And  up  a  rock  whicli  overliaii<^s  the  town, 
By  the  steep  path  were  bearing  me  :  below 
The  plain  was  filled  with  slaughter, — overtlirown 
The  vineyards  and  the  harvest:?,  and  the  glow 
Of  blazing  roofs  shone  for  o'er  the  white  Ocean's 
flow. 

XII. 

Upon  that  rock  a  mighty  column  stood, 
Whose  capital  seemed  sculptured  in  the  sky. 
Which  to  the  wanderers  o'er  the  solitude 
Of  distant  seas,  from  ages  long  gone  by, 
Had  many  a  landmark  ;  o'er  its  height  to  fly 
Scarcely  the  cloud,  the  vulture,  or  the  blast, 
Has  power — and  when  the  shades  of  evening  lie 
On  earth  and  ocean,  its  carved  summits  cast 
The  sunken  daylight  far  through  the  aerial  waste. 
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XIII. 

They  bore  me  to  a  cavern  in  the  hUl 
*  Beneath  that  column,  and  unbound  me  there  : 
And  one  did  strip  me  stark ;  and  one  did  fill 
A  vessel  from  the  putrid  pool ;  one  bare 
A  lighted  torch,  and  four  with  friendless  care 
Guided  my  steps  the  cavern-paths  along, 
Then  up  a  steep  and  dark  and  narrow  stair 
We  wound,  until  the  torches*  fiery  tongue 
Amid  the  gushing  day  beamless  and  pallid  hung. 

XIV. 

They  raised  me  to  the  platform  of  the  pile, 
That  column's  dizzy  height : — the  grate  of  brass 
Through  which  they  thrust  me,  open  stood  the 

while. 
As  to  its  ponderous  and  suspended  mass. 
With  chains  which  eat  into  the  flesh,  alas  I 
With  brazen  links,  my  naked  limbs  they  bound : 
The  grate,  as  they  departed  to  repass. 
With  horrid  clangour  fell,  and  the  far  sound 
Of  their  retiring  steps  in  the  dense  gloom  was 

drowned. 

XV. 

The  noon  was  calm  and  bright : — around  that 

column 
The  overhanging  sky  and  circling  sea, 
Spread  forth  in  silentness  profound  and  solemn. 
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The  darkness  of  brief  frenzy  cast  on  me, 
So  that  I  ttDew  not  my  own  misery : 
The  islaods  and  the  mountains  in  the  dftj 
Like  clouds  reposed  afar ;  and  I  could  see      • 
The  town  among  the  woods  below  that  lay, 
And  the  dark  rocks  which  bound  the  bright  and 
gla^y  bay. 

XVI. 

It  was  so  calm,  that  scarce  the  feathery  weed 
Sown  by  some  eagle  on  tlie  topmost  stone 
Swayed  in  the  air  : — so  bright,  that  noon  did 

breed 
No  shadow  in  the  sky  beside  mine  own — 
Mine,  and  the  shadow  of  my  chain  alone. 
Below,  tlie  smoke  of  roofs  involved  in  flame 
Rested  like  night,  all  else  was  clearly  shown 
In  the  broad  glare,  yet  sound  to  me  none  came, 
But  of  the  living  blood  that  ran  within  my  frame. 

XVII. 

The  peace  of  madness  fled,  and  ah,  too  soon  I 
A  ship  was  lying  on  the  sunny  main ; 
Its  sails  were  flagging  in  the  breathless  noon, 
Its  shadow  lay  beyond — that  sight  again 
Waked,  with  its  presence,  in  my  tranced  brain 
The  stings  of  a  known  sorrow,  keen  and  cold : 
I  knew  that  ship  bore  Cythna  o'er  the  plain 
Of  waters,  to  her  blighting  slavery  sold, 
^nd  watched  it  with  such  thoughts  as  must  re- 
main untold. 
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XVIII. 

I  watched,  until  the  shades  of  evening  wrapt 
Earth  like  an  exhalation — then  the  bark 
Moved,  for  that  calm  was  by  the  sunset  snapt 
It  moved  a  speck  upon  the  Ocean  dark  : 
Soon  the  wan  stars  came  forth,  and  I  could  mark 
Its  path  no  more  !     I  sought  to  close  mine  eyes, 
But,  like  the  balls,  their  lids  were  stiff  and 

stark ; 
I  would  have  risen,  but,  ere  that  I  could  rise, 
Mj  parched  skin  was  split  with  piercing  agonies. 

XIX. 

I  gnawed  my  brazen  chain,  and  sought  to  sever 
Its  adamantine  links,  that  I  might  die : 
O  Liberty !  forgive  the  base  endeavour, 
Forgive  me,  if,  reserved  for  victory. 
The  champion  of  thy  faith  e'er  sought  to  fly. — 
That  starry  night,  with  its  clear  silence,  sent 
Tameless  resolve  which  laughed  at  misery 
Into  my  soul — linked  remembrance  lent 
To  that  such  power,  to  me  such  a  severe  content. 

XX. 

To  breathe,  to  be,  to  hope,  or  to  despair 
And  die,  I  questioned  not ;  nor,  though  the  Sun 
Its  sbafls  of  agony  kindling  through  the  air 
Moved  over  me,  nor  though  in  evening  dun, 
Or  when  the  stars  their  visible  courses  run, 


lb 
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Or  moniih^,  the  wide  unif'erse  wtia  spread 
In  dreary  caliuuess  round  me^  did  I  (ihun 
Its  preseDce,  nor  seek  refuge  with  the  dead 
From  one  faiut  hope  wni       flower  a  drop^jioig 
poisoo  shed. 

Two  days  thus  pnst — I  neither  raved  nor  died. 
Thirat  raged  within  me,  like  a  ^corpion^a  nest 
Built  in  mine  entrails ;  1  had  sipurned  aside 
The  water- vessel,  while  despair  possest 
M7  thoughts,  and  now  no  drop  remained  I  The 

uprest 
Of  the  third  sun  brought  hunger — but  the  crust 
Which  had  been  lefl,  was  to  my  craving  breast 
Fuel,  not  food.     I  chewed  the  bitter  dust, 
And  bit  mj  bloodless  arm,  and  licked  the  brazen 

rust. 

XXII. 

My  brain  began  to  fail  when  the  fourth  mom 
Burst  o'er  the  golden  isles.    A  fearful  sleep. 
Which  through  the  caverns  dreary  and  forlorn 
Of  the  riven  soul,  sent  its  foul  dreams  to  sweep 
With  whirlwind  swiftness — a  fall  far  and  deep, — 
A  gulf,  a  void,  a  sense  of  senselessness — 
These  things  dwelt  in  me,  even  as  shadows 

keep 
Their  watch  in  some  dim  charnel's  loneliness, 
A  shoreless  sea,  a  sky  sunless  and  planetless  I 
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XXIIL 

The  forms  which  peopled  this  terrific  trance 
I  well  remember — ^like  a  choir  of  devils, 
Around  me  they  involved  a  giddy  dance ; 
Legions  seemed  gathering  from  the  misty  levels 
Of  ocean,  to  supply  those  ceaseless  revels, 
Foul,  ceaseless  shadows: — thought  could  not 

divide 
The  actual  world  from  these  entangling  evils, 
Which  so  bemocked  themselves,  that  I  descried 
All  shapes  like  mine  own  self,  hideously  multi- 
plied. 

XXIV. 

The  sense  of  day  and  night,  of  false  and  true. 
Was  dead  within  me.     Yet  two  visions  burst 
That  darkness— one,  as  since  that  hour  I  knew, 
Was  not  a  phantom  of  the  realms  accurst, 
Where  then  my  spirit  dwelt — but  of  the  first 
I  know  not  yet,  was  it  a  dream  or  no. 
But  both,  though  not  distincter,  were  immersed 
In  hues  which,  when  through  memory's  waste 

they  flow, 
Make  their  divided  streams  more  bright  and  rapid 

now. 

XXV. 

Methought  that  gate  was  lifted,  and  the  seven 
Who  brought  me  thither,  four  stiff  corpses  bare. 
And  from  the  frieze  to  the  four  winds  of  Heaven 
Hung  them  on  high  by  the  entangled  hair : 
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Swarthy  were  three— the  fourtli  was  verj  f«tr. 
As  tbey  retireil^  the  golden  mooD  upsprung. 

And  eagerly,  out  in  the  giddy  air. 
Leaning  thai  I  might  eat,  I  stretched  und  clung 
Over  the  shapeless  depth  in  which  thQ#£»  cor|»$«t 
hung. 

XXVl. 

A  woman'ji  shape,  now  lank  and  cold  and  hlue. 
The  dwelling  of  the  many-eoloured  worm. 
Hung  there :  the  white  and  hollow  cheek  I  drew 
To  my  dry  lips — what  radiance  did  infoi-n 
Those  horny  eyes  ?  whose  was  that  withered 

form? 
Alas,  alas !  it  seemed  that  Cythna's  ghost 
Laughed  in  those  looks,  and  that  the  flesh  was 

warm 
Within  my  teeth ! — a  whirlwind  keen  as  frost 
Then  in  its  sinking  gulfs  my  sickening  spirit  tost. 

xxvu. 
Then  seemed  it  that  a  tameless  hurricane 
Arose,  and  bore  me  in  its  dark  career 
Beyond  the  sun,  beyond  the  stars  that  wane 
On  the  verge  of  formless  space — it  languished 

there, 
And,  dying,  lefl  a  silence  lone  and  drear. 
More  horrible  than  famine : — ^in  the  deep 
The  shape  of  an  old  man  did  then  appear. 
Stately  and  beautiful ;  that  dreadful  sleep 
His  heavenly  smiles  dispersed,  and  I  could  wake 
and  weep. 
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xxvin. 
And,  when  the  blinding  tears  had  fallen,  I  saw 
That  column,  and  those  corpses,  and  the  moon. 
And  felt  the  poisonous  tooth  of  hunger  gnaw 
Mj  vitals :  I  rejoiced,  as  if  the  boon 
Of  senseless  death  would  be  accorded  soon ; — 
When  from  that  stony  gloom  a  voice  arose, 
Solemn  and  sweet  as  when  low  winds  attune 
The  midnight  pines ;  the  grate  did  then  unclose, 
And  on  that  reverend  form  the  moonlight  did 
repose. 

XXIX. 

He  struck  my  chains,  and  gently  spake  and 

smiled. 
As  they  were  loosened  by  that  Hermit  old, 
Mine  eyes  were  of  their  madness  half  beguiled. 
To  answer  those  kind  looks. — He  did  enfold 
His  giant  arms  around  me  to  uphold 
My  wretched   frame,  my  scorched  limbs  he 

wound 
In  linen  moist  and  balmy,  and  as  cold 
As  dew  to  drooping  leaves : — the  chain,  with 

sound 
Like  earthquake,  through  the  chasm  of  that  steep 

stair  did  bound 

XXX. 

As,  lifting  me,  it  fell ! — What  next  I  hoard, 
Were  billows  leaping  on  the  harbour  bai*, 
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And  the  ^lirill  sea-wind^  wbose  breath  I3iy 

siiiTod 
Mj  hair ; — I  looked  abroad,  and  saw  a  star 
Sliining  beside  &  sail        ^  listant  far 
Tbal  niountam  and  iis      dumti,  tUti  knaim 

mark 
Of  tiione  wlio  in  the  wid*     oep  wandering  ai^  ^ 
So  tbiit  I  feared  some  Spirit,  fell  and  dark» 
la  trance  bad  lain  me  tims  ivithln  a  fiend  i&h  bark. 

XX3tI. 

For  now,  iiidceJ,  over  tlic  iialt  sea  billow: 
I  sailed :  jet  dared  not  look  upon  the  shape 
Of  him  who  ruled  the  helm,  although  the  pillow 
For  mj  light  head  was  hollowed  in  his  lap, 
And  mj  bare  limbs  his  mantle  did  enwrap, 
Fearing  it  was  a  fiend  :  at  last,  he  bent 
O'er  me  his  aged  face  ;  as  if  to  snap 
Those  dreadful  thoughts  the  gentle  grandsire 
bent, 
And  to  my  inmost  soul  his  soothing  looks  he  sent 

XXXII. 

A  soft  and  healing  potion  to  my  lips 

At  intervals  he  raised — now  looked  on  high, 

To  mark  if  yet  the  starry  giant  dips 

His  zone  in  the  dim  sea — now  cheeringly, 

Though  he  said  little,  did  he  speak  to  me. 

**  It  is  a  friend  beside  thee — take  good  cheer, 

Poor  victim,  thou  art  now  at  liberty  1 " 
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I  joyed  as  those  a  human  tone  to  hear, 
Who  in  cells  deep  and  lone  have  languished  many 
a  year. 

XXXIII. 

A  dim  and  feeble  joy,  whose  glimpses  oft 
Were  quenched  in  a  relapse  of  wildering  dreams ; 
Yet  still  methought  we  sailed,  until  alofl 
The  stars  of  night  grew  pallid,  and  the  beams 
Of  morn  descended  on  the  ocean-streams ; 
And  still  that  aged  man,  so  grand  and  mild. 
Tended  me,  even  as  some  sick  mother  seems 
To  hang  in  hope  over  a  dying  child, 
Till  in  the  azure  East  darkness  again  was  piled. 

XXXIV. 

And  then  the  night-wind,  streaming  from  the 

shore. 
Sent  odours  dying-sweet  across  the  sea, 
And  the  swift  boat  the  little  waves  which  bore, 
Were  cut  by  its  keen  keel,  though  slantingly ; 
Soon  I  could  hear  the  leaves  sigh,  and  could  see 
The  myrtle-blossoms  starring  the  dim  grove, 
As  past  the  pebbly  beach  the  boat  did  flee 
On  sidelong  wing  into  a  silent  cove, 
Where  ebon  pines  a  shade  under  the  starlight 
wove. 
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CANTO  lY. 

I, 

Thk  old  man  took  the  oars,  and  $oon  the  bArk 
Smote  on  the  beach  beside  a  tower  of  stotie. 
It  was  a  crumbling  hcitp  wbo^e  portal  dark 
With  blooming  ivy-trails  was  overgrown ; 
UpoD  whose  floor  the  spangling  sands  were 

strown, 
And  rarest  sea-shells,  which  the  eternal  flood, 
Slave  to  the  mother  of  the  months,  had  thrown 
Within  the  walls  of  that  great  tower,  which  stood 
A.  changeling  of  man's  art,  nursed  amid  Nature's 

brood. 

n. 

When  the  old  man  his  boat  had  anchored, 
He  wound  me  in  his  arms  with  tender  care, 
And  very  few  but  kindly  words  he  said. 
And  bore  me  through  the  tower  adown  a  stair. 
Whose  smooth  descent  some  ceaseless  step  to 

wear 
For  many  a  year  had  fallen. — We  came  at  last 
To  a  small  chamber,  which  with  mosses  rare 
Was  tapestried,  where  me  his  soft  hands  placed 
Upon  a  couch  of  grass  and  oak-leaves  interlaced. 
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ni. 
The  moon  was  darting  through  the  lattices 
Its  yellow  light,  warm  as  the  beams  of  day — 
So  warm,  that  to  admit  the  dewy  breeze. 
The  old  man  opened  them  :  the  moonlight  lay 
Upon  a  lake  whose  waters  wove  their  play 
Even  to  the  threshold  of  that  lonely  home  : 
Within  was  seen  in  the  dim  wavering  ray, 
The  antique  sculptured  roof,  and  many  a  tome 
Whose  lore  had  made  that  sage  all  that  he  had 
become. 

IV. 

The  rock-built  barrier  of  the  sea  was  past, — 
And  I  was  on  the  margin  of  a  lake, 
A  lonely  lake,  amid  the  forests  vast 
And  snowy  mountains :— did  my  spirit  wake 
From  sleep,  as  many-coloured  as  the  snake 
That  girds  eternity  ?  in  life  and  truth, 
Might  not  my  heart  its  cravings  ever  slake  ? 
Was  Cythna  then  a  dream,  and  all  my  youth, 
And  all  its  hopes  and  fears,  and  all  its  joy  and  ruth? 

V. 

Thus  madness  came  again, — a  milder  madness, 
Which  darkened  nought  but  time's  unquiet  flow 
With  supernatural  shades  of  clinging  sadness  ; 
That  gentle  Hermit,  in  my  helpless  woe. 
By  my  8ick  couch  was  busy  to  and  fro. 
Like  a  strong  spirit  ministrant  of  good. 
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WIk^u  I  wjLS  healed,  he  led  me  fbtth  to  ehow 

The  wonders  of  his  sylvan  solitude, 

And  we  together  sat.  hy  that  ifle-fretted  flood. 


He  knew  hk  &001 
V^Qia  all  ray  madi,^^ 
Of  Cythna  would  he 
That  thrilling  nurue  I 
From  his  fAtnili^ 
Of  wiedoin  and  o. 


i  to  wea^e  with  fikill 

ike  mitm  own  Jtciirt, 

>n  me,  until 

<ed  to  make  roe  6tart, 

VHS  not  art, 

tien  he  spoke — 


When  'mid  .^oft  looks  of  pity,  there  would  dart 
A  glance  as  keen  as  is  the  lightning's  stroke 
When  it  doth  rive  the  knots  of  some  ancestral 
oak. 

VII. 

Thus  slowly  from  my  brain  the  darkness  rolled; 
My  thoughts  their  due  array  did  re-assume 
Through  the  enchantments  of  that  Hermit  old. 
Then  I  bethought  me  of  the  glorious  doom 
Of  those  who  sternly  struggle  to  relume 
The  lamp  of  Hope  o'er  man's  bewildered  lot ; 
And,  sitting  by  the  waters,  in  the  gloom 
Of  eve,  to  that  friend's  heart  I  told  my  thought — 
That  heart  which  had  grown  old,  but  had  corrupt- 
ed not. 

VIII. 

That  boary  man  had  spent  his  livelong  age 
Id  converse  with  the  dead,  who  leave  the  stamp 
Of  ever-burning  thoughts  on  many  a  page, 
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WLen  they  are  gone  into  the  senseless  damp 
Of  graves  ! — his  spirit  thus  became  a  lamp 
Of  splendour,  like  to  those  on  which  it  fed. 
Through  peopled  haunts,  the  City  and  the 

Camp, 
Deep  thirst  for  knowledge  had  his  footsteps  led, 
^d  all  the  ways  of  men  among  mankind  he  read. 

IX. 

But  custom  maketh  blind  and  obdurate 
The  loftiest  hearts : — he  had  beheld  the  woe 
In  which  mankind  was  bound,  but  deemed  that 

fate 
Which  made  them  abject  would  preserve  them  so; 
And  in  such  faith,  some  steadfast  joy  to  know. 
He  sought  this  cell :  but,  when  fame  went  abroad 
That  one  in  Argolis  did  undergo 
Torture  for  liberty,  and  that  the  crowd 
High  truths  from  gifted  lips  had  heard  and  under- 
stood, 

X. 

And  that  the  multitude  was  gathering  wide, 
His  spirit  leaped  within  his  aged  frame ; 
In  lonely  peace  he  could  no  more  abide. 
But  to  the  land  on  which  the  victor's  flame 
Had  fed,  my  native  land,  the  Hermit  came ; 
Each  heart  was  there  a  shield,  and  every  tongue 
Was  as  a  sword  of  truth — young  Laon's  name 
Rallied  their  secret  hopes,  though  tyrants  sung 
Hymns  of  triumphant  joy  our  scattered  tribes 
*  amonc". 
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XI. 

He  <^ine  to  the  lone  column  on  the  rockf 
And  with  tits  sweet  and  mi**lity  eloquence 
The  heart*  of  those  who  watched  it  did  unlodEi 
And  made  them  melt  in  t4    -i  of  penitencse. 
Tbej  gave  him  entrance  fr     to  bear  me  Ehenoe. 
"  Since  this,"  the  old  man  said,  "  seven  yeare 

are  spent, 
While  slowly  truth  on  thy  henighled  sense 
Has  crept;  the  hope  which  wildered  it  has  lent, 
Meanwhile,  to  me  the  power  of  a  sublime  intenL 

XII. 

**  Yes,  from  the  records  of  my  youthful  state, 
And  from  the  lore  of  bards  and  sages  old, 
From  whatsoe'er  my  wakened  thoughts  create 
Out  of  the  hopes  of  thine  aspirings  bold, 
Have  I  collected  language  to  unfold 
Truth  to  my  countrymen ;  from  shore  to  shore 
Doctrines  of  human  power  my  words  have  told ; 
They  have  been  heard,  and  men  aspire  to  more 
Than  they  have  ever  gained  or  ever  lost  of  yore. 

XIII. 

"  In  secret  chambers  parents  read,  and  weep, 
My  writings  to  their  babes,  no  longer  blind  ; 
And  young  men  gather  when  their  tyrants  sleep, 
And  vows  of  faith  each  to  the  other  bind ; 
And  marriageable  maidens,  who  have  pined 
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With  love,  till  life  seemed  melting  througU  (heir 

look, 
A  warmer  zenlj  a  nobler  hope,  now  find  j 
And  every  bosom  Ihus  is  wt*apt  and  shook, 
Like  autumn's  myritid  leaves  in  one  swcln  moun- 
tain brooks 


**The  tjranis  of  the  Golden  City  tremble 
At  voices  which  are  heard  about  I  he  streets; 
The  ministers  of  fraud  ean  scarce  dissemble 
The  lies  of  their  own  heart ;  but  when  one  meets 
Another  at  the  shrine^  he  ioly  weeta, 
Though  hesaja  nothing,  that  the  truth  is  known ; 
Murderers  are  pale  upon  the  judgment-seats, 
And  gold  grows  vile  even  to  the  wealthy  crone, 
And  laughter  tilU  the  Fauc,  and  curses  shake  the 
Throne. 

iV. 

"  Kind  thoughts,  and  mighty  bopea^  and  gimtle 

deeds 
Abound,  for  fearless  love,  and  the  pare  law 
Of  inild  equality  and  peace  eucceedi 
To  fait  lis  which  long  liave  held  the  world  in  awe, 
Bloody » anil  faUe^and  cold  i — as  whirlpools  draw 
All  wrecks  of  Ocean  to  their  chasm,  the  sway 
Of  thy  strong  genius,  Laon,  which  tbresaw 
Tliis  hope,  compels  all  spirits  to  obey. 
Which  round  thy  secret  strength  now  throng  m 

wide  array. 
VOL.  L  13 
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XVI. 

"  For  1  Iiflve  been  tliy  passive  instrument*' — 
(Aa  iiim  the  olo  i  .e,  his  couDtcnanoe 

Gleamed  on  me  pirit's) — *' Uiou  hast! 

lent 

To  me,  to  all,  the  pov        >  advance 
Towards  this  uiifores  elii-eratice 

From  our  ancestral  <      a   —ay,  thou  dMst  vear 
That  lamp  of  hope  on     igh,  which  time,  nor 

chance, 
Nor  change  may  not  extingubhT  and  my  sharft 
Of  good  waa  o'er  the  world  ita  giilhered  beams  to 

bear. 

XVII. 

**  But  I,  alas  I  am  both  unknown  and  old. 
And  though  the  woof  of  wisdom  I  know  well 
To  dye  in  hues  of  language,  I  am  cold 
In  seeming,  and  the  hopes  which  inly  dwell 
My  manners  note  that  I  did  long  repel ; 
But  Laon's  name  to  the  tumultuous  throng 
Were  like  the  star  whose  beams  the  waves 

compel 
And  tempests,  and  his  soul-subduing  tongue 
Were  as  a  lance  to  quell  the  mailed  crest  of  wrong 

XVIII. 

"  Perchance  blood  need  not  flow,  if  thou  at  length 
Wouldst  rise ;  perchance  the  very  slaves  would 
spare 
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Their  brethren  and  themselves;  great  is  the 

strength 
Of  words — for  lately  did  a  maiden  fair, 
Who  from  her  childhood  has  been  taught  lo  bear 
The  tyrant's  heaviest  yoke,  arise,  and  make 
Her  sex  the  law  of  truth  and  freedom  hear ; 
And  with  these  quiet  words — '  for  thine  own 

sake 
I  prithee  spare  me,'— did  with  ruth  so  take 

XIX. 

**A11  hearts,  that  even  the  torturer,  who  had 

bound 
Her  meek  calm  frame,  ere  it  was  yet  impaled, 
Loosened  her  weeping  then ;  nor  could  be  found 
One  human  hand  to  harm  her — unassailed 
Therefore  she  walks  through  the  great  City, 

veiled 
In  virtue's  adamantine  eloquence, 
'Gainst  scorn,  and  death,  and  pain,  thus  trebly 

mailed. 
And  blending  in  the  smiles  of  that  defence, 
The  Serpent  and  the  Dove,Wisdom  and  Innocence. 

XX. 

"  The  wild-eyed  women  throng  around  her  path : 
From  their  luxurious  dungeons,  from  the  dust 
Of  meaner  thralls,  from  the  oppressor's  wrath. 
Or  the  caresses  of  his  sated  lust, 
They  congregate ; — in  her  they  put  their  trust. 
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Tbe  tyrants  s«nd  their  armed  slaves  to  quell 
lli^r  (jower;^ — tbe^t  even  tike  a  tbunder-gust 
Caught  by  some  forest,  bend  beneath  ihe  spell 
Of  that  young  maiden'  :hj  aud  to  their  chieJi 

rebel- 

•*  Thus  she  doth  oqi  a  and  Justice  teach 

To  womtu^  outi'ageU  i        wlluttd  long ; 
Gathering  the  sweet^ei      lit  in  humiui  I'-eacli 
For  those  iair  hands  i      f  fi*ee,  while  armed 

wrong 
Trembles  before  her  look,  though  it  be  stiiong ; 
Thousands  thus  dwell  beside  her,  v[i'j2:ins  bright. 
And  matrons  with  their  babes,  a  stately  throng! 
Lovers  renew  the  vows  which  they  did  plight 
In  early  faith,  and  hearts  long  parted  now  unite. 

XXII. 

'*And  homeless  orphans  find  a  home  near  her, 
And  those  poor  victims  of  the  proud,  no  less, 
Fair  wrecks,  on  whom  the  smiling  w^orld  with 

stir, 
Thrusts  the  redemption  of  its  wickedness : — 
In  squalid  huts,  and  in  its  palaces 
Sits  Lust  alone,  while  o'er  the  land  is  borne 
Her  voice,  whose  awful  sweetness  doth  repress 
All  evil,  and  her  foes  relenting  turn, 
And  cast  the  vote  of  love  in  hope's  abandoned 
urn. 
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XXIII. 

**  So  in  the  populous  City,  a  young  maiden 
Has  baffled  Havoc  of  the  prey  which  he 
Marks  as  liis  own,  wlieiie*er  with  chains  o'erladcn 
Men  make  them  arms  to  hurl  down  tyranny, 
False  arbiter  between  the  bound  and  free ; 
And  o*er  the  land,  in  Iiamlets  and  in  towns 
The  multitudes  collect  tumultuously, 
And  throng  in  arms  ;  but  tyranny  disowns 
Their  claim,  and  gathers  strength  around  its 
trembling  tlirones. 

XXIV. 

"  Blood  soon,  although  unwillingly,  to  shed 
The  free  cannot  forbear — the  Queen  of  Slaves, 
The  hood-winked  Angel  of  the  blind  and  dead, 
Custom,  with  iron  mace  points  to  the  graves 
Where  her  own  standard  desolately  waves 
Over  the  dust  of  Prophets  and  of  Kings. 
Many  yet  stand  in  her  array — '  she  paves 
Her  path  with  human  hearts,*  and  o'er  it  flings 
The  wildering  gloom  of  her  immeasurable  wings. 

XXV. 

"  There  is  a  plain  beneath  the  City's  wall. 
Bounded  by  misty  mountains,  wide  and  vast ; 
Millions  there  lift  at  Freedom's  thrilling  call 
Ten  thousand  standards  wide ;  they  load  the  blast 
Which  bears  one  sound  of  many  voios  past, 


I 
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And  startles  on  Uh  tliione  tlieir  sceptred  fbej 

He  sila  amid  hi^  idl«  poiup  agliast. 

And  that  hb  power  hath  past  awny^  doth  know— 


WTiy  pause  the  victo 


to  seal  his  o  vf  r throw  ? 


stance  yet  maiDtain: 
ird  as  hea^tfi  of  blood ; 
the  peopled  plain  ; 
en  made  their  food 
ome  thfiir  goods 


*'  The  tyrant's  guai 

Fearless,  and  fierce^ « 

They  Ktatid  a  specie  &ti 

Coriifige  and  ruin  be 

From  infancy — ill  h 

And  for  its  htitctul  sake  their  will  has  wove 

The  chains  which  eat  their  hearts — ^the  multi- 
tude 

iSurroundiog  them,  with  words  of  human  love, 
Seek  from  their  own  decay  their  stubborn  minds 
to  move. 

XXVII. 

"  Over  the  land  is  felt  a  sudden  pause, 
As  night  and  day  (hose  ruthless  bands  around 
The  watch  of  love  is  kept, — a  trance  which  awes 
The  thoughts  of  men  with  hope — as, when  the 

sound 
Of  whirlwind,  whose  fierce  blasts  the  waves  and 

clouds  confound. 
Dies  suddenly,  the  mariner  in  fear 
Feels  silence  sink  upon  his  heart — thus  bound, 
The  conquerors  pause,  and  oh  I  may  freemen 

ne'er 
Clasp  the  relentless  knees  of  Dread,  the  murderer* 
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XXVIII. 

**  If  blood  be  shed,  'tis  but  a  change  and  choice 
Of  bonds, — from  slavery  to  cowardice 
A  wretched  fall  1    Uplift  thy  charmed  voice, 
Pour  on  those  evil  men  the  love  that  lies 
Hovering  within  those  spirit-soothing  eyes. 
Arise,  my  friend,  farewell ! " — As  thus  he  spake, 
From  the  green  earth  lightly  I  did  arise, 
As  one  out  of  dim  dreams  that  doth  awake, 
And  looked  upon  the  depth  of  that  reposing  lake. 

XXIX. 

I  saw  my  countenance  reflected  there ; 
And  then  my  youth  fell  on  me  like  a  wind 
Descending  on  still  waters.    My  thin  hair 
Was  prematurely  gray,  my  face  was  lined 
With  channels,  such  as  suffering  leaves  behind, 
Not  age ;  my  brow  was  pale,  but  in  my  cheek 
And  lips  a  flush  of  gnawing  fire  did  find 
Their  food   and  dwelling;  though  mine  eyes 
might  speak 
A  subtle  mind  and  strong  within  a  frame  thus  weak. 

XXX. 

And  though  their  lustre  now  was  spent  and  faded. 
Yet  in  my  hollow  looks  and  withered  mien 
The  likeness  of  a  shape  for  which  was  braided 
The  brightest  woof  of  genius,  still  was  seen — 
One  who,  methought,  had  gone  from  the  world's 
scene, 
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And  Isjfl  it  vacimt — 'twas  her  Iover*»  face- 
It  might  rfscmble  hcP — it  onco  had  been 
The  mirmr  of  her  tbcmghta*  and  still  the  gmce 
ft^bich  ht*r  miners  sbi  '  I,  Mi  there  a  linger^ 


iwf  tr:»ce. 


Blumb^red  with  (lie 


lad  come  and  goner. 
a  the  beami  are  fled 
I  gold?  andtirk  and 


VViiJit  then  was  I  ? 
dt^ad. 

Glory  and  joy  and  pea 
Di>th  Uk'  cloud  periisb, 
Wiiifh  steeped  its  skirt 

!oae, 

Doth  it  not  through  the  paths  of  night  unknown,' 
On  outspread  wings  of  its  own  wind  upborne 
Pour  rain  upon  the  earth  ?  the  stars  are  shown, 
..   When  the  cold  moon  sharpens  her  silver  horn 
Under  the  sea,  and  make  the  wide  night  not 

forlorn. 

XXXII. 

Strengthened  in  heart,  yet  sad,  that  aged  man 
I  left,  with  interchange  of  looks  and  tears, 
And  lingering  speech,  and  to  the  Camp  began 
My  way.     O'er  many  a  mountain-chain  which 

rears 
Its  hundred  crests  aloft,  my  spirit  bears 
My  frame  ;  o'er  many  a  dale  and  many  a  moor 
And  gaily  now  meseems  serene  earth  wears 
The  bloomy  spring's  star-bright  investiture, 
A  vision    which  aught  sad  from  sadness   might 

allure. 
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XXXIII. 

My  powers  revived  within  me,  and  I  went 
As  one  whom  winds  wafl  o'er  the  bending  grass 
Through  many  a  vale  of  that  broad  continent. 
At  night  when  I  reposed,  fair  dreams  did  pass 
Before  my  pillow  ; — my  own  Cythna  was, 
Not  like  a  child  of  death,  among  them  ever. 
"When  I  arose  from  rest,  a  woful  mass 
That  gentlest  sleep  seemed  from  my  life  to  sever, 
A.S  if  the  light  of  youth  were  not  withdrawn  for 
ever. 

XXXIV. 

Aye,  as  I  went,  that  maiden,  who  had  reared 
The  torch  of  Truth  afar,  of  whose  high  deeds 
The  Hermit  in  his  pilgrimage  had  hnard, 
Haunted  my  thoughts. — Aii,  Hope  its  sickness 

feeds 
With  whatsoe'er  it  finds,  or  flowers  or  weeds  I 
Could  she  be  Cythna  ? — Wiis  that  corpse  a  shade 
Such  as  self-torturing  thought  from  madness 

breeds  ? 
Why  was  this  hope  pot  torture  ?  yet  it  made 
A  light  around  my  steps  which  would  not  ever 

fade. 


28? 
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Ov  KR  the  utmost  111      ii      iigth  I  sped  I 

A  snowy  steep  : — tbc  i        I  waa  haftgmg  low 

Oviir  ihe  Asiao  mounts.. ..p,  and  outspread 

The  plain,  tlie  City,  and  ihe  Camp  below, 
Skirted  the  mfdntght  Oceati':^  gUmmenng  flow; 
The  City's  moon-lit  spires  and  myriad  lamps, 
Like  stars  in  a  sublunar  sky  did  glow, 
And  fires  blazed  far  amid  the  scattered  camps, 
Like  springs  of  flame,  wliich  burst  where'er  swift 
Earthquake  stamps. 


II. 
All  slept  but  those  in  watchful  arms  who  stood, 
And  those  who  sat   tending  the  beacon's  light; 
And  the  few  sounds  from  that  vast  multitude 
Made  silence  more  profound.     O,  what  a  might 
Of  human  thought  was  cradled  in  that  night ! 
How  many  hearts  impenetrably  veiled 
Beat  underneath  its  shade!  what  secret  fight 
Evil  and  good,  in  woven  passions  mailed. 
Waged  through  that  silent  throng,  a  war  tliat 
never  failed  I 
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III. 

And  now  the  Powei  of  Good  held  victory ; 
So,  through  the  labyrinth  of  many  a  tent, 
Among  the  eildnt  millions  who  did  lie 
In  innocent  sleep,  exultingly  I  went. 
The  moon  had  left  Heaven  desert  now;  but, lent 
From  eastern  mom,  the  first  faint  lustre  showed 
Au  armed  youth — over  his  spear  he  bent 
His  downward  face : — "  A  friend !  "   I  cried 
aloud. 
And  quickly  common  hopes  made  freemen  under- 
stood. 

IV. 

I  sat  beside  him  wliile  the  morning  beam 
Crept  slowly  over  Heaven,  and  talked  with  him 
Of  those  immortal  hopes,  a  glorious  theme  1 
Which  led  us  forth,  until  the  stars  grew  dim : 
And  all  the  while,  methought,  his  voice  did  swim, 
As  if  it  drowned  in  remembrance  were 
Of  thoughts  which  make  the  moist  eyes  over- 
brim : 
At  last,  when  daylight  'gan  to  fill  the  air, 
kle  looked  on  me,  and  cried  in  wonder,  "  Thou 
art  here ! " 

V. 

Then,  suddenly,  I  knew  it  was  the  youth 
In  whom  its  earliest  hopes  my  spirit  found  ; 
liut  envious  tongues  had  stained  his  spotleaa 
truth, 


TUB  RETOLT  OY  tBhkm, 

And  Uioiightltiss  pride  \m  love  in  silence  Iwund, 
A»d  slmint'  tmd  b^ovvosv  m'niis  In  loilt*  lixtd  wound, 
Wbi)sl  he  wns  innocent,  aud  1  deluded. 
The  (ruth  now  ch  me;  on  the  ijroimd 

Tear.s  of  repi-iai  ich  fj*>t  ii]lrudt*d» 

Pell  (asl^  uiid  i>*«r  n  our  loingUiig  gpirfta 

bruod«4* 

Thus,  ivhrk*  wtih  rapid       f  and  earnest  ey<» 
We  lalked,  a  eound  of  i       ?|>iDg  conflict  spread 
As  from  the  earth  did  i       lenl j  arise ; 
From  every  teul^  roused  uy  thai  cltimour  drend, 
Our  Uav^b  out=prung  :ind   seized  ibeir  txrms. 

We  sped 
Towards  the  sound  :  our  tribes  were  gathering 

far; 
Those  sanguine  skives  amid  ten  thousand  dead 
Stabbed  in  their  sleep,  trampled  in  treacherous 

war 
The  gentle  hearts  whose  power  their  lives  had 

sought  to  spare. 

VII. 

Like  rabid  snakes,  that  sting  some  gentle  child 
Who  brings  them  food,  when  winter  false  and  fair 
Allures  them  forth  with  its  cold  smiles,  so  wild 
They  rage  among  the  camp  ; — they  overbear 
The  patriot  hosts — confusion,  then  despair 
Descends  like  night — when  "  Laon  I "  one  did 
cry: 


THE    REVOLT    OP   ISLAM. 


285 


Like  a  bright  ghost  from  Heaven  that  shout  did 

scare 
The  slaves,  and,  widening  through  the  vaulted 

sky, 
Seemed  sent  from  Earth  to  Heaven  in  sign  of 

victory. 

VIII. 

In  sudden  panic  those  false  murderers  fled, 
Like  insect  tribes  before  the  northern  gale : 
But,  swifter  still,  our  hosts  encompassed 
Their  shattered  ranks,  and  in  a  craggy  vale, 
Where  even  their  fierce  despair  might  nought 

avail, 
Hemmed  them  around! — and  then  revenge  and 

fear 
Made  the  high  virtue  of  the  patriots  fail : 
One  pointed  on  his  foe  the  mortal  spear — 
I  rushed  before  its  point,  and  cried,  "  Forbear, 

forbear  I" 


IX. 

The  spear  transfixed  my  arm  that  was  uplifUd 
In  swift  expostulation,  and  the  blood 
Gushed  round  its  point :  I  smiled,  and — **  O 

thou  gifted 
With  eUHiuence  which  shall  not  be  withstood. 
Flow  thus  !  " — I  cried  in  joy,  "  thou  vital  flood, 
Until  my  heart  be  dry,  ere  thus  the  cause 
For  wliich  thou  wert  aught  worthy  be  subdued^ 


AK   ye   are   piile, — ye   weep, — your  f^msaiom 
[(ause,^ — 
Tis  well !  ye  feel  thi^  truth  of  iore*)i  benignuot 

laws. 


nd  our  friends  ore 


,  as  tliey  did  sleep  ! 

The  islig}tte^t  {luirt 

liere  wei'e  eyes  to 


»*Soldiera,  our  bn 

slain. 
Ye  murdered  them,  J 
Ala*,  what  Irave  ye  < 
Which  ye  might  su 

weep  ; 
But  ye  have  quenched  them — there  were  smjlc^ 

to  steep 
Your  hearts  in  balm,  but  they  are  lost  in  woe  ; 
And  those  whom  love  did  set  his  watch  to  keep 
Around  your  tents  truth's  freedom  to  Ixatow, 
Ye  stabbed  as  they  did  sleep^but  they  forgive  ye 

now. 

XI. 

**  O  wherefore  should  ill  ever  flow  from  ill, 
And  pain  still  keener  pain  for  ever  breed? 
Wc  all  are  brethren — even  the  slaves  who  kill 
For  hire,  are  men  ;  and  to  avenge  misdeed 
On  the  misdoer,  doth  but  Misery  feed 
With    her   own    broken    heart !    O    Earth, 

O  Heaven! 
And  thou,  dread  Nature,  which  to  every  deed 
And  all  that  lives,  or  is  to  be,  liath  given, 
Evrn  as  to  thee  have  these  done  ill,  and  are  for- 
given. 
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xn. 
**  Join  then  your  hands  and  hearts,  and  let  the 

past 
Be  as  a  grave  which  gives  not  up  its  dead 
To  evil  thoughts." — A  film  then  overcast 
My  sense  with  dimness,  for  the  wound,  which 

bled 
Freshly,  Swift  shadows  o'er  mine  eyes  had  shed. 
When  I  awoke,  I  lay  'mid  friends  and  foes. 
And  earnest  countenances  on  me  shed 
The  light  of  questioning  looks,  whilst  one  did 

close 
My  wound  with  balmiest  herbs,  and  soothed  me 

to  repose. 

XIIL 

And  one,  whose  spear  had  pierced  me,  leaned 

beside 
With  quivering  lips  and  humid  eyes ; — and  all 
Seemed  like  some  brothers  on  a  journey  wide 
Grone  forth,  whom  now  strange  meeting  did 

befall 
In  a  strange  land,  round  one  whom  they  might 

call 

Their  friend,  their  chief,  their  father,  for  assay 

Of  peril,  which  had  saved  them  from  the  thrall 

Of  death,  now  suffering.     Thus  the  vast  array 

Of  those  fraternal  bands  were  reconciled  that  day. 
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Lifting  the  thuncler  of  their  ncckinatton 


multitude, 
1  jo)' — a  Tiatton 

:hty  brotherhood 

iJinge  of  good ; 

lagiiificent 

i  in  gfoVl  and  blood, 

■nage,  atid  at-e  sent 

he  popiiloug  battld- 


Towards  the  City,  tht;      ' 
Aod  I  among  them,  i 
Made  free  by  love  ;- 
Linked  by  a  jealons  it 
A  glorious  pageant,  e 
Than  kingly  slaves, ' 
When  the  J  return  f 
In  triumph  bri*jht  beneatr 
ment 

Afar,  the  City  walls  were  thronged  on  high, 
And  myriads  on  each  giddy  turret  clung, 

I    And  to  each  spire  far  lessening  in  the  sky 
Bright  pennons  on  the  idle  winds  were  hung; 
As  we  approached,  a  shout  of  joyance  sprung 
At  once  from  all  the  crowd,  as  if  the  vast 
And  peopled  Earth  its  boundless  skies  among 
The  sudden  clamour  of  delight  had  cast, 

WTien  from  before  its  face  some  general  wreck 
had  past. 


XVI. 

Our  armies  through  the  City*s  hundred  gates 
Were  poured,  like  brooks  which  to  the  rocky  lair 
Of  some  deep  lake,  whose  silence  them  awaits, 
Throng  from  the  mountains  when  the  storms  are 
there ; 
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And,  as  we  passed  through  the  calm  sunny  air, 
A  thousand  flower-inwoven  crowns  were  shed, 
The  token-flowers  of  truth  and  freedom  fair, 
And  fairest  hands  bound  them  on  many  a  head, 
Thoee  angels  of  love's  heaven,  that  over  all  was 
spread. 

XVII.    • 

I  trod  as  one  tranced  in  some  rapturous  vision : 
Those  bloody  bands  so  lately  reconciled. 
Were,  ever  as  they  went,  by  the  contrition 
Of  anger  turned  to  love  from  ill  beguiled, 
And  every  one  on  them  more  gently  smiled, 
Because  they  had  done  evil : — the  sweet  awe 
Of  such  mild  looks  made  their  own  hearts  grow 

mild, 
And  did  with  soft  attraction  ever  draw 
Their  spirits  to  the  love  of  freedom's  equal  law. 

XVIII. 

And  they,  and  all,  in  one  loud  symphony 
My  name  with  Liberty  commingling,  lifted, 
"  The  friend  and  the  preserver  of  the  free ! 
The  parent  of  this  joy  ! "  and  fair  eyes,  gifted 
With  feelings  caught  from  one  who  had  uplifted 
The  light  of  a  great  spirit,  round  me  shone ; 
And  all  the  shapes  of  this  grand  scenery  shifted 
Like  restless  clouds  before  the  steadfast  sun, — 
Where  was  that  Maid  ?  I  asked,  but  it  was  known 
of  none. 
VOL.  I.  19 


L 


buL  tu  subdue 

grtnt  tu^k  wiis  due, 
'Ciught  m\Ay,  iUni  she 
I  then  witiub-ew 
'  that  gn;at  tlirt»ng 


LaoiiQ  was  the  nanie  her  love  bad  ebc^en. 
For  hhe  was  nam''      -- '  berliirih  none  kiirw 
WbeiG  was   Lhoi: 

IVoaen 
Wit  bin  my  li|)s  will 
Such  dretidful  hope. 
And  wlit^n  at  length  oi 
To*tm>r)'ow  woyld  appi 
To  judge   what  iit^-d 

might  he, 
For  now  the  stars  came  thick  over  the  twilight 

sea. 

XX. 

Yet  need  was  none  for  rest  or  food  to  care, 
Even  though  that  multitude  was  passing  great. 
Since  each  one  for  the  other  did  prepare 
All  kindly  succour — Therefore  to  the  gate 
Of  the  Imperial  House,  now  desolate, 
I  passed,  and  there  was  found  aghast,  alone. 
The  fallen  Tyrant ! — Silently  he  sate 
Upon  the  footstool  of  his  golden  throne. 
Which,  starred  with  sunny  gems,  in  its  own  lustro 
shone ; 

XXI. 

Alone,  but  for  one  child,  who  led  before  him 
A  graceful  dance:  the  only  living  thing, 
Of  all  the  crowd,  which  thither  to  adore  him 
Flocked  yesterday,  who  solace  sought  to  bring 
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In  his  abandonment ! — She  knew  the  King 
Had  pruised  her  dance  of  yore,  and  now  she 

wove 
Its  circles,  aye  \iecping  and  murmuring 
'Mid  her  sad  task  of  unregarded  love, 
That  to  no  smiles  it  might  his  speechless  sadness 
move. 

XXII. 

She  fled  to  him,  and  wildly  clasped  hb  feet 
When  human  steps  were  heard : — he  moved  nor 

spoke, 
Nor  changed  his  hue,  nor  raised  his  looks  to  meet 
The  gaze  of  strangers. — Our  loud  entrance  woke 
Tlie  echoes  of  the  hall,  which  circling  broke 
The  calm  of  its  recesses, — like  a  tomb 
Its  sculptured  walls  vacantly  to  the  stroke 
Of  footfalls  answered,  and  the  twilight's  gloom 
Lay  like  a  charnel's  mist  within  the  radiant  dome. 

XXIII. 

The  little  child  stood  up  when  we  came  nigh ; 
Her  lips  and  cheeks  seemed  very  pale  and  wan, 
But  on  her  forehead  and  within  her  eye 
Lay  beauty,   which    makes   hearts   that   feed 

thereon 
Sick  with  excess  of  sweetness  j— on  the  throne 
She  leaned.     The  King,  with  gathered  brow 

and  lips 
Wreathed  by  long  scorn,  did  inly  sneer  and 

frown 


With  hue  like  that  when  some  great  pointer  dipe 
His  pencil  in  tbe  gloom  of  eai'thquak^  and  t;clip«& 

XXIV. 

She  stood  bedde  him  like  a  rainbow  bmided 
Within  some  storm  J  when  scnrce  itssliaJows  vast 
Fi-om  the  blue  paths  of  the  swill  sun  have  ladetL 
A  sweet  and  aolemn  smile,  like  C/tbna's,  cast 
One  motnenl^a  light,  which  made  in/  heart  beat 

fust 
O'er  that  cliild^s  pfirfed  lips — a  gleam  of  bliss^ 
A  i&hacje  of  vanished  days,— oa  the  tears  past 
Which  wra()t  it,  even  as  with  a  father's  kiss 
[  pressed  those  softest  eyes  in  trembling  tenderness. 

XXV. 

The  sceptred  wretch  then  from  that  solitude 
I  drew,  and  of  his  change  compassionate, 
With  words  of  sadness  soothed  his  rugged  mood. 
But  he,  while  pride  and  fear  held  deep  debate, 
With  sullen  guile  of  ill-dissembled  hate 
Glared  on  me  as  a  toothless  snake  might  glare: 
Pity,  not  scorn,  I  felt,  though  desolate 
The  desolator  now,  and  unaware 
The  curses  which  he  mocked  had  caught  him  by 
the  hair. 

XXVI. 

I  led  him  forth  from  that  which  now  might  seem 
A  gorgeous  grave :  through  portals  sculptured 
deep 


\ 
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With  imagery  beautifal  na  dream 

We  Vicnty  md  left  the  shades  ivhich  tend  on 

siecp 
Over  m  unregjarded  gold  to  kec[t 
Thi^ir  silent  walcU.^ — Tlie  cbilU  trad  fttintingly, 
Andi  as  she  weoi,  the  tears  wbicb  she  did  weep 
Glaneed  in  the  star-light ;  wildered  seemed  she, 
&nd  when  I  spake,  for  sobs  she  could  nol  answer 

me. 

XXVI  r. 

At  last  the  tyrant  cried,  "  Sbe  hiingei's,  ghive  1 
Stiib  her,  or  give  her*  breail  ! " — It  wiis  a  tone 
Sticli  m  sick  fancies  in  a  new-made  grnve 
Miglit  iiear.     I   Irembled,  Ibr  l!ie  truth   was 

known : 
He  with  thi^  child  btid  tTun^  been  left  nlone, 
And  ntitlier  Imd  gone  fijrtlj  ibr  food, — but  he 
In  mingied  pnde  and  nvve  cowered  near  hia 

throne, 
And  fhe,  a  nursling  of  eaptivity, 
Kruivr  nought  beyond  tliose  wulls,  nor  what  such 

change  might  be. 


xxviii. 
And  he  W3%9  rroubled  at  a  charm  withdrawti 
Thus  Htiiidenly ;  that  sccpIrcB  ruled  no  more — 
That  even  from  gold  the  dreadful  strength  was 

gone 
Which  once  made  all  things  subjcet  t9  iU 

power — 


r 
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Such  wonder  seized  him,  as  if  Hour  by  hour 
The  p^st  had  come  again  ;  and  the  bWil'l  fall 
Of  one  so  great  and  terriblo  nf  y(vce 
To  desolateness,  in   '     '  oans  of  alt 
Like  wond&r  stirred,  taw  fiuch  awful  chonge 

befall. 

A  mighty  crowd,  st  the  wide  land  pourd 

Once  in  a  thousand  y'      *,  now  gathered  rcitmii 
The  fallen  tynint ; — like  the  ru»h  of  shower^ 
Of  hail  in  spring,  patlerin|2^  along  the  grouud. 
Their  many  foolstt*t>*  fell,  else  name  no  bouihX 
From  the  wide  multitude :  that  lonelj  man 
Then  knew  the  burthen  of  his  change,  and  found, 
Concealing  in  the  dust  his  visage  wan, 
Refuge  from  the  keen  looks  which  thro'  his  bosom 
ran. 

XXX. 

And  he  was  faint  withal.     I  sat  beside  him 
Upon  the  earth,  and  took  that  child  so  fair 
From  his  weak  arnis,  that  ill  might  none  betide 

him 
Or  her ; — when  food  was  brought  to  them,  her 

share 
To  his  averted  lips  the  child  did  bear ; 
But  when  she  saw  he  had  enough,  she  ate 
And  wept  the  while  ; — the  lonely  man's  despaii 
Hunger  then  overcame,  and  of  his  state 
Forgetful,  on  the  dust  as  in  a  trance  he  sate. 
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XX  XT. 

Slowly  the  silence  of  flie  multitutles 
Past,  as  wh**!!  inv  is  Iitard  i»  sorau  lone  dell 
The  {rsitht-ring  ol'u  wind  ariiatig  tlie  wood^^ — 
And  lie  is  fkllLTi!   they  cry  :  hts  who  did  dwdl 
Lik«  fumtne  or  the  pbguii,  or  aughl  more  fell, 
Amoiijir  our  homes,  is  fitllcn  I  Lb«  murderer 
Who  shikcd  hid  thirsting  soul  as  from  a  well 
Of  b!ood  urid  Iwirs  Htth  ruin  1     He  is  here  I 
Butik  in  a  gulf  of  scorn  (Votu  which  notie  mny  hha 
mar  \ 

XXX  n. 

Then  wiw  heard—**  He  who  judged  let  hira  bfl 

bfoifght 
To  juilgmeni  f     Blood  for  Wood  cries  from  the 

Boil 
On   which   his  erimea   have  deep  pollution 

wrouglit  I 
Shjili  Oihutiin  only  unavenged  des|30tl  ? 
Shall  (liry,  who  liy  the  slrctia  of  ^jrindlng  toil 
Wrest  from  the  unwilling  earlh  his  luxuries, 
Perish  for  crime,  while  hi:*  Ibul  btood  may  boil, 
Or  creep  within  hi«  veing  at  will? — Ari»o! 
And  to  lilgh  justice  make  her  chosen  sacrifice,^ 


XXXIII. 

^  Wluit  do  ye  seek  ?  winii  fear  ye  ?"  then  I  cried, 
Sudditoly  stiirling  forth,  "tliat  ye  should  ahed 
The  blood  of  0th man — if  your  liearia  ore  tried 
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In  the  true  love  of  frt?edom,  ctasc  to  tlreuil 
This  one  poor  body  mau^ — btitieuih  HenTcn 
abed 


In  purest  light 
Matvrnat  earll 

^spread 
For  til),  Ici.  liim  go 
Qf  humao  nature  wi: 


t,  throitgti  earth, 
1  her  Bwe«!t  amilei 

intil  the  worth 
these  a  second  birUk 


XJCX 

**  What  call  yt  Justice  f      a  there  one  who  oe'er 

111  tecrtt  thought  kis  wisJttsd  another's  ill? 
Are  ye  all  pure  ?     Let  those  stand  forth  who 

bear, 
And  tremble  not.     Shall  tbcy  insult  and  kill, 
If  such  they  be  ?  their  naild  eyes  can  they  fill 
With  the  false  anger  of  the  hypocrite  ? 
Alas,  such  were  not  pure — the  chastened  will 
Of  virtue  sees  that  justice  is  the  light 
Of  love,  and  not  revenge,  and  terror  and  despite.** 

XXXV. 

The  murmur  of  the  people,  slowly  dying. 
Paused  as  I  spake  ;  then  those  who  near  me 

were, 
Cast  gentle  looks  where  the  lone  man  was  lying 
Shrouding  his  head,  which  now  that  infiint  fair 
Clasped  on  her  lap  in  silence  ; — through  the  air 
Sobs  were  tlien  heard,  and  many  kissed  my 

feet 
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In  pily's  tnadiii'f^^,  nml,  to  the  despair 
Of  Uiin  whom  late  they  ctirsed^  u  &u)tict?  swee^t 
Uib  very  viciiniB  braugixt — soft;  looks  iind  spet'cUeci 
meat, 

XXXVI. 
Then  to  a  !iomc,  far  his  repose  assign  oil* 
Accorapjinied  by  the  still  throng  he  went 
In  silence,  wher»3,  to  sootlie  Ins  rank  I  fog  mind, 
Some  likeness  oi'his  »ncienl  state  was  lent  i 
And,  if  ills  heart  could  hare  bci^ii  ittnocient 
As   those  who  pardoned  hira,  ho  might  h^ve 

ctidt'd 
UU  days  hi  peacQ ;  but  hi  a  straight  lips  wen? 

bent. 
Men  said,  into  a  Etmtlu  which  j^uilc  portended, 
A  sight  with  which  thut  child  hke  ho^^^^  with 

fear  was  blended. 


XXXVIL 

Twas  midnight  now,  the  eveofiluit  ^rojit  daj% 
Whereon  the  many  nations  at  whose  call 
The  cii^iins  of  earth  like  mist  melted  nway, 
Decreed  to  hold  a  saeri'd  Festival, 
A  rite  to  attest  the  equjility  of  all 
Wlio  live.     So  lo  their  hotues,  to  dream  or  wake 
All  went*     The  slee]j!ess  jjileiice  did  reeuU 
Laone  to  my  thoughtd,  willi  liope^  thut  inakt! 
The  f1oo*l   recede  from  which  tbcir  lhii't>t  they 
*eek  to  slake. 


fr 
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XXXV  lit. 


TIte  dAvtn  {lowed  IbnJt,  and  from  iu  purple 


As  to  t(jo  pkrti  beiv* 
Aiifi  U»e  grrai  C 
I  went : — it,  wna  n  ; 
Tt>  make  men  wcpji  i 
Now  iirsi  fmio  Jitmu 


I  make  the  ji\nnt  qujiU, 
;lio  nmtjr  n»f»untiuii3 
ft  Oduntciiiuice  pale 
illicit  might  ttvoi] 
ting  teiirs^  for  wbotii 
iwitr  liie  rtverend  vm\ 


Wtts  tciro,  to  see  Ennu .  oin  her  fjeitcnd  womb 
Pour  forth  her  swnrmlng  sous  to  »  fttileroal  doom : 

XXXIX. 

To  see,  far  glancing  in  the  rai.sty  morning, 
The  signs  of  that  innumerable  host : 
To  hear  one  sound  of  many  made,  the  warning 
Of  Earth  to  Heaven  from  its  free  children  tost 
While  the  eternal  hill^,  and  the  sea  lost 
In  wavering  light,  and,  starring  the  blue  sky, 
The  city's  myriad  spires  of  gold,  almost 
With  human  joy  made  mute  society, — 
[ts  witnesses  with  men  who  must  hereafter  be: 


XL. 

To  see,  like  some  vast  island  from  the  Ocean, 
The  Altar  of  the  Federation  rear 
Its  pile  i'  the  midst ;  a  work,  which  the  devotion 
Of  millions  in  one  night  created  there, 
Sudden,  as  when  the  moonrise  makes  appear 
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Strange  cloitdfl  in  the  eust ;  a  nmi'ble  pyramid 
Distiiiet  with  steps :  that  mighty  eluipc  did  we«r 
Tf  1  u  Hgl  1 1  of  grn  1  u a ;  ltd  s I  i 1 1  i h udo \v  hi il 
Far  sliijiii:  to  know  its  height  iht-  mciifiiug  mist^ 
forbid  1 

XL  I. 

To  hear  the  restlu&s  muhitudes  i'ov  crer 
Around  the  base  of  that  great  Altar  How^ 
A»  nn  some  numntain  is.!et  burst  and  «.hiver 
Atliintic  WSIVC.S;  and  solemnly  and  sfftw 
A$  the  wind  bore  tliat  tumult  lo  and  frn^     * 
To  ft^el  llie  (IrfUTnlikc  music,  which  did  swim 
Like  heams  tJirough  tluatjiig  clondj^  osi  waves 

below, 
Falling  in  |i!Ltj:£ei  fj-om  that  AUar  dim 
At   silrc]''j?<i)itndittg    (ungues    t)iTuthed  an  aerial 

bymn. 

XLlt. 

To  hear,  lo  see,  to  live,  was  on  that  morn 
Letheaajo^!  so  llmt  utl  ibo^t!  asj^mbbd 
Cast  olf  their  Tncmurk'S  uf  the  p?iM  uutwom  : 
Two  only  hoscMns  with  tijeir  owii  Iitt-  tremhleil, 
And   miiie  was   one,^ — tind    we   had   hoth   dis- 
sembled I 
Bo  with  a  healing  heart  I  went,  and  one, 
Who  having  much,  covets  yet  more,  resembled; 
A  Iml  Jind  dear  pos-^e.ssion,  which  not  wtm, 
lie  walk^  in  lonely  gloom  beneiilh  the  noonday 
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XLUI. 

To  the  great  Pyramid  I  came;  its  stnir 


With  Tenuile  cJ 
Aumfig  tiif  tVfe 

ruit*. 
As  1  niiprcitichet], 
WJiicli  t»ow  lite  v»^ 
WitU  ihtiir  cold  li, 
Like  Athos  hoc'u 
(q  earliest  light  I 


hnon^ed:  thu  Tovellest 

id   witlj   its  amlpturtes 

irning's  golden  mist, 
.Irickcn  b retries  kist 
And  thti  summit  ^boiie 
mmtlmim,  drest 
>*«rs,  aud  one 


K»t  tliei^,  a  iciuale  shape  upon  an  ivory  throiie; 

XLIV. 

A  Form  most  like  the  imagined  habitant 
Of  silver  exhalations  sprung  from  dawn, 
By  winds  which  feed  on  sunrise  woven,  to  en- 
chant 
The  faiths  of  men :  all  mortal  eyes  were  drawn, 
As  famished  marinei-s  through  strange  seas  gone 
Gaze  on  a  burning  watch-tower,  by  the  light 
Of  those  diviiiest  lineaments — alone 
With  thouglits  which  none  could  share,  from 
that  fair  sight 
I  turned  in  sickness,  for  a  veil  shrouded  her  coun- 
tenance brijiliU 


XLV. 

And  neither  did  I  hear  the  acclamations 
Which,  from  brief  silence  bursting,  filled  the  air. 
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SOI 


With  har  sirange  name  aiul  nune^  from  dl  the 

nations 
Wliieh  we,  Ihey  saitl,  in  streogtU  had  jjalbei'ed 

ihore 
From  the  sleep  of  bonduge ;  iior  ihe  vision  fair 
Of  thai  bright  pageantry  IwUeld, — but  blind 
And  silent,  tu?  a  breiUhrng  corpse  flid  fiircj. 
Leaning  upon  ray  friend,  tiH,  like  a  wind 
To  fevered  clieuksja  voice  (lownl  o'ur  my  troubled 

mind. 

XLVi. 

Like  music  of  some  minstrel  beavenly-gifttsd. 
To  one  wliom  ^vndi  iothroll,  this  voii'u  to  mn;  ^ 
Scaj-ce  did  I  wish  her  veil  to  be  uplifted, 
I  was  so  ealni  and  joyou*. — I  could  see 
The  plaiform  where  we  sloo<l»  th<?  stutues  three 
Which   kept  their  marble  watch  on  ihat  high 

shrine, 
Tbe  ntuUitudea,  the  mountains  and  the  sea; 
A^   when   eclipse   liuth   parsed,  things  s.udden 

shine 
To  men's  astonished  eye:^  most  clear  and  cryglal^ 

line. 

XLVtI. 

At  first  Lftone  spoke  ino?l  tremuloudy : 

But  3oon  her  voice  t!mt  cnlmne^s  which  it  shed 

Gathered,  and — '* 'I'hou  lut  whom  I  songhl  to 

see, 
And  thou  art  otir  fii'&t  votary  hero/'  she  saidt 
**  I  had  ft  dear  friend  once,  but  he  is  dead  I 


^ 
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And  of  nil  thtm^  on  tlua  widd  earth  wba  breiKtli% 
Tliiju  Uo^t  rt!.stHnble  hitn  alone — ^I  »pre04 
TliU  v^Il  b^tw^^u  u«  two,  I  ha  I  tbou  bencntli 
^houlilit  iiuiigt-'  uiio  vvl  y  litivu  bcun  loiig  lost 

iii  dt!u(h. 

XI 

**  F«»r  tlib  wilt  ihou  III         nceforlh  j^rduD  me  ? 
Te**  biit  tlioee  joys  wni      silence  well  requite 
Forbid  rvply  t  wliy  men  j  ave  chostiD  tnc 
To  be  the  prii^siciis  of  i     ;  Eiolicst  rite 
I  scarcely  know,  but  that  the  i\ood&  of  liglit 
Wliieii  flow  over  the  world,  have  borne  me 

hither 
To  meet  thee,  lonjjj  most  dear ;  and  now  unite 
Thine  hand  with   mine,  and  may  all  comfort 

wither 
F'^-om  both  the  hearts  whose  pulse  in  joy  now 

beats  together, 

XLIX. 

"If  our  own  will  as  others'  law  we  bind, 
If  ilie  toul  woi>hip  trampled  here  we  fear; 
If  a>  ourselves  we  cease  to  love  our  kind!" — 
She  paused,  and  pointed  upwards — sculptured 

tliere 
Tlaee  shapes  around  her  ivory  throne  appear; 
One  was  a  Giant,  like  a  child  asleep 
On  a  loose  rock,  whose  grjL-sp  crushed,  as  it 

were 
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In  dream,  sceptres  and  crowns ;  and  one  did 
keep 
Its  watchful  eyes  in  doubt  whether  to  smile  or 
weep; 

L. 

A  Woman  sitting  on  the  sculptured  disk 
Of  the  broad  earth,  and  feeding  from  one  breast 
A  human  babe  and  a  young  basilisk  ; 
Her  looks  were  sweet  as  Heaven's  when  love- 
liest 
In  Autumn  eves  ; — the  thinl  Image  was  dregt 
In  white  wings  swift  as  clouds  in  winter  skies. 
Beneath  his  feet,  'raongst  ghastliest  forms,  represl 
Lay  Faitli,  an  obscene  worm,  who  sought  to  rise, 
While  cjihnly  on  the  Sun  he  turned  his  diamond 
eyes. 

LI. 

Beside  that  Image  then  I  sate,  while  she 
Stood,  'mid  the  throngs  which  ever  ebbed  and 

flowed, 
Like  light  amid  the  shadows  of  the  sea 
Cast  from  one  cloudless  star,  and  on  the  crowd 
That  touch,  which  none  who  feels  forgets,  be- 
stowed ; 
And  whilst  the  sun  returned  the  steadfast  gaze 
Of  the  great  Image  as  o'er  Heaven  it  glode, 
That  rite  had  place ;  it  ceased  when  sunset's 
blaze 
Burned  o'er  the  isles ;  all  stood  in  joy  and  deep 
amaze; 


I 
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WTien  in  the  siknte  of  all  spirits  lliere 
Laono's  voice  was  feU   - "  *  thi-ough  the  air 
Her  thHIUng  gestures  e  lost  eloquently-  Aiin 


I. 

**  Calm  art  thou  aa  yon  si         I  swift  and  strong 

As  new-fledged  eagles^  benii   ful  nnfl  young. 
That  ftoat  nmang  the  blinding  beams  of  momin^; 
And  undt^meatli  llty  feet  writhe  Faith,  and  Folly, 
Custom r  tmd  Hell,  and  mortal  Melancholy. 
Hark!   the  Earth  starts  to  hear  the  mighty 
warning 
Of  thy  voice  sublime  and  holy ; 
Its  free  spirits  here  assembled, 
See  thee,  feel  thee,  know  thee  now : 
To  thy  voice  their  hearts  have  trembled. 
Like  ten  thousand  clouds  which  flow 
"With  one  wide  wind  as  it  flies ! 
Wisdom  !  thy  irresistible  children  rise 
To  hail  thee,  and  the  elements  they  chain 
And  their  own  will  to  swell  the  glory  of  thy  train 

2. 
*'0  Spirit  vast  and  deep  as  Night  and  Heaven! 
Mother  and  soul  of  all  to  which  is  given 
The  hght  of  life,  the  loveliness  of  being, 
Lo !  thou  dost  re-ascend  the  human  heart, 
Tliy  throne  of  power,  almighty  as  thou  wert 
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In  dreams  of  Poets  old  grown  pale  by  seeing 
The  shade  of  thee : — now,  millions  start 
To  feel  thy  lightnings  through  them  burning. 
Nature,  or  God,  or  Love,  or  Pleasure, 
Or  Sympathy,  the  sad  tears  turning 
To  mutual  smiles,  a  drainless  treasure. 
Descends  amidst  us ; — Scorn  and  Hate, 
Revenge  and  Selfishness,  are  desolate ; 
A  hundred  nations  swear  that  there  shall  be 
Pity  and  Peace  and  Love,  among  the  good  and 
free  I 

3. 
"  Eldest  of  things,  divine  Equality  ! 
Wisdom  and  Love  are  but  the  slaves  of  thee, 
The  angels  of  thy  sway,  who  pour  around  thee 
Treasures  from  all  the  cells  of  human  thought. 
And  from  the  Stars,  and  from  the  Ocean  brought, 
And  the  last  living  heait  whose  beatings  bound 
thee: 
The  powerful  and  the  wise  had  sought 
Thy  coming ;  thou  in  light  descending 
O'er  the  wide  land  which  is  thine  own. 
Like  the  spring  whose  breath  is  blending 
All  blasts  of  fragrance  into  one, 
Comest  upon  the  paths  of  men ! 
Earth  baies  her  general  bosom  to  thy  ken, 
And  all  her  children  here  in  glory  meet 
To  feed  upon  thy  smiles,  and  clasp  thy  sacred 
feet. 

VOL.  I.  20 


**  Rfy  bi'ettiren,  we  are  frt-e !  the  t>1ains  and  moun- 

Irvine, 
Tlie  grny  ftt'a-sliort%  t^-^  '"'-^^ts,  ami  the  foiintaina, 


fliers ;  man  and  womnn, 
irst,  may  freuly  borrow 
?  for  Xhelr  sorrow  ! 
,  since  we  are  huniAn. 

St  morrow, 
■'s  wf  nfle  tears 


Are  htiufitiS  of  bippif*'- 

Th(^«r  conmjoti  tiond 

Fit) HI  Utwlcjsf  love  ft  a 

For  oH  wu  stlU  must  ft 
A  slonny  ufgUl's  sen 
Wliose  showers  are  p 
Who!*c  eloudA  are  smm  \  of  those  tluU  die 
Like  iiifjints,  wiihuui  fiope*  or  foars, 
And  wlio^e  beams  are  jvjjs  that  lie 
In  blendtd  hearts,  now  holds  dominion ; 

The  dawn  of  mind,  which,  upwards  on  a  pinion 

Borne  swift  as  sun-rise,  far  illi/mines  space, 

And  clasps  this  barren  world  in  its  own  bright 
embrace ! 


"  My  brethren,  we  are  free  !  the  fruits  are  glowing 
Beneath  the  star?,  and  the  night-winds  are  flowing 
O'er  the  ripe  corn,  the  birds  and  beasts  are  dream- 
ing— 
Never  again  may  blood  of  bird  or  beast 
Stain  with  its  venomous  stream  a  human  feast, 
To  the  pure  skies  in  accusation  steaming; 
Avenging  poisons  shall  have  ceased 

To  feed  disease  and  fear  and  madness ; 

The  dwellers  of  the  earth  and  air 
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Sball  throng  around  our  steps  in  gladness, 
Seeking  their  food  or  refuge  there. 

Our  toil  from  thought  all  glorious  forms  shall  cuU, 

To  make  this  earth,  our  home,  more  beautiful, 

And  Science,  and  her  sister  Poesy, 

Shall  clothe  in  light  the  fields  and  cities  of  the  free  I 

6. 
"  Victory,  Victory  to  the  prostrate  nations ! 
Bear  witness,  Night,  and  ye,  mute  Constellations, 
Who  gaze  on  us  from  your  crystalline  cars ! 
Thoughts  have  gone  forth  whose  powers  can  sleep 

no  more ! 
Victory !  Victory  !  Earth's  remotest  shore. 
Regions  which  groan  beneath  the  Antarctic  stars. 
The  green  lands  cradled  in  the  roar 
Of  western  wave?,  and  wildernesses 
Peopled  and  vast,  which  skirt  the  oceans 
Where  morning  dyes  her  golden  tresses. 
Shall  soon  partake  our  high  emotions. 
Kings  shall  turn  pale !  Almighty  Fear, 
The  Fiend-God,  when  our  charmed  name  he  hear. 
Shall  fade  like  shadow  from  his  thousand  fanes, 
While  Truth  with  Joy  enthroned  o'er  his  lost 
empire  reigns!" 

LIII. 

Ere  she  had  ceased,  the  mists  of  night  entwining 
Their  dim  woof,  floated  o'er  the  infinite  throng ; 
She  like  a  spirit  through  the  darkness  shining, 
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In  tonea  whose  sweelneaa  ail^uoe  (JIJ  prolong, 
As  if  to  lingering  winds  tbey  did  bcdong* 
Poured  forth  her  inmost  soul,^ — a   pa^ionate 

speech 


With  wild  and  ihi 
Whicli  who^o  heara 
To  rapturo  like  her  ■ 
reach. 


pauses  woTt^n  among, 
mute,  for  it  could  t«iaob 
all  tistening  hearts  fo 


Her  voice  was  m  a      >untain  stream  which 

sweeps 
The  williered  leaves  of  autumn  to  the  Iake» 

And  in  sorae  deep  and  narrow  bay  then  bleeps 
In  the  sb^ulowof  the  shores;  as  dead  leaves  wake 
Under  the  wave,  in  flowers  and  herbs  which 

make 
Those  green  depths  beautiful  when  skies  are 

blue, 
The  multitude  so  moveless  did  partake 
Such  living  change,  and  kindling  murmurs  flew 
As  o'er  that  speechless  calm  delight  and  wonder 

grew. 

LV. 

Over  the  plain  the  throngs  were  scattered  then 
In  groups  around  the  flres,  which  from  the  sea 
Even  to  the  gorge  of  the  first  mountain  glen 
Blazed  wide  and  far :  the  banquet  of  the  free 
Was  spread  beneath  many  a  dark  cypress  tree, 
Beneath  whose  spires,  which  swayed  in  the  red 
light 
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Beclinmg  as  they  ate,  of  Liberty, 
And  Hope,  and  Justice,  and  Laone's  name^ 
Earth's  children  did  a  woof  of  happy  converse 
frame. 

LVI. 

Their  feast  was  such  as  Earth,  the  general  mo- 
ther, 
Pours  from  her  fairest  bosom,  when  she  smiles 
In  the  embrace  of  Autumn : — to  each  other 
As  when  some  parent  fondly  reconciles 
Her  warring  children,  she  their  wrath  beguiles 
With  her  own  sustenance;  they  relenting  weep: 
Such  was  this  Festival,  which  from  their  isles, 
And  continents,  and  winds,  and  oceans  deep, 
All  shapes  might  throng  to  share,  that  fly,  or  walk, 
or  creep ; 

LVIT. 

Might  share  in  peace  and  innocence,  for  gore 
Or  poison  none  this  festal  did  pollute. 
But  piled  on  high,  an  overflowing  store 
Of  pomegranates,  and  citrons,  fairest  fruit, 
Melons  and  dates,  and  figs,  and  many  a  root 
Sweet  and  sustaining,  and  bright  grapes  ere  yet 
Accursed  fire  their  mild  juice  could  transmute 
Into  a  mortal  bane,  and  brown  corn  set 
In  baskets  ;  with  pure  streams  their  thirsting  lips 
they  wet. 

LVIII. 

Laone  had  descended  from  the  shrine. 
And  every  deepest  look  and  holiest  mind 
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Fed  oD  her  form^  thougb  now  Lho^e  toite«  divine 
Were  £iient  as  sbc  pujt ;  she  did  unwind 
Her  veH,  aa  wirh  the  crowds  of  her  own  kind 
She  mixed ;  some  ii       '      nade  my  heari  refrHin 
From  seeking  her  :ht^  so  I  reolined 

Amidst  a  group^  \^n  the  utmo^^t  plain 

A  festal  watch-fit-e  bui  i&ide  ihe  dufky  maiiii 


And  joyous  was  our  f       j  pathetic  talk. 
And  wit,  and  harmony        clioral  strains, 
While  fur  Orion  o'er  tbe  .raves  did  walk 
That  ilow  among  ihi3  islea,  held  us  io  chains 
Of  sweet  captivity,  which  none  disdains 
Who  feels :  but,  when  his  zone  grew  dim  in  mist 
Which  clothes  the  Ocean's  bosom,  o'er  the  plains 
The  multitudes  went  homeward,  to  their  rest, 
Which  that  delightful  day  with  its  own  shadow 
blest. 


l>vA' 


.0 


,^ 


CANTO    VI. 


Beside  the  dimness  of  the  glimmering  sea, 
Weaving  swift  language  from  impassioned 

themes. 
With  that  dear  friend  I  lingered,  who  to  me 
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So  late  had  been  restored,  beneath  the  gleams 
Of  the  silver  stars  ;  and  ever  in  soft  dreams 

.  Of  future  love  and  peace  sweet  converse  lapt 
Our  willing  fancies,  till  the  pallid  beams 
Of  the  last  watch-fire  fell,  and  darkness  wrapt 

Tho  waves,  and  each  bright  chain  of  floating  fire 
was  snapt, 

IL 

And  till  we  came  even  to  the  City's  wall 
And  the  great  gate :  then,  none  knew  whence 

or  why. 
Disquiet  on  the  multitudes  did  fall : 
And  first,  one  pale  and  breathless  past  us  by, 
And  stared  and  spoke  not ;  then  with  piercing 

cry 
A  troop  of  wild-eyed  women,  by  the  shrieks 
Of  their  own  terror  driven, — tumultuously 
Hither  and  thither  hurrying  with  pale  cheeks, 
Each  one  from  fear  unknown  a  sudden  refuge 

seeks — 

III. 

Then,  rallying  cries  of  treason  and  of  danger 
Resounded,   and — "  They  come  !  to  arms  I  to 

arms  I 
The  Tyrant  is  amongst  us,  and  the  stranger 
Comes  to  enslave  us  in  his  name  !  to  arms  I " 
In  vain :  for  panic,  the  pale  fiend  who  charms 
Strength  to  forswear  her  right,  those  millions 

swept 
Like  waves  before  the  tempest — ^these  alarms 
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Came  to  me,  m  to  know  thuir  cAu^e  I  leapt 

On  tbc  gate's  turj'et,  and  in  nogc  and  gripf  and 

scorn  I  WGpt ! 


town  c*n  fire, 

ling  pallid  now 
a< — Louder,  higlier* 
'  scream*  of  woti 
ilie  throng  below 
like  tbam-vvroii"lit 


For  to  the  North  J 
Am3  its  red  light  a 
Which  burst  over  vt 
The  ytrib  of  victory 
I  heard  approacti,  a 
Stream   through  the 

ivaterfiilla 
Fed  from  a  thousand  storms—the  fearful  glow 
Of  bonihis  flares  overheatl — at  intervals 
The  red  artillery's  bolt  mangling  among  them  falls. 

V. 

And  now  the  horsemen  come — and  all  was  dono 
Swifter  than  I  have  spoken — I  beheld 
Their  red  swords  fl.ish  in  the  unrisen  sun. 
I  rushed  among  the  rout  to  have  repelled 
That  miserable  flight — one  moment  quelled 
By  voice,  and  looks,  and  eloquent  despair, 
As  if  reproach  from  their  own  hearts   withheld 
Their  steps,  they  stood  ;  but  soon  came  pouring 
there 
k^ew  multitudes,  and  did  those  rallied  bands 
o'erbear. 

VI. 

1  strove,  as  drifted  on  some  cataract 

By  irresistible  streams,  some  wretch  might  strive 

Who  hears  its  fatal  roar  :  the  files  compact 
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Whelmed  me,  and  from  the  gate  availed  to  drive 
With  quickening  impulse,  as  each  bolt  did  rive 
Their  ranks  with  bloodier  chasm  :  into  the  plain 
Disgorged  at  length  the  dead  and  the  alive, 
In  one  dread  mass,  were  parted,  and  the  stain 
Of  blood  from  mortal  steel  fell  o'er  the  fields  like 
rain. 

VIL 

For  now  the  despot's  bloodhounds  with  their 

prey 
Unarmed  and  unaware,  were  gorging  deep 
Their  gluttony  of  death  ;  the  loose  array 
Of  horsemen  o'er  the   wide   fields  murdering 

sweep, 
And  with  loud  laughter  for  their  tyrant  reap 
A  harvest  sown  with  other  hopes  ;  the  while, 
Far  overhead,  ships  from  Propontis  keep 
A  killing  rain  of  fire : — when  the  waves  smile 
A.8  sudden  earthquakes  light  many  a  volcano  isle. 

VIII. 

Thus  sudden,  unexpected  feast  was  spread 
For  the  carrion  fowls  of  Heaven. — I  saw  the 

sight — 
I  moved — I  lived — as  o'er  the  heaps  of  dead, 
Whose  stony  eyes  glared  in  the  morning  light, 
I  trod ;  to  me  there  came  no  thought  of  flight. 
But  with  loud  cries  of  scorn  which  whoso  heard 
That  dreaded  death,  felt  in  his  veins  the  might 
Of  virtuous  shame  return,  the  crowd  I  stirred. 
And  desperation's  hope  in  many  hearts  recuired. 


SI 
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IX. 


A  band  af  bi'tithcj-^  giillteriDg  round  tnej  tnadti, 


Although  uiiiinijt 
B*ftreftting«  wjtti  bv 
Of  gal  tiered  eyeU 
With  doubt  even  «ri 
Insspired  Dur  gmwii 
It  gained  the  siielter 
And  ever  atiii  our  ct 
And  t[i<^ir  defenceless  I 
slrown. 


imt  fixinr,  and  still 
1  benealti  the  e^hade 
Lhe  Ticlors  (ill 
i  deliberate  will 
;  not  over!  brown 
rasifj  hill, 
i  wei-e  hewu  down, 
meath  out  ft>oBlt«ps 


X. 


Immovably  we  stood — in  joy  I  found 
Beside  me  then,  firm  as  a  giant  pine 
Among  the  mountain  vapours  driven  around, 
The  old  man  whom  I  loved — his  eyes  divine 
With  a  mild  look  of  courage  answered  mine. 
And  my  young  friend  was  near,  and  ardently 
His  hand  grasped  mine  a  moment — now  the 

line 
Of  war  extended  to  our  rallying  cry, 
As  myriads  flocked  in  love  and  brotherhood  to  die. 


XI. 

For  ever  while  the  sun  was  climbing  Heaven 
The  horsemen  hewed  our   unarmed  myriads 

down 
Safely,  though   when  by    thirst  of  carnage 

driven 
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Too  near,  those  slaves  were  swiftly  overthrown 
By  hundreds  leaping  on  them :  flesh  and  bone 
Soon  made  our  ghastly  ramparts  ;  then  the  shaft 
Of  the  artillery  from  the  sea  was  thrown 
More  fast  and  fiery,  and  the  conquerors  laughed 
In  pride  to  hear  the  wind  our  screams  of  torment 
waft ; 

XII. 

For  on  one  side  alone  the  hill  gave  shelter, 
So  vast  that  phalanx  of  unconquered  men, 
And  there  the  living  in  their  blood  did  welter 
Of  the  dead  and  dying,  which,  in  that  green 

glen. 
Like  stifled  torrents,  made  a  plashy  fen 
Under  the  feet — thus  was  the  butchery  waged 
While  the  sun  clomb  Heaven's  eastern  steep- 
but  when 
It  *gan  to  sink,  a  fiercer  combat  raged, 
for  in  more  doubtful  strife  the  armies  were  en- 
gaged. 

XIII. 

Within  a  cave  upon  the  hill  were  found 

A  bundle  of  rude  pikes,  the  instrument 

Of  those  who  war  but  on  their  native  ground 

For  natural  rights :  a  shout  of  joyance  sent 

Even  from  our  hearts  the  wide  air  pierced  and 

rent 
As  those  few  arms  the  bravest  and  the  best 
Seized ;  and  each  sixth,  thus  armed,  did  now 

present 
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A  line  w  hich  covered  and  suistained  tbe  rcsrt, 
A  confldent  phabmx,  wbicb  the  foes  on  ev^eiy  side 


I  to  flight  ulino5t ; 
irfc«-6iit  strength,  atul 

to  our  resolute  lioat 
iting  dose  thay  drew 
hen  the  eombal  {^w 
I ; — aiiti  ever 
Oar  mvriads,  whom  the  atvid  holt  ovt.'rtlircvt. 
Or  ihtj  red  sword,  failtiJ  like  a  rnountuiii   riv«r 
Which  rushes  forth  in  foam  to  sink  in  sands  for 


That  onset  turat 
But  soon  they  *»i 

knew 
That  coaling  night 
Bring  victory  ;  so 
Their  glittering  fi 
Untiqual  but  mo^st 


ever. 


XV. 


Sorrow  and  shame,  to  see  with  their  own  kind 
Our  human  brethren  mix,  like  beasts  of  blood 
To  mutual  ruin  armed  by  one  behind, 
Who  sits  and  scoffs ! — That  friend  so  mild  and 

good 
Who  like  its  shadow  near  my  youth  had  stood. 
Was  stabbed ! — ray  old  preserver's  hoary  hair, 
With  the  flesh  clinging  to  its  roots,  was  strewed 
Under  my  feet !     I  lost  all  sense  or  care, 
A.nd  like  the  rest  I  grew  desperate  and  unaware. 


XVI. 


The  battle  became  ghastlier ;  in  the  midst 
I  paused,  and  saw  how  ugly  and  how  fell, 
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O  Hate !  thou  art,  even  wlien  thy  life  thoa 

shedst 
For  love.     The  ground  in  many  a  little  dell 
Was  broken,  up  and  down  whose  steeps  befell 
Alternate  victory  and  defeat,  and  there 
The  combatants  with  rage  most  horrible 
Strove,  and  their  eyes  started   with  cracking 

stare, 
And  impotent  their  tongues  they  lolled  into  the  air, 

XVII. 

Flaccid  and  foamy,  like  a  mad  dog's  hanging ; 
Want,  and  Moon-madness,  and  the  Pest's  swift 

bane 
When  its  shafts  smite — while  yet  its  bow  is 

twanging — 
Have  each  their  mark  and  sign — some  ghastly 

stain ; 
And  this  was  thine,  O  War !  of  hate  and  pain 
Thou  loathed  slave.     I  saw  all  shapes  of  death, 
And  minister'd  to  many,  o'er  the  plain 
While  carnage  iti   the  sunbeam's  warmth  did 

seethe. 
Till  twilight  o'er  the  east  wove  her  serenest  wreath. 

XVIII. 

The  few  who  yet  survived,  resolute  and  firm, 
Around  me  fought.     At  the  decline  of  day. 
Winding  above  the  mountain's  snowy  terra. 
New  banners  shone :  they  quivered  in  the  ray 
Of  the  sun's  unseen  orb^ere  night  the  array 
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Of  fi-L^h  troops  hemmed  us  in — of  tiiose  brmre 

hands. 
t  soon  survtvetl  aWtie — and  how  I  lay 
Vnmiuisht'ti  »nd  tmnlj  '       rnsp  of  bWdy  Imiids 
I  felt,  iutd  mw  oa  liJgh  the  ^.,  re  of  falliu^'  Uranda  j 

WIton  on  my  foes  a  sudden  terror  came, 

Ai\d  they  flied^  scattering. — JjO  !  with  reinleai 

speed 
A  black  Tartarian  horse  of  giant  frame. 
Comes  tmmpHiig  CF*er  the  do  ad  ;  the  living  bleed 
Beneath  the  hoofs  of  that  tremendous  steed. 
On  which,  like  to  an  angel,  robed  in  white, 
Sat  one  waving  a  sword  ;  the  hosts  recede 
And  fly,  as  through  their  ranks,  with  awful  might. 
Sweeps  in  the  shadow  of  eve  that  Phantom  swift 

and  bright ; 

XX. 

And   its  path  made  a  solitude. — ^I  rose 
And  marked  its  coming ;  it  relaxed  its  course 
As  it  approached  me,  and  the  wind  that  flows 
Through  night,  bore  accents  to  mine  ear  whose 

force 
Miffht  create  smiles  in  death. — ^The  Tartar  horse 
Paused,  and  I  saw  the  shape  its   might  which 

swayed. 
And  heard  her  musical  pants,  like  the  sweet 

source 
Of  waters  in  the  desert,  as  she  said, 
'* Mount  with  me,  Laon,  now" — I  rapidly  obeyed. 
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Then  *'  Away  !  awny !  "  she  cried,  andetrotched 

lier  gvvord 
A  a  'twere  n  scourge  over  I  he  courser'*  head, 
And  liglillj  sliof>k  I  lie  reins. — Wes|>!ikeno  word, 
But  like  the  viipoiir  of  the  tempest  fled 
Over  I  lie  plain ;  her  dark  hair  wbs  di^ipiiead, 
Like  ll*e  pine's  locks  upon  the  lingering  blast  i 
Over  mine  eyes  its  shadowy  string*  it  spread 
Fitfully,  and  the  hills  and  streams  fled  fii^l^ 
48  o'er  their  gtinimenng  forms  the  steed's  broad 

shadow  p^t ; 


And  his  hoofs  ground  ihe  rocks  to  fire  and  du«tf 
His  Strang  sides  made  the  torrenls  riscj  in  spray 
And  turbulenee,  a^s  if  a  iwhirlwliid**  gu*l 
Surrounded  u?i ; — -iind  lilill  away,  wway  ! 
Through  I  he  deseri  iifght  wc  sped,  while  she 

alway 
Gased  on  a  mountalti  which  we  n eared,  whose 

crest 
Crowned  with  a  marble  ruin,  in  the  ray 
Of  theobseurestiu'*glenmed  ; — its  rugged  hreast 
The  steed  ftlrained  up,  und  then  his  impulse  did 

arrest  j — 

xxtif. 

A  rocky  hill  which  overhung  the  Ocean  i — 
From  that  tone  ruin,  when  the  atced  that  panted 
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Paused,  might  be  heard  the  murmur  of  the  tiio< 

tion 
Of  waters,  as  in  spots  for  ever  haunted 
By  the  choicest  winds  of  Heaven,  whkh  are 

en  c  hunted 
To  mude  hy  the  wand  of  Solitude, 
That  wizard  wild ;  and  the  far  tents  implanted 
Upon  tht;  plain,  bt?  seen  hy  lliose  who  stood 
Thenee  mfirking  the  dark  shore  of  Oceaa-js  cunr^ 

flood. 

XJCIV. 

One  moment  these  were  heard  and  seen — an- 
other 
Past ;  and  the  two  who  stood  beneath  that  night, 
Each  only  heard,  or  saw,  or  felt,  the  other ; 
As  from  the  lofty  steed  she  did  alight, 
Cy  thna  (for,  from  the  eyes  whose  deepest  light 
'   Of  love  and  sadness  made  my  lips  feel  pale 
With  influence  strange  of  mournfullest  delight, 
My  own  sweet  Cythna  looked,)  with  joy  did 
quail, 
Ajid  felt  her  strength  in  tears  of  human  weakness 
fail. 

XXV. 

And  for  a  space  in  my  embrace  she  rested, 
Her  head  on  my  unquiet  heart  reposing. 
While  my  faint  arms  her  languid  frame  invested : 
At  length  she  looked  on  me,  and  half  unclosing 
Her  tremulous  lips,  said,   "  Friend,  thy  bands 
wern  losing 
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The  battle,  as  I  stood  before  the  King 

In  bonds. — 1  burst  them  then,  and  swiftly 

choosing 
The  time,  did  seize  a  Tartar's  sword,  and  spring 
Upon  his  horse,  and  swift  as  on  the  whirlwind's 

wing, 

XXVI. 

"  Have  thou  and  I  been  borne  beyond  pureuer. 
And  we  are  here." — Then,  turning  to  the  steed. 
She  pressed  the  white  moon  on  his  front  with 

pure 
And  rose-like  lips,  and  many  a  fragrant  weed 
From  the  green  ruin  plucked,  that  he  might 

feed ;  — 
But  I  to  a  stone  seat  that  Maiden  led, 
And  kissing  her  fair  eyes,  said,  "  Thou  hast 

need 
Of  rest,"  and  I  heaped  up  the  courser's  bed 
In  a  green  mossy  nook,  with  mountain  flowers 

dispread. 

XXVIL 

Within  that  ruin,  where  a  shattered  portal 
Looks  to  the  eastern  stars,  abandoned  now 
By  man,  to  be  the  home  of  things  immortal. 
Memories,  like  awful  ghosts  which  come  and  go, 
And  must  inherit  all  he  builds  below, 
"When  he  is  gone,  a  hall  stood  ;  o'er  whose  roof 
Fair  clinging  weeds  with  ivy  pale  did  grow, 
Clasping  its  gray  rents  with  a  verdurous  woof, 
A  hanging  dome  of  leaves,  a  canopy  moon-proof. 
VOL.  I.  21 


I 
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Tlie  autumou}  wit]dg,u«  if  $i>ell-booatt,  liad  madt 


A  natural  coucli 
\V  I J  icl  1  a  u*ii  so  n  s  no  n 
or  flo wiring  ptiras 
With  (heir  sweet  b' 
Of  tiioie  dead  leuv 

whene'er 
Tlie  wftwdei'ing  wind  J 
Whose  intertwhniig  fi 


ill  that  reee&8f 
ed»  but  ill  the  shfidf^ 
fcju'iiig  love  to  dresd 
[je  wititry  loneliness 
Iding  iLeir  etars, 

**lmg3  might  careuss ; 
ever  tlierc, 

Mndti  music  wild  and  son  tnut  filled  the  li&tening 
air. 

We  ktvow  not  where  we  go,  or  what  sweet  dream 
May  pilot  us  through  caverns  strange  and  fair 
Of  far  and  pathless  passion,  while  the  stream 
Of  life  our  bark  doth  on  its  whirlpools  bear, 
Spreading  swift  wings  as  sails  to  the  dim  air; 
Nor  should  we  seek  to  know,  so  the  devotion 
Of  love  and  gentle  thoughts  be  heard  still  there 
Louder  and  louder  from  the  utmost  Ocean 
Of  universal  life,  attuning  its  commotion. 


XXX. 

To  the  pure  all  things  are  pure  !  Oblivion  wrapt 
Our  spirits,  and  the  fearful  overthrow 
Of  public  hope  was  from  our  being  snapt, 
Though  linked  years  had  bound  it  there ;  for 
now 
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A  powe<*t  a  iliirat,  a  know  led^e,  which  below 
All  lliouglvls,  liku  lig hi  beyond  ibe  ahnoaphere, 
Clothing  its  clouf]?;  with  j*;nice,  iluth  uvcr  flow, 
Came  01  Ji  u-:,  as  w6  sat.  in  silf^nce  tliere, 
BeneatL  the  golden  ^U\rs  ot'thi!  cluur  azure  air; 

Ill  Biltinee  whicli  clotb  (bllow  isilk  that  CJiuses 
The  baftb-O  heJiri  to  speak  wiih  Hgb^aiid  tears, 
When  ^viUlt^i'ihg  pAS»bii  swsillowelli   up   rtie 

pauics 
Of  iijexprei.tive  epeecli : — ibe  youtbl'ul  yeai's 
Wliich  we  togctUer  past,  ihdr  Eiopes  and  fears^ 
Tlie  hloo*]  )tM.-ir  v^  liffli  ran  wilbin  our  framea, 
'I'lmt  likenes*  uf  the  tVaturei?  wbidi  endears 
The  tfeougbts  expressed  by  them,  out'  very 
names, 
^rtd  all  tho  wmgeil  bour^  whlcb  speectitess  me- 
mory claims, 

XXX  It. 

Had  found  n  voice: — and  ere.  that  voice  did 

passj, 
The  night  grew  damp  and  dim,  and  through  a 

rent 
Of  the  ruin  where  ww  sat,  from  the  momss, 
A  wandering  Jletcor,  by  some  wild  wind  sent, 
Hatig  high  in  the  green  dome,  to  which  il  lent 
A  faint  and  pull  id  lustre  ;  whih:  thu  e>oug 
Of  bbistis,  in  which  ltd  blue  hair  quivering  Lent, 
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Sti'ewed  strangest  sounds  the  moving  !«ardA 
among ; 
A  wondrouSh  light,  tlie  sound  m  of  a  sptnt'^  tougoe. 

C 

The  Meteor  ahov^^  ives  on  which  we  sale, 

And  Cythna's  glo'  us,  and  ilie  thick  ties 

Of  h  e  r  soft  hai  r,  w  h  w  i  t  h  gal  hu  red  wtj  ight 

Myuecknearliers,*  kanddeepeningeyes, 

I     Which,  as  twin  ]  of  ooe  etar  that  lies 

0*er  a  dim  well  u.^  )ugh  the  star  reposes. 

Swam  in  our  mule  anii  nquld  eestusies, 
Her  niiirhle  brow,  and  eager  lips,  like  roses, 

With  their  own  fragrance  pale,  which  spring  but 
half  uncloses. 

XXXIV. 

The  Meteor  to  its  far  morass  returned : 
The  beating  of  our  veins  one  interval 
Made  still ;  and  then  I  felt  the  blood  that  burned 
Within  her  frame,  mingle  with  mine  and  fall 
Around  my  heart  like  fire ;  and  over  all 
A  mist  was  spread,  the  sickness  of  a  deep 
And  speechless  swoon  of  joy,  as  might  befall 
Two  disunited  spirits  when  they  leap 
[n  union  from  this  earth's  obscure  and  fading  sleep. 

XXXV. 

Was  it  one  moment  that  confounded  thus 
All  thought,  all  sense,  all  feeling,  into  one 
Unutterable  power,  which  shielded  us 
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Even  from  our  own  cold  look?,  when  we  bad  gona 
Into  a  wide  and  wild  oblivion 
Of  tunmh  and  of  tendeniess  ?  or  now 
Had  ftges,  !?m'lj  a;*  make  the  moon  and  sun, 
Tlie  seusofis  and  mankind*  tbeir  changes  know, 
Left  fear  and  tiioti  unfeli  by  us  alone  Ijelow  ? 


I  know  not.     What  uie  kisses  whose  Hre  cluspi 
The  failing  heart  in  languishmcnt,  or  limb 
Twined  within  limb  ?  or  the  quick  dying  g&sps 
Of  tjje  lif«  nie«l(ng,  wljcn   tha  faint  ejes  swim 
Through  tears  of  a  wide  nitiit,  boundless  and 

dim, 
In  one  caress  ?    What  is  tite  strong  control 
VVhich  leads  the  hoart  thai  disczy  steep  lo  cUmb^ 
Where  far  over  the  world  those  vapours  roll, 
Which  bk'nd  two  restless  framed  In  one  reposing 
&011I? 

XXXVII. 

It  is  the  shadow  which  doth  float  unseen, 
But  not  unfelt,  o'er  blind  mortality. 
Whose  divine  darkness  fled  not  from  that  green 
And  lone  reee^^,  where  iapl  in  peaec  did  lie 
Our  linked  franjes^  till,  iVotn  the  changing  sky, 
That  night  and  still  another  day  bad  tied  j 
And  then  I  saw  and  felt.     The  moon  was  hfgh, 
And  cloudSf  m  of  a  eoming  sionn,  were  spread 
Uo  ier  its  orb,, — ^lond  winds  were  gathering  over- 
head. 


i, 
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XXX  vm. 
Cythna^s  sweet  ljp«  geetned  lurid  in  tlie  moon. 


Her  fairest  limbt 
And  her  dnrk  rr» 
O'er  her  pale  l 
And  the  sweet  pe*' 

The  depth  of  her 

And  we  suit  caIn 

The  waves  con  re 

For  they  forekjiew 

shook. 


light  wind  were  chill, 
I  till  lm>s«)y  strewn 
fc*ithiti  yifm  still, 
y  did  almost  fiU 
oiible  look ;- — 
;h  thiit  HKiky  liiU 
U  catrt-rus  at  rook, 
1,  and  this  gmjc  ruin 


XXXIX. 

There  we  unheeding  sat,  in  the  communioQ 

Of  interchanged  vows,  which,  with  a  rite 

Of  faith  most  sweet  and  sacred,  stamped  our 

union. — 
Few  were  the  living  hearts  which  could  unite 
Like  ours,  or  celebrate  a  bridal  night 
With  such  close  sympatliies,  for  they  had  sprung 
From  linked  youth,  and  from  the  gentle  might 
Of  earliest  love,  delayed  and  cherished  long, 
Which  common  hopes  and  fears  made,  like  a  tem- 
pest, strong. 

XL. 

And  such  is  Nature's  law  divine,  that  those 
Who  grow  together  cannot  choose  but  love, 
If  faith  or  custom  do  not  interpose. 
Or  common  slavery  mar  what  else  might  move 
All  gentlest  thoughts  :  as  in  the  aacred  grove 
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Which  shades  the  springs  of  JEthiopian  Nile, 
That  living  tree,  which,  if  the  arrowy  dove 
Strike  with  her  shadow,  shrinks  in  fear  awhile, 
But  its  own  kindred  leaves  clasps  while  the  sun- 
beams smile ; 

XLI. 

And  clings  to  them,  when  darkness  may  dissever. 
The  close  caresses  of  all  duller  plants 
Which  bloom  on  the  wide  earth — thus  we  foi 

ever 
Were  linked,  for  love  had  nurst  us  in  the  haunts 
Where  knowledge  from  its  secret  source  en- 
chants 
Young  hearts  with  the  fresh  music  of  its  spring- 
ing, 
Ere  yet  its  gathered  flood  feeds  human  wants, 
As  the  great  Nile  feeds  Egypt ;  ever  flmging 
Light  on  the  woven  boughs  which  o'er  its  wavea 
are  swinging. 

XLII. 

The  tones  of  Cythna's  voice  like  echoes  were 
Of  those  far  murmuring  streams ;  they  rose 

and  fell. 
Mixed  with  mine  own  in  the  tempestuous  air, — 
And  so  we  sat,  until  our  talk  befell 
Of  the  late  ruin,  swift  and  horrible, 
And  how  those  seeds  of  hope  might  yet  be  sown, 
Whose  fnit  is  evil's  mortal  poison :  well 


328 


THE    REVOLT    OF    ISLAM. 


For  US,  thia  ruin  made  a  watch-tower  lone, 
But  Cvlhoa*s  eyes  looked  faint,  and  now  two  days 

were  gone 


tsince  *lie  had  food  :- 
The  Tartar  steed,  wi 
Soon  as  the  clinging 
Bent  his  thin  head  i^ 
Following  nie  ohedie 
Of  heart,  so  deep  anc 
When  lips  and  heart  i 


?fore  I  did  awukeu 
im  his  ebon  mane 
ers  he  had  ^liaken^ 
the  brazen  rein, 
with  pain 

id,  that  one  cares*, 
;  to  part  again, 


Till  they  have  told  theirfilJ,  could  scarce  espre&a 
The  anguish  of  her  mute  and  fearful  tenderness, 


XLIV. 

Cythna  beheld  me  part,  as  I  bestrode 
'I'hat  willing  steed — the  tempest  and  the  night 
WhJlh  gave  my  path  its  safety  as  I  rode 
Down  the  ravine  of  rocks,  did  soon  unite 
The  darkness  and  the  tumult  of  their  might, 
Borne  on  all  winds. — Far  through  the  stream- 
ing rain 
Floating  at  intervals  the  garments  white 
Of  Cythna  gleamed,  and  her  voice  once  again 
Came  to  me  on  the  gust,  and  soon  I  reached  the 
plain. 

XLV. 

I  dreaded  not  the  tempest,  nor  did  he 

Who  bore  me,  but  his  eyeballs  wide  and  red 

Turned  on  the  lightning's  cleft  ezultingly; 
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And  when  the  earth  beneath  his  tameless  tread 
Shook  with  the  sullen  thunder,  he  would  spread 
His  nostrils  to  the  blast,  and  joyously 
Mock  the  fierce  peal  with  neighings ; — thus  wo 

sped 
O'er  the  lit  plain,  and  soon  I  could  descry 
Where  Deatl^and  Fire  had  gorged  the  spoil  of 

victory. 

XLVI. 

There  was  a  desolate  village  in  a  wood, 
Whose  bloom-inwoven  leaves  now  scattering  fed 
The  hungry  storm ;  it  was  a  place  of  blood, 
A  heap  of  hearthless  walls; — the  fiames  were 

dead 
Within  those  dwellings  now, — the  life  had  fled 
From  all  those  corpses  now, — but  the  wide  sky 
Flooded  with  lightning  was  ribbed  overhead 
By  the  black  rafters,  and  around  did  lie 
Women,  and  babes,  and  men,  slaughtered  con- 
fusedly. 

XL  VII. 

Beside  the  fountain  in  the  market-place 
Dismounting,  I  beheld  those  corpses  stare 
With  horny  eyes  upon  each  other's  face, 
And  on  the  earth  and  on  the  vacant  air. 
And  upon  me,  close  to  the  waters  where 
I  stooped  to  slake  my  thirst ; — ^I  shrank  to  taste, 
For  the  salt  bitterness  of  blood  was  there  1 
But  tied  the  steed  beside,  and  sought  in  haste 
If  any  yet  survived  amid  that  ghastly  waste. 
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No  lifliig  thing  was  there  beatdt!  one  womao* 

Wlinm  I  Tuunfl  wn    ^  '        i  the  AtmHtg,  and  ehe 

Witfl  widiert'd  fn>iu  ,  cs8  of  iiu^lil  human 

Into  a  tieitil*  by  ^  4;if  misery  : 

Soon  as  sj)ie  bear-  a  »heJe»pi:)>d  on  mQ, 

And  glued  hiff  bu  o  mine,  ititul  kuj^li^ij 

Widi  u  loud,  k  tic  Ittugh  of  gleCt 

And  cried,   **  L  ,  thou   hast  dt9e|dy 

The  Pk«rui:'5  litue  kisses-— soon  millions  shall 
pledge  the  draught  I 

XLIX. 

**  My  name  is  Pestilence — this  bosom  diy 
Once  fed  two  babes — a  sister  and  a  brother. 
When  I  cjime  home,  one  in  the  blood  did  lie 
Of  three  death-wounds — the  flames  had  eat  the 

other! 
Since  then  I  have  no  longer  been  a  mother, 
But  I  am  Pestilence  ; — hither  and  thither 
I  flit  about,  that  I  may  slay  and  smother. 
All  lips  which  I  have  kissed  most  surely  wither, 
But  Death's — if  thou  art  he,  we  'II  go  to  work  to- 
gether ! 

L. 

"  What  seekest  thou  here?  the  moonlight  comes 

in  flashes  ; 
The  dew  is  rising  dankly  from  the  dell  ; 
Twill  moisten  her  I  and  thou  shalt  see  the  gashes 
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In  my  swuet  boy — now  full  of  worins  s  bul  lell 
First  wliut  ihou  seeksi.  ** — **  lei^ek  for  food."— 

»''11*  well, 
TUou  shnit  Imvv  fooil ;  FamiiiP,  my  parainoutv 
Wall*  tor  1)1*  ftt  tfie  I'ai*: — cruel  and  fell 
I*  Faint Jie*  but  be  drives  not  from  bis  door 
Tbose  whom  thi*se  lipa  have  kissed,  nlone.     No 

more,  no  more !  *' 


LI. 
As  tims  gbe  spake,  slie  grusped  me  with  the 

strength 
Of  msulueas,  and  by  mmy  ft  ruiiieil  hmnU 
Shr*.  led,  and  over  many  n  corpse,     A[  length 
Wc  came  to  a  lone  liul,  where  on  the  earth 
Which  mude  it.*  Ho<jr,  she  in  her  ghjislly  mirth 
Gath(;ring  from  all  those  homos  now  de^*)Iate, 
Ilad  piled  three  beap&  of  loflvea,  making  a  dearth 
Among  the  dead — round  which  she  set  in  ,^tftie 
A  ling  of  cold,  iititr  babes  ;  sikmt  and  stark  tht.7 
sale. 

Lit. 

Bhfs  liiiiped  ujfon  a  pile,  and  lifted  high 

Her   mnd    look:3    to  the  lightning,  and  cned, 

"Eati 
Bhare  the  great  feast — to-mori'ow  wc  must  tlie  I " 
And  then  abe  8[mnied  the  loaves  with  hu^rpak 

'  feet, 
Ttiwartk  her  bloodless  guests  j — that  sight  ta 

meet, 
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Mtne  ejGs  anil  m^  heart  aclied,  and  but  that 

she 
Who  loved  me,  did  whb  absent  looks  defeat 
Despilir,  r  might  hai.  i  m  symjmthy; 

But  now  1  took  tbe  fo^  uroroan  offered  me  i 


'  niadness  striven 
1  with  me, 
beama  of  Heaven 
lid,  rapidly 


Lli 

And  vainly  having ' 

If  I  might  win  her  t*^ 

Departed.     In  the  < 

Tlie  lightning  now  grew 

Ae-  by  the  ^hore  of  the  tempestuous  sea 

The  dark  steed  bore  me;  and  the  moantun 

gray 
Soon  echoed  to  bis  hoofs,  and  I  could  see 
Cythna  among  the  rocks,  where  she  alway 
Qad  sat,  with  anxious  eyes  fixed  on  the  lingering 

day. 

LIV. 

And  joy  was  ours  to  meet :  she  was  most  pale, 
Famished,  and  wet  and  weary,  so  I  cast 
My  arms  around  her,  lest  her  steps  should  fail 
As  to  our  home  we  went,  and  thus  embraced, 
Her  full  heart  seemed  a  deeper  joy  to  taste 
Than  e'er  the  prosperous  know ;  the  steed  be- 
hind 
Trod  peacefully  along  the  mountain  waste : 
V^^e  reached  our  home  ere  morning  could  un- 
bind 
Night's  latest  veil,  and  on  our  bridal  couch  reclined 
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LV. 

Her  cliiiled  heart  having  cherished  in  mj  bosom, 
And  sweetest  kisses  past,  we  two  did  share 
Our  peaceful  meal : — as  an  autumnal  blossom, 
Which  spreads  its  shrunk  leaves  in  the  sunny  air, 
After  cold  showers,  like  rainbows  woven  there, 
Thus  in  her  lips  and  cheeks  the  vital  spirit 
Mantled,  and  in  her  eyes,  an  atmosphere 
Of  health,  and  hope;  and  sorrow  languished 
near  it, 
A.nd  fear,  and  all  that  dark  despondence  doth  in- 
herit. 


CANTO   VII. 


So  we  sat  joyous  as  the  morning  ray 
Which  fed  upon  the  wrecks  of  night  and  storm 
Now  lingering  on  the  winds  ;  light  airs  did  play 
Among  the  dewy  weeds,  the  sun  was  warm. 
And  we  sat  linked  in  the  inwoven  charm 
Of  converse  and  caresses  sweet  and  deep, 
Speechless  caresses,  talk  that  might  disarm 
Time,  though  he  wield  the  darts  of  death  and 

sleep, 
A.nd  those  thrice  mortal  barbs  in  his  own  poison 

steep. 
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I  bold  her  of  my  sufl'e  rings  and  mj  miitltiefi«, 
And  bovr,  awakened  from  that  dreamy  mood 
By  Liberty's  uprise,  the  strength  of'gludaesa 
Came  to  my  spirit  in  my  solitude  ; 
And  all  that  now  I  was,  while  ienrs  purstied 
Eneli  other  down  her  fair  and  It jietiinj,'  cheek 
Fast  as  the  thoughts  winch  fed  them,  like  a  flood 
Fi^^n  &un bright  dates  ;  and  when   I  ceased  to 

£penk, 
Her  accents  u>(i  and  sweet  the  pn using  atr  did 

wake. 

Til. 

She  told  me  ft  pI range  tale  of  stmnge  endurance. 
Like  broken  inenioriea  of  many  a  heait 
Woven  into  onu  ;  to  which  no  tirm  assurance, 
So  wild  were  they,  could  luer  own  faith  impart. 
She  i^aid  tliut  not  a  tear  did  dare  to  start 
From  the  swotn  brain,  and  that  her  thoughts 

were  tirm 
When  from  all  mortal  hope  she  did  depart, 
Boi-ne  by  those  t>hiv(is  across  the  ot-ean's  term, 
And  thitt  £hc  reached  t)ie  port  without  one  fear 

infirm. 

IV. 

One  was  she  among  many  tlicre,  the  thralls 
Of  the  cold  tyrnnt's  cruel  lust:  and  they 
Laughed  mournfully  in  those  polluted  halU; 
Dul  she  witA  calm  and  gad,  musing  alway 
On  bl\ic5t  enterprise,  till  on  a  day 
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The  tjraiit  heard  l»er  singing  to  her  lute 
A  M'ild  and  and  and  spirit-lli rilling  Iny, 
Like  wind^  that   die   iri  wastes — one  eaoment 
mute 
Pfae  vvi\  thoughts  it  made,  whkh  dk)  his  breast 
})ollut&, 

V. 

Even  when  he  snw  her  woiidroiia  lorelineaa, 

One  moment  to  great  Nsiture's  sfurretl  power 
He  bent  and  was  no  longer  pii-^s ion  less  ; 
But  when  he  bade  Jjer  to  his  secret  bower 
Be  borne  r  loveless  victim,  and  she  tore 
Her  locks  in  a^ny,  and  her  words  of  Hnrne 
And    mightier   looks   avttil«^d    not ;  th<*n    he 

bore 
Attain  Ids  load  of  slavery,  and  became 
A.  king,  a  hoiuiless  b«ast,  a  pugeant  and  a  name^ 


vi- 
sile ttdd  ine  what  a  loathsome  ngqny 
Is  titat  when  seltislmess  inoeks  love*s  delight. 
Foul  ii*  in  drejiiuji, mo-;t  reitrfu!  imagery 
To  dully  wit! I  the  mowing  dead — that  night 
All  lorliirf,  TeMr,  or  horror^  made  seem  light 
Wliieh  the  soul  dreams  or  knows,  and  when  the 

day 
Shone  oa  her  awful  frenscy,  from  the  sight 
Where  like  a  spirit  hi  Heshly  chains  she  lay 
Blnigj^ingf  aghast  and   pulu  the   tyrant  tied 
Away. 
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ia  whirlwUids  Jjoro 
tood,  whtjiice  noae 

ppherCf  like  aomo 

e  clia^ms  beoeath  ; 


flier  madness  was  a  beam  of  light,  a  power 
Wliich  dawned   tliroi    '      *e  rent  soul;  lutd 

words  it  gave, 
Gestui-tis  and  look^,  ?>\i 
Which  might  not  be 

c»uld  save. 
All  who  approached 

calm  wave 
Vexed  inlo  whirlpooh 
And  sympaLhy  made  eacn  attendant  slave 
Fearless  and  free,  and  they  began  to  breathe 
Deep  curses,  like  the  voice  of  flames  far  underneath. 

VIII. 

The  King  felt  pale  upon  his  noon-day  throne ; 

At  night  two  slaves  he  to  her  chamber  sent, 

One  was  a  green  and  wrinkled  eunuch,  grown 

From  human  shape  into  an  instrument 

Of  all  things  ill — distorted,  bowed  and  bent. 

The  other  was  a  wretch  from  infancy 

Made  dumb  by  poison  ;  who  nought  knew  or 

meant 
But  to  obey :  from  the  fire  isles  came  he. 
A.  diver  lean  and  strong,  of  Oman's  coral  sea. 


IX. 


They  bor  j  her  to  a  bark,  and  the  swift  stroke 
Of  silent  rowers  clove  the  blue  moonlight  seas, 
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Until  upon  their  path  the  morning  broke  ; 
Thej  anchored  then,  where,  be  there  calm  or 

breeze, 
The  gloomiest  of  the  drear  Sjmplegades 
Shakes  with  the  sleepless  surge ; — the  JBthiop 

there 
Wound  his  long  arms  around  her,  and  with  kneea 
Like  iron  clasped  her  feet,  and  plunged  with  her 
Among  the  closing  waves  out  of  the  boundless  air. 

X. 

"  Swift  as  an  eagle  stooping  from  the  plain 
Of  morning  light  into  some  shadowy  wood, 
He  plunged  through  the  green  silence  of  th« 

main, 
Through  many  a  cavern  which  the  eternal  flood 
Had  scooped,  as  dark  lairs  for  its  monster  brood ; 
And  among  mighty  shapes  which  fled  in  wonder. 
And  among  mightier  shadows  which  pursued 
His  heels,  he  wound :  until  the  dark  rocks  under 
He  touched  a  golden  chain — a  sound  arose  like 

thunder, 

XI. 

"^A  stunning  clang  of  massive  bolts  redoubling 
Beneath  the  deep — a  burst  of  waters  driven 
As  from  the  roots  of  the  sea,  raging  and  bubbling : 
And  in  that  roof  of  crags  a  space  was  riven 
Through  which  there  shone  the  emerald  beams 

of  heaven, 
Shot  through  tl»e  lines  of  many  waves  inwoven, 
Like  sunlight  through  acacia  woods  at  even ; 
VOL.  I.  22 


L 
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Tlirougli  which  his  way  tlte  tli  vtir  hAviag  doven, 
l^tt&i  like  ti  gfiark  sieut  up  out  of  a  Uunilug  uvea. 


"  And  tb«tj,"  she  s 
Above  the  waters, 
A  fountain  rouud 

Im[>Hiioti(.'4  boiled 
Down  which,  uiie 
WinniHg  the  adve 
Like  a  hj|ireihric 


huti  me  in  a  ciiv«» 
L*jii:;m  of  sen, 
in  which  the  vfnve 
leiJ  jMirpetnully, 
eating,  he  diU  tiee, 
;  [hut  Eip:iduus  &*li 
)c]e  an  J  \iig\i, 


'WhonG  airy  dome  is  uuicctiifliiljle, 
Was  pierced  with  one  round  cleft  through  which 
the  sun-beams  fell. 


**  Below,  the  fountain's  brink  was  richly  paven 
With  the  deep's  wealth,  coral,  and  pearl,  and 

sand 
Like  spangling  gold,  and  purple  shells  engraven 
With  mystic  legends  by  no  mortal  hand, 
Left  there,  when,  thronging  to  the  moon's  com- 
mand, 
The  gatliering  waves  rent  the  Hesperian  gate 
Of  mountains;  andonsuch  bright  floor  did  stand 
Gjlunms,  and  shapes  like  statues,  and  the  state 
Of  kingless  thrones,  which  Earth  did  in  her  heart 
creat  \ 

XIV. 

**  The  fiend  of  madness  which  had  made  its  prey 
Of  my  poor  heart,  was  lulled  to  sleep  awhile  : 
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There  waa  an  interval  of  many  a  day. 
And  &  seA'f«ttg]e  Urougbt  me  Vood  tUe  while} 
Who€t^  neat  viitA  built  in  ihat  uiilraUdeii  islef 
And  wLo  lo  Im  llie  jailer  liud  iR't'n  Imiglit, 
Of  tluit  BT range  dungt'oti ;  as  a  friend  wbosc 

smilu 
Lik(i  light  »nd  resl  at  morn  and  even  ia  sought, 
Tbut  Willi  biri!  waa  to  me,   till  tondtiess  mi^rjr 
brougliti 

XV. 

**  Tlie  misery  of  a  miidiiests  slow  ami  creeping, 
Wliicli  made  the  earth  seem  lirc%  the  :«C'U  seem 

atr. 
And  the  white  cloud*  of  noon  which  oft  were 

eleejjJn;^ 
In  ihe  blue!  heaven  «o  beautiful  and  fiiir, 
Like  liQils  of  gluistlj  shadows  hovering  there  j 
And  the  sea-eagl«  buki^d  a  Hend  who  bore 
Thy  matigletl  limbs  for  foodl^ — Thuj?  all  tlih^ga 

were 
TrHfibfarmed  into  the  agony  which  I  wore, 
Even  as  a  poisoned  robe  around  ray  bowni'*  core. 


XV  L 

"Again  T  know  the  day  and  night  fast  fleeing, 
The  eagle  and  the  fmniliiiri  and  llie  airj 
Another  frenzy  eame— there  seemed  a  being 
Within  mo — a  stnirtge  load  my  heart  did  bear, 
As  if  some  living  thing  had  made  l\&  lair 
Even  in  the  fountnina  of  my  life  ; — a  long 
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And  wondi-ous  virion  wrotighl  from  my  deapftiiv 
Tben  grew,  like  sweet  reality  among 
Dim  Ttslonary  woea»  an  un reposing  tlirong. 


"  Methought  I  wad  i 
Month  after  month 
TBttt  we  should  $wni 
1  and  mj  child  ;  m 
To  beat  beiidie  my  i 
There  wa^  a  babe  w 


to  be  a  moiher. 
■y,  and  slill  I  dreaiocil 
11  lo  one  amtther, 
new  pubes  seemed 
ind  still  I  deemed 
-and  when  th&  ralfi 


Of  winter  through  the  nned  cavern  streamt-d, 

Methought,  after  a  laj>.se  of  lingering  pain, 
I  saw  that  lovely  shape,  which  near  my  heart  had 
lain. 

XVIII. 

"  It  was  a  babe,  beautiful  from  its  birth, — 
It  was  like  thee,  dear  love !  its  eyes  were  thine, 
Its  brow,  its  lips,  and  so  upon  the  earth 
It  laid  its  fingers,  as  now  rest  on  mine 
Thine  own,  beloved  ! — 'twas  a  dream  divine; 
Even  to  remember  how  it  fled,  how  swift, 
How  utterly,  might  make  the  heart  repine, — 
Though  'twas  a  dream." — Then  Cythna  did  up- 
lift 
Her  looks  on  mine,  as  if  some  doubt  she  sought 
to  shift, 

XIX. 

A  doubt  which  would  not  flee,  a  tenderness 
Of  questioning  grief,  a  source  of  thronging  tears ; 
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Which,  having  past,  as  one  whom  sobs  opprew 
She  spoke:  "Yes,  in  ihe  wilderness  of  years 
Her  memory  aye  like  a  green  home  appears. 
She  sucked  her  fill  even  at  this  breast,  sweet  love 
For  many  months  I  had  no  mortal  fears  ; 
Methoughtl  felt  her  lips  and  breath  approve, — 
It  was  a  human  thing  which  to  my  bosom  clove. 

XX. 

"  I  watched  the  dawn  of  her  first  smiles,  and 

soon 
When  zenith  stars  were  trembling  on  the  wave, 
Or  when  the  beams  of  the  invisible  moon, 
Or  sun,  from  many  a  prism  within  the  cave 
Their  gem-born  shadows  to  the  water  gave, 
Her  looks  would  hunt  them,  and  with  outspread 

hand, 
From  the  swift  lights  which  might  that  fountain 

pave. 
She  would  mark  one,  and  laugh,  when  that  com- 
mand 
Slighting,  it  lingered  there,  and  could  not  under- 
stand. 

XXI. 

"  Methought  her  looks  began  to  talk  with  me  : 
And  no  articulate  sounds,  but  something  sweet 
Her  lips  would  frame, — so  sweet  it  could  not  be. 
That  it  was  meaningless ;  her  touch  would  meet 
Mine,  and  our  pulses  calmly  flow  and  beat 
In  response  while  we  slept ;  and  on  a  day 
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Whfeii  I  ^as  Uap;nest  in  tliHt  stmiige  retreat. 
With  hefips  oi"  goUlfii  fib G lb  wv  iwo  did  play, — 
kJolli  infantis,  wijaving  wii>g3  far  timv*§  pprpetud 
way.  ^ 

sr  waaing  eye*  wew 

with  our  de]ight, 
r  twins  lay  down 
I : — from  that  night 
jns  dear  and  bright, 


"  Ere  niglif,  metlio 

grown 
MTeary  with  joy ;  .■»' 
We,  on  the  e«rtb, 
On  one  fiiir  motlie 
She  fled  ;— like  th« 


Wliich  dwell  in  lakes,  wnen  the  red  moon  on  high 

Fanoe  ere  it  wakena  tempest  ; — and  her  f1i|^ht, 

Though  'twas  the  death  of  brainless  phantasy, 

Y"et  smote  my  lonesome  heart  more  than  all  misery. 

XXIII. 

*'  It  seemed  that  in  the  dreary  night,  the  diver 
Who  brought  me  thither,  came  again,  and  bore 
My  child  away.     I  saw  the  waters  quiver, 
When  he  so  swiftly  sunk,  as  once  before : 
Then  morning  came — it  shone  even  as  of  yore, 
But  I  was  changed — the  very  life  was  gone 
Out  of  my  heart — I  wasted  more  and  more, 
Day  after  day,  and  silting  there  alone, 
Vexed  the  inconstant  waves  with  my  perpetual 
moan. 

XXIV. 

''  I  was  no  longer  mad,  and  yet  methought 
My  breasts  were  swoln  and  changed  : — in  every 
vein 
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Tlie  hUiml  stoott  A\\l  one  moment,  while  that 

Wa^  pa^aing^ — mh\i  h  gusli  of  sickerttng  pain 
I(  elibi'd  t'Veii  to  trs  withered  ijinrvgs  again: 
When  my  wnn  eyca  in  stern  rufotve  I  liirnyd 
Ft^ni  (hat  most  etningti  di«lu*iont  which  would 

ftiin 
Have  waked  the  dream  for  which  my  spirit 

yfnrnpd 
With  more  thftn  human  love, — then  lefi  it  vtme- 

turned. 

**  So  now  my  reaw^n  was  restored  to  me, 

I  struggled  with  that  drram,  wludi,  likea  beast 
MoHt  Ikn-e  and  beauteous  i"  my  memory 
llm]  made'  its  lair,  and  on  my  heart  did  fenst; 
Bal  ull  ihtit  t-aveand  all  its  sliapei?  poi^.^est 
By  thoughts  whieli  eon  Id  not  fiid^,  renewed  each 

one 
Some  smile,  «ome  look,  some  gesture  which  had 

hle.^t 
Me  heretofore:  I  sitting  there  alone. 
Vexed  the  inconstant  waTea  with  my  perpetual 

moan. 

XXVI, 

*  Time  past,  1  know  not  whether  months  or 
year* ; 

For  <lay»  nor  nigUt^  nor  change  of  seasons  made 
lt»  note,  hot  thoughts  and  unavailing  tears  : 
And  I  became  at  last  even  as  a  shade, 
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A  smoke,  a  cloud  on  which  the  wiode  tmv« 

pi-eyt'd, 
Till  it  ha  Liiin  a^  air ;  undt,  one  BFcn, 

A  Nautiluiiuiion  t  :iin  pla/ed, 

Spread ) ng li < a  ti«u r  Bits  brt>ai Uot'Ilenvea 

D«GCendi-d  not,  umoi  Hves  lutd  wlarlpook 
drivea. 

■*  And  when  Uie  Ea^  le,  tlml  lavwly  tiling. 

Oaring  with  Wi^y  ft  liver  boat, 

Fled  near  mu  as  fu.  r ;  on  slow  wing, 

The  Eagle,  hove  ring  o'er  his  prej',  did  float  j 
But  when  he  saw  that  I  with  fear  did  note 
His  purpose,  proffering  my  own  food  to  him. 
The  eager  plumes  subsided  on  iiis  throat — 
He  came  where  that  bright  ciiild  of  sea  did  swim, 
And  o'er  it  cast  in  peace  his  shadow  broad  and  dim. 

XX  VII  I. 

"  Tliis  wakened  me,  it  gave  me  human  strength ; 
And  hope,  I  know  not  whence  or  wherefore, 

rose. 
But  I  resumed  my  ancient  powers  at  length ; 
My  spirit  felt  again  like  one  of  those, 
Like  thine,  whose  fate  it  is  to  make  the  woes 
Of  humankind  their  prey — what  was  this  cave? 
Its  deep  foundation  no  firm  purpose  knows 
Immutable,  i-esistless,  strong  to  save, 
Like  mind  while  yet  it  mocks  the  all-devouring 
grave. 
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**Anil  \vli(^re  \vii5  Laon?  might  m^-  heart  be  dead^ 
Wliik-  (hat  fUr  dtarur  litiart  eouki  move  and  be? 
Or  whilst  over  the  earth  lUn  pttll  wtis  s|»read, 
Which  I  Ui\d  Mvoiu  to  rtiml ?    I  might  hts  fiew, 
C\hjI«I  1  but  win  thut  friendly  hird  to  me, 
To  bring  me  ro|K;s  j  and  long  hi  vain  I  sought 
Hy  ifUercourati  ol'  mutual  iniiigcry 
Of  objects,  if  gucU  aid  he  could  be  titughl ; 
Dut  fruit,  imd  tiovvers,  and  boughs^  yet  never  ropes 
he  broujrht. 


"  We  live  io  our  own  world,  and  m  in  a  was  made 
From  glorious  phanlasiejj  of  hope  departed : 
Aye^  we  nre  darkened  with  their  flualing  shftde. 
Or  cast  a  lustj-e  on  them— lime  Imparled 
Such  power  lo  me,  I  became  feailess-hi^irted ; 
My  eye  and  voice  grew  firm,  cnltn  wa3  my  mind, 
And  piercing,  like  the  morn,  now  it  ha^  darted 
Its-  hihtre  on  all  bidilen  thing:^,  behind 
Von  dim  and  ftidiug  (*[oud«,  which  load  the  weary 
wind. 

xxxt. 

"  My  mind  became  thu  book  through  which  I 

grew 
Wise  in  nW  htimari  wi^dam^  and  itn  cave, 
Which  like  a  niitu^  I  rifled  through  and  through^ 
To  nie  the  keeping  of  iu  secrela  gave — 


l^ 


I 


XnK  REVOLT  OF  ISLAX. 


T 


One  mind,  tlio  ijpo  of  all,  lUe  moveltsea  u*vo 
Whose  calm  rcHeeis  nil  moving  things  tUul  Jtn% 
Kecessiij,  and  lov^,  and  life,  ilie  gmve, 
And  sympatLy,  fc-      "       '"  hop*!  and  foar  ; 
Justice,  and  tn  ith,  a  1  lUc  vvariU'j^  natural 


^And  on  the  sand  ^(  uakei  signs  to  range 

These  woofe>  a^  thi  j  v  en,  of  m  j  ihaughi  i 

Clear  elemental  s-,  ose  smallcM  change 

A  subtler  liingtiiigc  vvjiuiu  language  w(x>nglii ; 
The  key  of  truths  which  once  were  dimly  taught 
In  old  Crotona  ; — and  sweet  melodies 
Of  love,  in  that  lone  solitude  I  caught 
From  mine  own  voice  in  dream,  when  thy  dear 

eyes 
Shone  through  my  sleep,  and  did  that  utterance 

harmonize. 

XXXIII. 

"  Thy  songs  were  winds  whereon  I  fled  at  will, 
As  in  a  winged  chariot,  o'er  the  plain 
Of  crystal  youth  ;  and  thou  wert  there  to  fill 
My  heart  with  joy,  and  there  we  sat  again 
On  the  gray  margin  of  the  glimmering  main 
Happy  as  then  but  wiser  far,  for  we 
Smiled  on  the  flowery  grave  in  which  were  lain 
Fear,  Faith,  and  Slavery ;  and  mankind  was  free. 
Equal,  and  pure,  and  wise,  in  wisdom's  prophecy 
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XXXIV. 

"  For  lo  my  a- ill  n\y  fjiiicies  were  as  sluvea 
To  da  iheir  sweL-l  nnd  subtle  mlnislneoi; 
Ami  o^  fi-um  that  brigbl  fountuin's  ihadowj 

waves 
Thejf  would  make  human  ihfougsgncher  imd  risw 
To  combat  with  mj  oveiflowing  eyes, 
And  vitice  umde  deep  with  |isi!*siun — -fljiis  I  grew 
Faiuilini'  wiUi  the  shock  and  the  surpriae 
And  wuf  of  earthly  minds,  from  winch  1  drew 
The  J  lower  which  lias  heua  mhie  to  ihitne  iheir 

thougttts  iumw. 


XXXV. 

'^And  rhns  my  prison  was  I  lie  populous  earth — 
Where  I  saw — even  as  mii^cry  dreams  of  morn 
Before  the  cinst  hm  given  it»  glory  birih — 
Rf  ligi(>ii*«  pomp  made  desolule  by  the  scorn 
Of  Wisdom':*  faintest  smile,  nnd  lliroiie^  nptorn, 
And  dwellings  of  mild  peojjle  int^trspersed 
With  undividtid  llelds  of  ri[tcning  corn. 
And  love  mtide  frtre, — i\  hope  which  we  have 

nnrst 
Even  with  our  blood  and  leiirs, — until  its  glory 

burst* 

XXXVI. 

"All  is  not  lost!     There  U  Aoiuti  teuomjH'nde 
Fur  hojw;  vvhi»ai?  Tountiiin  ean  Iw  thn^  pMbund: 
Even  throned  Evil'*  splendid  Impotenee, 


UB 
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Girt  by  iLs  liell  of  piiwi^r;  ihe  secret  sound 

Of  hyimi^  to  irulU  mid  ftetdom  ;   llie  dread 

bound 

or  lit*'  and  d<L'ul]i  irlesslj  and  well  j 

Dungt'0113  wiitsrein  res^olve  ia  fouad; 

U;icks  wliich  degr«u>-  lan's  greatnesi^  tell } 

And  wiiAt  may  elf>e  bi.  iid  irrei»ktible^ 

XJ 

"  Such  art:  the  I  be  bkii,  like  ihe  fires 

timt  flare 
In  storiii-enconip^issed  Lsles,  wc  cberlsb  jet 
In  tlih  diirk  ruiii^ — sucb  were  mine  even  thfpej 
As  in  its  sleep  some  odorous  violet, 
Wliilc  jet  its  leaves  with  nightly  dews  are  wet, 
Bieathes  in  prophetic  dreams  of  day's  uprise. 
Or  a~,urc  Scythian  frost  in  fear  has  met 
Spring's  messengers  descending  from  the  skies, 
The  buds  foreknow  their  life — this  hope  must  ever 
rise. 

XXXVIII. 

*'  So  years  had  past,  when  sudden  earthquake 

rent 
The  depth  of  ocean,  and  the  cavern  crackt 
With  sound  as  if  the  world's  wide  continent 
Had  fallen  in  universal  ruin  wrackt ; 
And  through  the  cleft  streamed  in  one  cataract 
The  stifling  waters : — when  I  woke,  the  flood, 
Whose  banded  waves  that  crystal  cave  had 

sacked, 


4a  A    >^»rw."^-    <-:,  ' 
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Wiu  ablihig  j-Qurj^  me,  and  my  bright  abode 
Bufure  tne  yawned — a  chmm  dcacrt,  and  bai*e,  and 

XX&IX. 

"AJjovL'  me  was  the  iky,  beneath  ibe  At^a : 
I  atowi  upon  a  point  of  sliiUtered  Ntotie« 
And  lieurd  ]oosu  rucks  inching  tuiauhuou.-^ly 
With  ^pbisli  and  shuck  into  I  lit'  Jot-p — anon 
All   ctastHS,  und   tlitfre  wiia  >-il»;»n;c   widii  aad 

I  fi'lt  that  I  wjis  IVee  J     The  Occfin  jpray 
Qalvcred  beneaih  my  fect^  ibc  bioajJ    Heaven 

shone 

Aixjuntl,  and  in  my  bair  the  windi  did  phiyt 
Liiigeihig  as  they  pursued  their  tini(n[ir.'ded  way. 


XL, 

**  My  spirit  moved  upon  the  sea  like  wind 
Which  round  fOiwe  ihymy  cape  will   la<j  and 

hover* 
Though  it  can  wake  the  allU  cloud,  and  unbind 
The  strcngtli  of  tempest.    I>aj  was  ahno«l 

over, 
Wben  through  ibe  fading  hgU:  I  oould  discover 
A  £hip  a[>pi'iijichij>g — its  white  >;ul*  were  ftd 
Willi  tliu  norlli  wind — ^ita  iuovirig  shade  did 

cover 
The  Iwiligtil  doeiJ  ; — ihe  marineri  in  dread 
\!*istunehor  wheu  iheysaw  uuw  rocks  around  llicm 

spread. 
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XLI. 


**An4  when  they  saw  one  sitting  on  a  ciag. 


Tlifi)"  sent  a  boftt  t 
In  awe  thraugli  tniii 
Of  o  ve  rl  I  an  gi  ng  ixick 
Tlic  foam  of  ^ti'eatali 
Tiiey  came  and  quee 

heard 
My  voice,  thuy  becj 
And  mo  red  as  uimi 

stirred 
Deep  ihau^lit.^ :  io  to  tlie  e)u|i  we  pmi  nithout  a 

word.  ^ 


*ie  i?ailorfl  rowed 
iiiid  fiiiirful  jag 
^'hicii  timre  flowed 
:inot  mitke  abode. 

lie,  but,  when  tb«y 

t,  and  tUey  utood 
)iu  new  love   bad 


o'^ 
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♦*I  SAT  beside  the  Steersman  then,  and,  gazing 
Upon  the  westvcried, '  Spread  the  sails  !  beliold. 
The  sinking  moon  is  like  a  watch-tower  blazing 
Over  the  mountains  yet ; — the  City  of  Gold 
Yon  Cape  alone  does  from  the  sight  withhold  ; 
The  stream  is  fleet — the  north  breathes  steadily 
■Beneath  the  stars  ;  they  tremble  with  the  cold 
Ye  cannot  rest  upon  the  dreary  sea  ; — 
Haste,  haste  to  the  warm  home  of  happier  destiny! 
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*'  The  Mariners  obeyed ;  the  Captain  stood 
Aloof,  an'd,  whispering  to  the  Pilot,  said, 
'Alas,  alas  !  I  fear  we  are  pursued 
By  wicked  ghosts :  a  Phantom  of  the  Dead, 
The  night  before  we  sailed,  came  to  my  bed 
In  dream,  like  that ! '    The  Pilot  then  replieil, 
*  It  cannot  be — ^she  is  a  human  JMaid. 
Her  low  voice  makes  you  weep — she  is  some 
bride, 
Or  daugliter  of  high  birth — she  can  be  nought 
beside.' 

III. 

''  We  past  the  islets,  borue  by  wind  and  stream, 
And  as  we  sailed,  the  Mariners  came  near 
And  thronged  around  to  listen ; — in  the  gleam 
Of  the  pale  moon  I  stood,  as  one  whom  fear 
May  not  attaint,  and  my  calm  voice  did  rear : 
'  Ye  are  all  human — yon  broad  moon  gives  light 
To  milUons  who  the  self-same  likeness  wear. 
Even  while  I  speak — beneath  this  very  night, 
I'heir  thoughts  flow  on  like  ours,  in  sadness  or 
delight. 

IV. 

*• '  "Wliat  dream  ye  ?     Your  own  hands  have 

built  a  home 
Even  for  yourselves  on  a  beloved  shore : 
For  some,  fond  eyes  are  pining  till  they  come; 
How  they  will  greet  him  whea  his  toils  af«  o'oc 
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And  laugljing  bahea  rash  from  the  wftlUknown 

door  I 
Is  this  your  care  ?  ye  toil  for  yont  own  good  i 
Te  ft^i^l  .It 111  think-  une  immortiO  power 

Such  (mrpo*e8  ?  o  nmnfi  mood, 

Dr^im  ye  »ome  1  ua  huUda  for  man  in 

solitude  ? 

*•  *  What  b  tliat  Po  Ye  mock  jotirMavc^ 

land  give 
A  bumuci  lieart  to  wl        b  cannot  know : 
As  tf  tlin  nius*  of  lift!  t-ouJd  rhink  and  livy  ! 
Twere  as  if  man's  own  works  should  feel,  and 

show 
The  hopes,  and  fears,  and  thoughts,  frojn  which 

they  flow, 
And  he  be  like  to  them.     Lo!  Plague  is  free 
To  waste,    Blight,   Poison,  Earthquake,  Hail, 

and  Snow, 
Disease,  and  Want,  and  worse  Necessity 
Of  hate  and  ill,  and  Pride,  and  Fear,  and  Tyranny. 

VI. 

" '  Wliat  is  that  Power  ?  Some  moon-struck 

sophist  stood, 
Watching  the  shade  from  his  own  soul  upthrown 
Fill  Heaven  and  darken   Earth,  and   in  such 

mood 
The  Form  he  saw  and  worshipped  was  his  own, 
His  likeness  in  the  world's  vast  mirror  shown ; 
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And  'twere  an  innocent  dream,  but  that  a  faith 

Nursed  by  fear's  dew  of  jwison,  grows  thereon, 

And  that  men  say,  tliat  Power  has  chosen  Death 

On  all  who  scorn  its  hiws,  to  wreak  immortal  wrath. 

VII. 

"  *  Men  say  that  they  themselves  have  heard 

and  seen, 
Or  known  from  others  who  have  known  such 

things, 
A  shade,  a  Form,  which  Earth  and   Heaven 

between 
Wields  an  invisible  rod — that  Priests  and 

Kings, 
Custom,  domestic  sway,  ay,  all  tliat  brings 
Man's  free-born  soul  beneath  the  oppressor's 

heel. 
Are  his  strong  ministers,  and  that  the  stings 
Of  death  will  make  the  wise  his  vengeance  feel. 
Though  truth  and  virtue  arm  their  hearts  with 

tenfold  steel. 

VIII. 

"  'And  it  is  said,  this  Power  will  punish  wrong ; 
Yes,  add  despair  to  crime,  and  pain  to  pain  1 
And  deepest  hell  and  deathless  snakes  among. 
Will  bind  the  wretch  on  whom  is  fixed  a  stain, 
Which,  like  a  plague,  a  burthen,  and  a  bane. 
Clung  to  him  while  he  lived; — for  love  and  hate, 
Virtue  and  vice,  they  say, are  difference  vain  ; 
VOL.  I.  23 


3j4  t«k  ucvolt  or  »lax* 

Tbo  will  afslmngth  a  rigtri — lUb  liumiia  slate 
TjrmiU^  tli»t  'l*ev   tuaj  rulo^  wUk    Uc«  tliat 

IX. 
••'Ala^  what  Mrrngth?     Opmion  is  tuorc  frjuJ 
Tiiiiil  yon  ilifn  cloud  now  tkding  cm  llie  motto 
Hvon  while  w«i  gaue,  tUou^li  it  aw  f tile  avjiil 
To  UmU*  iW  orU  of  (rullt— jukJ  «u-ry  ilironc 
Of  Earth  or  Hr.»vt;n,  iliough  rIihUow  rcsta 

lllCCClM), 

Ont!  flmpc  oC  mnny  iiame-j : — for  tliis  yc  piougli 
The  barren  wnvtts  of  oi!t.>sui ;  hcncr  cacli  one 
I«  <lavo  or  tyrant;  ull  liftruy  ami  Iww, 
Ooniniitiui,  or  kill,  or  fuar,  or  wrcuk  or  &ufll*r  woe. 

X. 

** '  It*  nuinuH  arti  cttclj  ii  sign  wliicli  muketli  lioly 
All  powiT — ny,  lite  t^lioot,  iUc  druuui,  the  shade^ 
Of  [n>«  i-r:  Ijisf,  Fnli<L«hoiHl,  Hate,  and  Pridisaiid 

Killy  ; 
Thi)  imKcrn  wlirocc  ull  fnnnl  and  wronj^  h  iiiutli.' j 
A  law  to  vvhii'li  miuikind  hus  hnvn  betrayed  s 
And  lininan  tovc  ii  as  ihu  namo  Wfdl  knovrn 
Of  a  ih'iir  uiollu'r,  whom  tbo  itujrdcrer  laid 
Ifi  Itlondy  jiravc,  and,  into  darkness  thrown, 
Uttihiu'^Ml  luu*  nildt^rud  babes  around  lum  U3  hk 
own. 

X). 

•••OLrf>w,wbo  to  ihtj  Umrli  of  wandering  men 
Art  as  the  mlm  to  ocean*b  weary  wavea  I 
Jiwticc,oi'Truth,  orJoy  !  tbou  only  can 
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From  slavery  and  religion's  labyrinth-caves 
Guide  us,  as  one  clear  star  the  seaman  saves. 
To  give  to  all  an  equal  share  of  good, 
To  track  the  steps  of  Freedom,  though  through 

graves 
She  pass,  to  suffer  all  in  patient  mood, 
To  weep   for   crime,    though   stained  with    tiiy 

friend's  dearest  blood. 

XII. 

"  *  To  feel  the  peace  of  self-contentment's  lot,      I 
To  own  all  sympathies,  and  outrage  none,  ! 

And,  in  ilio  inmost  bowers  of  sense  and  thought,    ' 
Until  life's  sunny  day  is  quite  gone  down,  ; 

To  sit  and  smile  with  Joy,  or,  not  alone. 
To  kiss  salt  tears  from  the  worn  cheek  of  Woe; 
To  live  as  if  to  love  and  live  were  one, —  ' 

This  is  not  faith  or  law,  nor  those  who  bow 
To  thrones  on  Heaven  or  Earth  such  destiny  may 
know. 

XIII. 

"*  But  children  near  their  parents  tremble  now, 
Because  they  must  obey^-one  rules  another, 
And  as  one  Power  rules  both  high  and  low, 
So  man  is  made  the  captive  of  his  brother, 
And  Hate  is  throned  on  high  with  Fear  her 

mother, 
Above  the  Highest — and  those  fountain-cells, 
Whence  love  yet  flowed  when  faith  had  choked 

all  other. 


Are  liarkyned^ — Woman   m  the   bonj-stove 
dwells 
Of  man,  a  slave  ;  and  life  is  poisoned  in  iu  welk. 

xtT. 

"'Man  eeikfi  for  gold  in  minc«,  that  be  mt^j 

weave 
A  Irtstiiig  clitiin  fur  hh  own  ilav^^ry  J — 
In  ffjir  and  rej^iUisa  can.'  tliirt  ho  may  live 
IK*  toils  for  others*  who  ruiist  ever  be 
The  joyless  thrnli^  of  like  cuptivitj; 
He  murders,  for  Iiis*  cUit'ft  d<5 light  in  ruin; 
He  builds  the  alh^r,  that  \t»  U\oV^  feti 
Muy  be  his  verv  bit.iod ;  he  i*  pursuing, 
Oh  blind  and  willing  wretch !  his  own  obscure  un- 
doinjj. 


XV. 

"  '  "Woman ! — she  is  his  slave,  she  has  become 
A  thing  I  weep  to  speak — the  child  of  scorn, 
The  outcast  of  a  desolated  home. 
Falsehood,  and  fear,  and  toil,  like  waves  have 

worn 
Channels  upon  her  cheek,  which  smiles  adorn, 
As  calm  decks  the  false  Ocean : — well  ye 

know 
What  Woman  is,  for  none  of  Woman  bcm 
Can  choose  but  drain  the  bitter  dregs  of  woe 
SVhich  ever  from  the  oppressed  to  the  oppresson 

flow. 
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XVL 

' '  This  iiei'd  not  be ;  ye  might  arise,  and  will 
Tl*{it  gold  should  lose  its  power,  and  throoea 

tlieir  glory : 
That  love,  which  none  may  bind,  be  freo  to  fill 
The  world,  like  light;  audei'il  faith,  grown  hoary 
With  erirae,  be  quenched  and  die* — ^Yon  pro- 
montory 
Even  now  eclipse;  the  descendtng  moon  1 
Dungeons  iifid  palftws  are  trani^itory  ; 
High  temples  iinle  like  viipour;   Mun  atone 
RcRiains,  whose  will  fias  powo.r  when  iill  heside 
is  gone. 

xvn. 

"  *  Let  all  be  free  and  equal ! — From  your  hearfa 
I  feci  an  echo;  through  my  inmost  (Vame 
Like  3  wee  teat  sound,  necking  iu  male,  it  darLi, 
Whence  come  ye,  friends  ?  Alas,  I  imtmot  name 
ALL  that  I  read  of  sorrow,  toil,  and  gliiitne, 
On  your  worn  fatjei ;  as  in  legends  old 
Wliidi  make  immorlal  the  diaustroys  fume 
Of  conquerora  and  imjKJStora  false  and  hold, 
Tli«  discord  of  your  hearts  I  iu  your  looks  behold 


xviu. 

"'Whence  eonie  ye-,  friends?  from  pouring 

human  ttbod 
Forth  on  the  oiitU  ?  or  bring  yesleelnnd  gold, 
ThAt   king-  may  iliqte  and  stay  the  mulliiude? 
Or  from  the  fajiiished  poor,  pale,  weak,  and  coldt 


B5€ 
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Bear  je  the  earnings  of  their  toil  ?  unfold ! 
Sptiak  I  are  your  htind^  in  slaughter's  Banguine 


Staln'd  freshly  ?  1 

grown  oUl  f 
Know  yoursdvtis! 
And  I  win  be  a  fdei 


our  himrts  in  giiik 

esliaUbepureandew, 
sister  unto  you. 


**  *  Disguise  it  not^  ve  one  hitman  heart ; 

AH  mortiil  thonghts  c       fis  a  common  home. 
Blush  not  for  wixat  may  to  thyself  Impart 
Stains  of  inevitable  crime  :  the  doom 
Is  thi^',  which  has,  or  may,  or  must,  become 
Thine,  and  all  humankind's.     Ye  are  the  spoil 
Which  time  thus  marks  for  the  devouring  tomb, 
Thou  and  thy  thoughts  and  they,  and  all  the  toil 
Wherewith  ye  twine  the  rings  of  life's  perpetual 
coil. 

XX. 

"  *  Disguise  it  not — ye  blush  for  what  ye  hate, 
And  Enmity  is  sister  unto  Shame. 
Look  on  your  mind — it  is  the  book  of  fate — 
Ah  !  it  is  dark  with  many  a  blazoned  name 
Of  misery — ^all  are  mirrors  of  the  same ; 
But  the  dark  fiend  who  with  his  iron  pen, 
Dipp'd  in  scorn's  fiery.poison,  makes  his  fame 
Enduring  there,  would  o'er  the  heads  of  men 
Pass  harmless,  if  they  scorned  to  make  their  hearts 
his  deu. 
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XXI. 

***  Yes,  it  iii  Hate,  thut  siuipeletia  fiendly  ihing 
or  many  names,  iiTl  evil,  some  flivint":. 
Whom  self-contempt  arras  with  a  mor(«l  slings 
Wliich,  when  the  heart  it^  snaky  fuliiUeitlwine, 
Is  wnslcj]  quite,  anrl  when  it  doth  m|iine 
To  gorge  sut'h  hitter  prey,  tin  all  beside 
II  turns  with  nhiefold  rugc,  as  wiJit  ita  twine 
When  Aniphisha^im  some  fair  birJ  lias  lied, 
Soon  &*er  ihe  pulrid  muss  lie  threttU  ou  every  side. 


XXTt. 

** '  Reproach  not  ihine  own  soul,  but  know  thy- 
self; 

Nor  Imte  anolhur'g  crime,  nor  lottthc  thine  own : 

It  is  I  he  diuk  iJoktry  of  self. 

Which,  when  our  thought*  nnd  actions  onoe  «re 
gone. 

Demands  that  man  bIiuliUI  weep,  nnd  bleed,  and 
groan ; 

O  vamiii  i?xprul)on!  b*.'  at  fcst, — 

The  pa.^t  is  Death's,  J  he  fulure  i&  thine  own  ; 

Ami  love  nnd  joy  can  make  the  fou1e.«t  hrca»t 
A  j>aradise  of  fhiwer^,  where  pe^ce  might  build 
her  nest. 

XX  It  I. 

••*  Speak  ihou  !  whence  come  ye  ?  ' — A  Youth 

mnde  reply  t 
*  Wearily,  wearily  o'er  the  boundkaa  deep 


THE  KETOLT  OT  T9L1JI. 

We  sail ! — thoo  rpadest  well  the  misery 
Told  iiv  these  folded  eycj?^  but  mtich  doth  sle«p 
Within,  wbicb  tliersi  the  poor  Itcart  loves  to  keept 
Or  dare  not  v  ibUonoored  brow ; 

Even  from  ouj  1  have  we  le^rn^d  io 

The  brt-ad  of  he  teal*  of  wo<», 

And  iii^vt^r  dream^c  or  refugo  until  tiq^w. 


•it  Yes — I  must  spt  ay  leeret  wcmW  Uave 

poiTsiljed 
Even  with  tlie  heart  it  wasted,  as  a  brand 
Fades  in  the  dying  flame  whose  life  it  cherished, 
But  that  no  human  bosom  can  withstand 
Thee,  wondrous  Lady,  and  the  mild  command 
Of  thy  keen  eyes  : — ^yes,  we  are  wretched  slaves, 
Who  from  their  wonted  loves  and  native  land 
Are  reft,  and  bear  o'er  the  dividing  waves 
The  unregarded  prey  of  calm  and  happy  graves. 

XXV. 

" '  We  drag  afar  from  pastoral  vales  the  fairest 
Among  the  daughters  of  those  mountains  lone. 
We  di-ag  them  there,  where  all  things  best  and 

rarest 
Are  stained  and  trampled  : — years  have  come 

and  gone 
Since,  like  the  ship  which  bears  me,  I  have 

known 
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No  tliouglit ; — ^but  now  the  ejes  of  one  dear  Maid 
On  mine  with  light  of  mutual  love  have  shone— 
She  is  ray  life, — I  am  but  as  the  shade 
Of  her, — ^a  smoke  sent  up  from  ashes,  soon  to  fade. 

XXVI. 

" '  For  she  must  perish  in  the  tyrant's  hall — 
Alas,  alas  ! ' — He  ceased,  and  by  the  sail 
Sat  cowering — but  his  sobs  were  heard-  by  all, 
And  still  before  the  ocean  and  the  gale 
The  ship  fled  fast  till  the  stars  'gan  lo  fail. 
All  round  me  gathered  with  mute  countenance, 
The  Seamen  gazed,  the  Pilot,  worn  and  pale 
With  toil,  the  Captain  with  gray  locks,  whose 
glance 
Met  mine  in  restless  awe — they  stood  as  in  a  trance. 

XXVII. 

**  *  Recede  not  I  pause  not  now  I  thou  art  grown 

old, 
But  Hope  will  make  thee  young,  for  Hope  and 

Youth 
Are  children  of  one  mother,  even  Love — behold .' 
The  eternal  stars  gaze  on  us  ! — is  the  truth 
Within  your  soul  ?  care  for  your  own,  or  ruth 
For  other's  sufferings  ?  do  ye  thirst  to  bear 
A  heart  which  not  the  serpent  custom's  tooth 
May  violate  ? — Be  free !  and  even  here. 
Swear  to  be  firm  till  death!*     They  cried,  'We 

swear !  we  swear  1  * 


3G2 
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xxrin* 
Tbe  ftry  4aH«iie^  sltook,  as  irith  &  tilwl 


Of  subtMH-aoeaa  U 

The  IioDdw  sliore  i 
Into  the  night,  ha  u 
And  liJinli,  rejoi 
For  til  that  uuiiit*  i 

And  DD  Ibt!  tisckt  1" 
The  captive*  ga«in 


(ill?  eohof^  cafit 

;w-l>orR  lilierty, 
re!     Eoltftwens  un< 

crii£tom«-d  ejfb 
and  every  one 
SbrATiL  as  tltu  irteoii^tani  lor  li  ii|M>n  her  oouiite* 
nance  !»hoDe:. 


XXIX. 

"  They  were  earth's  purest  children,  young  and 

fair, 
With  eyes  the  shrines  of  unawakened  thought, 
And  brows  as  bright  as  spring  or  morning,  ere 
Dark  time  had  there  its  evil  legend  wrought 
In  characters  of  cloud  which  wither  not. — 
Tlie  change  was  like  a  dream  to  them  ;  but  soon 
They  knew  the  glory  of  their  altered  lot. 
In  the  bright  wisdom  of  youth's  breathless  dood; 
Sweet  talk,  and  smiles,  and  sigits,  all  bosoms  did 

attune. 

XXX. 

"  But  one  was  route,  her  cheeks  and  lips  most 

fair. 
Changing  their  hue  like  lilies  newly  blown 
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Benewth  ti  bright  ncacia's  eliadowy  liair 
Wav4iil  by  Uie  wind  amid  live  sunny  nc^on, 
Showed  I lisU  her  soul  wa*  quivering;  and  TuU 

80on 
Tliat  youth  aro^ff^  and  hrcuililessly  did  look 
Od  lie-i"  and  nie,  as  for  some  s|>ere(ile&s  boon  : 
I  smileit,  atul  botii  timir  banib  in  mine  I  took^ 
Aud  I'tsk  II  soft  dubghl  fi-oiu  wtitit  their  .spirits  shook. 


0^' 


CAKTQ   IX, 


**That  iiigbl  we  anchored  in  a  woody  bay, 
And  s\vii\3  no  tnore  around  us  dari*d  to  hover 
Than,  uben  all  doubt  and  k-nr  hm  parsed  away, 
It  elmdee  the  couch  of  some  unresting  lover. 
Whose  heart  is  now  at  reet :  tliu*  night  |>as»ed 

oi-er 
In  mutual  joy.    Around,  a  forest  grew 
Of  |>op!at^  and  dark  oak^,  wbuse  shmle  did  cover 
The  waning  Mt\r%  [>ninkt  in  the  wsittrs  blue* 
iknd  trembled  In  the  wind  which  from  the  morning 

(ii'W. 

It. 
"  The  joyous  mariners,  and  each  free  maiden, 

Now  brotigbt  fi^m  (he  deep  forest  many  a  bougli, 


SM 


I?' 
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AVitU  Koodlaml  ^poil  most  Innoeeolly  bdeo. 
Soon  wieatlis  of  budding  foUage  sceuiod  to  flow 
Over  ihe  raiut  and  sail^  the  sitjrn  mid  prow 
Werocanopiedw  rbout;1is;tbowii)lei 

On  the  ilnnl  eui;  the  wave^  w-e  go 

Bejoicing,  like  tnv  ^f  aq  iate 

Doomed  lo  luu-suv  t1  i  that  cannot  cease 

to  smiles 


*'  Tbc  many  sh'^ps  s  le  dark  blao  deep 

With  snow}'  sails,  ficu  s  ours  came  nigh. 

In  fear  and  wonder ;  and  on  every  t-lecp 
Thousands  did  gaze ;  they  heard  the  startling  cry, 
Like  earth's  own  voice  lifted  unconquerably 
To  all  her  children,  the  unbounded  mii-th, 
The  glorious  joy  of  thy  name.   Liberty ! 
They  heard  ! — As  o'er  the  mountains  of  the 

earth 
From  peak  to  peak  leap  on  the  beams  of  mom* 

ing's  birth, 


IV. 

"  So  from  that  cry  over  tJie  boundless  hills 
Sudden  was  caught  one  universal  sound, 
Like  a  volcano's  voice,  whose  thunder  fills 
Remotest  skies, — such  glorious  madness  found 
A  path  through  humati  hearts  with  stream  which 

drowned 
Its  struggling  fears  and  cares,  dark  custom's 

brood; 
They  knew  not  whence  it  came,  but  felt  around 


THE  BEYOLT   OF   ISLAU.  365 

A  wide  contagion  poured — they  called  aloud 
On  Liberty — that  name  lived  on  the  sunny  flood. 

V. 

"  We  reached  the  port — ^alas !  from  many  gpirita 
The  wisdom  which  had  waked  that  cry,  was  fled, 
Like  the  brief  glory  which  dark  heaven  inherits 
From  the  false  dawn,  which  fades  ere  it  is  spread, 
Upon  the  night's  devouring  darkness  shed : 
Yet  soon  bright  day  will  burst— even  like  a 

chasm 
Of  fire,  to  burn  the  shrouds  outworn  and  dead, 
Which  wrap  the  world  ;  a  wide  enthusiasm, 
To  cleanse  the  fevered  world  as   with  an  earth- 
quake's spasm ! 

VI. 

"  I  walked  through  the  great  City  tlicn,  but  free 
From  sliume  or  fear ;  those  toil-worn  Marinei-s 
And  happy  Maidens  did  encompass  me  ; 
And  like  a  subterranean  wind  that  stirs 
Some  forest  among  caves,  the  hopes  and  fears 
From  every  human  soul  a  murmur  strange 
Made  as  I  pa^t;  and  many  wept  with  tears 
Of  joy  and  awe,  and  winged  thoughts  did  range, 
A.nd  half-extinguished  words,  which  prophesied  of 
change. 

VII. 

"  For,  with  strong  speech  I  tore  the  veil  that  hid 
Nature,  and  Truth,  and  Liberty,  and  Love  ; 
4s  one  who  from  some  mountain's  pyramid, 
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to  the  tiuriseii  sun  ! — the  Aliad«s  approre 
til,  and  flee  from  every  aire  a  in  and  grove. 
^  gemte  thotigliis  did  maiij  a  bosom  fill, 


lopn  the  nmil  of 
'  masf  m.  heart.,  am 
e  stt^eped  in  molten 
will. 

*     lome  f^id  I  was  a  mi 
Some,  that  I  acnree  ht 
The  Prophet's  virgin  b 
Some  j^aid  I  v,'aA  a  Rend  from  my  woii-d  eave^ 
Who  had  stolen  human  shape,  and  o*er  the  wave, 
Tlie  forest,  and  the  mountain,  came ; — some  said 
I  was  tlie  child  of  God,  sent  down  to  save 
Woman  from  bonds  and  death,  and  on  my  head 
The  burthen  of  their  sins  would  frightfully  be  laid- 


c  I  ions  wove 
i^  soorn  of  ill 
tie  uncoiiquei-abla 


irild  and  lo^-t ; 
from  the  grave 
leavenly  ghost ; 


IX. 


"  But  soon  my  human  words  found  sympathy 
In  human  hearts:  the  purest  and  the  best, 
As  friend  with  friend  made  common  cause  with 


And  they  were  few,  but  resolute ; — the  rest, 
Kre  yet  success  the  enterprise  had  blest 
Leagued  with  me  in  their  hearts; — their  meals, 

their  slumber, 
Their  hourly  occupations,  were  possest 
By  hopes  which  I  had  armed  to  overnumber 
Those  hosts  of  meaner  cares,  which  life's  strong 

wings  em^umber. 
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'■  But  eliiedy  women,  whom  my  voJe«  did  wnLeti 
From  (heir  colU,  careless,  vvillitig  r^tl^vt^rJ, 
ISought  mi^:  one  Iruili  (heir  ili-enry  |u-koti  Uils 

filjaikLMU 
Thej  looked  around,  and  bl  lh»*y  Wunmcj  free  ! 
Theft'  miwy  tyrantd  wiling  dtisoljitoly 
In  alHVe-ilcsci'ted  hidls,  could  none  reMrmn  j 
For  wratli'd  ryd  tire  hud  wUhered  in  I  he  eya^ 
\V1iose  lightniJig  once  wus  deulh, — nor  fujir,  nor 

g4*n» 
Could  tempt  on«3  cafUivo  now  lo  lock  unoiUer^ji 

ehuiji. 

XI. 

"  Those  who  wcrc«<?nt  lo  bind  me,  *vept»  and  fell 
Their  minds  ouUoar  thy  ImmiU  which  cUii?pvd 

them  round. 
Even  a^  u  waxen  shape  muy  wa^le  and  mtdt 
In  t\w  whiiu  fiirmvcu  ;  and  a  vi^ionvd  s wound, 
A  pause  of  hojK.'  and  fiwe»  the  City  bound, 
Wliiuh»  like  the  sJk-ncc  of"  a  ttrmi^^^sl'*  birth, 
Whun  in  it^i  Hwful  shmlow  if  htiA  wound 
Tiio  sun,  the  wind,  the  oceun,  and  t\w  uurlh, 
Hnng  lerribio,  pre  yet  the  lightningf  have  ieiipl 
forth. 

XJI. 

**  Like  cdouda  inwoven  in  iho  silent  sky 

By  windg  iVi-Mn  (iistunt  regions  mt'ieting  there^ 

la  tha  high  nnmt'  of  Truth  and  Liberty 
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Around  tlie  City  million;?  gathered  were,  * 
By  hopes;  which  sprang  from  many  a  hidden  \mlrt 
Words  wl;ich  the  lore  of  truth  in  hue.^  of  grace 
Arrayed,  thine  ow  ngu  which  in  the  air 

Like  homeless  od  jd,  and  the  name 

01  thee,  and  many  >  which  tlkou  hadfit 

dipped  in  Aaid  j* 


"  The  Tj-rant  knew  >wer  wm  gone,  but 

Fear, 
The  nurse  of  Vengeauce;,  hade  hina  wait  the 

event^ — 
That  perfidy  and  custom,  gold  and  prayer, 
And  whatsoe'er,  when  force  is  impotent, 
To  fraud  the  sceptre  of  the  world  has  lent, 
Might,  as  he  judged,  confirm  his  failing  sway. 
Therefore  throughout  the  streets,  the  Priests 

he  sent 
To  curse  the  rebels. — To  their  gods  did  they 
For  Earthquake,  Plague,  and  Want,  kneel  in  the 

public  way. 


XIV. 

"  And  grave  and  hoary  men  were  bribed  to  tell 
From  seats  where  law  is  made  the  slave  of 

wrong, 
How  glorious  Athens  in  her  splendour  fell. 
Because  her  sons  were  free, — and  that  among 
Mankind,  the  many  to  the  few  belong, 
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By  Heaven,  and  Naitire,  ftnd  necessity*. 
They  said,  that  age  was  iruth,and  that  ilie  young 
Marred  with  wild  hopes  llie  peace  of  slavery, 
Will)  whieh  old  times  and  men  had  f^^iifrlltid  tUa 
vam  and  free. 

XV. 

**  And  with  the  falsehoocj  of  their  poJi^anous  Ii|)§ 
They  breathed  on  the  enduring  memory 
Of  sages  and  of  bard:^  a  brief  eclipse. 
There  wiis  one  teacher,  whom  necessity 
Had  armed  with  strength  and  wrung  against 

mankind, 
His  slave  and  his  avenger  aye  to  be  -. 
That  we  were  weak  and  sinful,  fruil  and  blind, 
And  that  the  will  of  one  was  peace,  and  we 
Should  seek  for  noughl  on  enrth  but  toil  and  misery, 

xvt, 
*"  For  thus  we  might  avoid  llie  IwW  liereafter  ;* 
So  »pakt  the  hypoi'nte^,  who  cursed  and  lied» 
AtaSj  their  sway  waj  past,  and  tears  and  laugh'- 

ter 
Cliutg  to  ilieir  hoary  hair,  wilUering  ihe  pride 
Which  in  their  hollow  hvart^  dared  still  abide  i 
And  yet  obsieener  slaves  with  .smoother  brow, 
And  sneers  on  their  strait  Wpi?^  ihtiit  Utie«  and 

wide, 
Said,  that  the  rule  of  men  was  over  now, 
4ud  hence,  the  subject  world  lo  woman'ji  will  must 

bowi 
VOL,  u  24 
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xvn. 
*■  And  gold  waj»  gcATtefrd  lUrougli  ihe  street«, 

tinil  u'tne 


Flowed  ut  fi  liundi 
In  vniw  !  The ak-adjr 
Ai  lliey  were  wons,  i 
Lefi  Plague  her  l>jir« 
Nor  Fumiue  fiota  tU<; 
Where  fit  Ium-  t'nsc  ; 
Who  Ibrong  lo  kn, 

eii;rmo, 
Nor  faiili,  Dor  discard,  dimitied  h&^*i  &e.w\^-Yuk- 

died  flame. 


within  lh«  wall 
In  Heaven  did  i^tunti 
the  priO)*llj  eall 

the  JEthiop'g  hall, 
intxn'^  port  (I  I  cAme, 
■  preys  oil  sill 
food :  nm  fvmr,  not 


XVIII. 

"  For  gold  was  as  a  god  whose  faith  began 
To  fade,  so  that  its  worshippers  were  few; 
And  faith  itself,  which  in  the  heart  of  man 
Gives  shape,  voice,  name,  to  spectral  terror, 

knew 
Its  downfall,  as  the  altars  lonelier  grew. 
Till  the  Priests  stood  alone  within  (he  fane; 
The  shafts  of  falsehood  unpolluting  flew. 
And  the  cold  sneers  of  calumny  were  vain 
The  union  of  the  free  with  discord's  brand  to  stain 


XIX. 


**  The  rest  thou  knowest. — Lo !  we  two  are  here ; 
We  have  sarvived  a  ruin  wide  and  deep. 
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Stninge  lliaugliU  are  mine. — I  cannot  grieT6 

nor  ft?ur ; 
Biltfng  wiiti  thee  upon  ihi!*  loDcly  steep 
I  sRiile^  tijougli  buiuun  love  siltould  riuike  me 

We  httTe  fitirvived  a  joy  that  knows  »o  sorrow, 
And  I  do  fl'cl  a  mighty  calmness  cret|i 
Over  my  henrt,  which  cun  no  longer  borrow 
Its  hues  from  chance  or  cliange,  dark  cliiidneii  of 
to-morrow. 

XX. 

"  We  know  not  what  will  come — yet,  Laon, 
de»re«t, 

Cythnn  shnll  t>e  tbe  prophetess  of  love, 

Her  ii[i6  shfiH  rob  thee  of  l  he  grace  thou  wearest, 

To  hide  thy  heart,  and  clothe  the  shapes  whicb 

rove 
Within  the  homeless  future's  wintry  grove; 
For  I  now,  sitting  thus  beside  thee,  &eein 
Even  wiih  thy  breath  and  bloud  to  live  und  move, 
Aicid  violence  and  wrong  arc  m  a  dream 
Which  rolls  from  steadfast  truth,  an  un returning 

etrewm. 

'* The  hlii^ts  of  autumn  drive  the  wiJtged  seeds 
Over  the  earthy — next  come  the  snows,  and  rain, 
And  frosts,  and  eiorms,  which  dreary  winter 

leads 
Out  of  hiii  Scythian  cave,  a  savage  train. 
Bshold  !  Spring  sweeps  over  the  world  again, 
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Sbt'ddlng  soft  dewg  from  her  etben^  wings  j 

Ftowers  on  the  mountiuii^s,  fruits  over  tlie  phiill, 

And  mu^jc  on  the  wftves  and  woods  she  flingft. 

And  lore  on  &W  thj     ''        and  caIiu  on  lifdHa 

things. 

'*  0  Spring,  o  iove^  and  joulh,  and 

gladness, 

Wind- winged  emb  [$bti;»st,  beat,  and  faai^ 

est, 

Wlienc6  corneal  tb  li^  with  dark  winter's 

*adtieft* 

The  tears  that  fade  in  sunny  smiles  thou  sharest  ? 

Sister  of  joy !  thou  art  the  child  who  wearest 

Thy  mother's  dying  smile,  tender  and  sweet ; 

Thy  mother  Autumn,  for  whose  grave  thou 
bearest 

Fresh  flowers,  and  beams  like  flowers,  with  gen- 
tle feet, 
Disturbing  not  the  leaves  which  are  her  winding- 
sheet 

XXIII. 

"  Virtue,  and  Hope,  and  Love,  like  light  and 

Heaven, 
Surround  the  world. — We  are  their  chosen 

slaves. 
Has  not  the  whirlwind  of  our  spirit  driven 
Truth's  deathless  germs  to  thought's  rc^motest 

caves? 
Lo,  Winter  comes  ! — the  grief  of  many  graves, 
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The  frost  of  death,  the  tempest  of  ihe  sword, 
The  flood  of  tjpraonj,  whose  sanguine  wave* 
StagDiite  like  ice  at  Fiiith  the  enchanter**  wonl, 
A.nd  bind  all  hiiniau  hearts  in  its  repose  abhorred- 

**  The  seeds  are  sleeping  in  the  soil ;  meanwhile 
The  tyrant  peoples  dungeons  with  his  prey  i 
Pale  victims  on  the  guarded  scaflF3>W  sEniJe 
Because  they  cannot  spieak  ;  and,  day  by  dny, 
The  moon  of  wasting  Science  wanes  away 
Among  her  stars,  ami  in  thiil  diifkness  vast 
The  sons  of  earth  to  thdr  foul  idol?  piuy. 
And  gray  Friests  triumplu  and  like  blight  or 
hlnst 
A-  shiide  of  selfish  care  o'er  human  looks  Is  mni. 

"  This  is  the  Winter  of  the  worlds — and  here 
We  die,  eren  as  the  winds  of  Autumn  fade. 
Expiring  in  the  frore  tind  foggy  air< — 
Behold!  Spring  comes^  though  we  must  pass. 

who  made 
The  promise  of  its  birth, — even  as  the  shade 
Which  from  our  dcnth,  as  from  a  mountain^ 

tliiig^ 
The  tutu  re  p  a  l>road  sunrise  ;  thus  arrayed 
As  with  the  plumes  of  overshfiduwing  wings, 
Prom  its  durk  gulf  of  chains,  Earth  like  an  eagle 

springs. 
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xanrL 
*^  0  dearest  love !  we  shall  be  dead  and  c«ld 


tie  world  arise ; 
its  diitvn  behold  ? 
turn  Untie  eyea 
L  paradise 
as  QiHde  \u  own, 
b  the  naked  skies, 
bougUt,  and  Aowerar 


Before  this  mor 
Wouldst  thou  the 
\las!  gaze  w^*  '*- 
On  thine  own 
Which  everlasting 
And  while  di-yar 
Sweet  streams  ot 

fresh  blown 
Are  there,  and  weave  their  eounde  and  odoara  Into 

one, 

XXYII. 

"  In  their  own  hearts  the  earnest  of  the  hope 
Which  made  them  great,  the  good  will  ever  find ; 
And  though  some  envious  shade  may  interlope 
Between  the  effect  and  it,  one  comes  behind, 
Who  aye  the  future  to  the  past  will  bind — 
Necessity,  whose  sightless  strength  for  ever 
Evil  with  evil,  good  with  good,  must  wind 
In  bands  of  union,  which  no  power  may  sever: 
Ihey  must  bring  forth  their  kind,  and  be  divided 


p.ver ! 


XXVIII. 


"^  The  good  and  mighty  of  departed  ages 
Are  in  their  graves,  the  innocent  and  free, 
Heroes,  and  Poets,  and  prevailing  Sages, 
Who  leave  the  vesture  of  their  majesty 
To  adorn  and  clothe  this  naked  world ; — and  we 
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Are  liki  to  them — such  perbh,  but  thej  SeaT6 
All  hope,  or  bve,  or  truth,  or  liberty, 
Whose  forms  their  miglitj  spirits  could  conceive, 
To  1j6  arul€  and  law  ta  ages  ibut  survive. 

•'  So  be  the  tiirf  heaped  over  our  remains 
Even  in  our  liappy  yoatTi,  and  Ihnt  strange  lot 
WlmleVr  it  be,  when  in  thejse  miiigring  veins 
The  bluoil  is  atillf  be  ours  ;  let  sense  and  ihonglit 
Vn^A  from  our  bt'in^.^  or  ho  tiiirnbered  not 
Among  the  Ihingj  thnt  are;  lei  those  who  come 
Hehind,  for  whom  our  atendftiat  will  luis  bought 
A  wilm  inlieriiaitcts  a  glorioaf*  doom. 
Insult  with  careless  tread  our  undivided  imnb, 

XXX. 

**  Our  many  iboughts  and  deeds,  our  life  and  love^ 
Our  liflppirres^^  and  nil  thtit  wc  have  been* 
ImmoriuUy  musi  live,  Hnd  bum,  nnd  move. 
When  we  shall  be  noraore  j  the  world  hm  seen 
A  lype  of  pence ;  and  iis  !i.ome  most  serene 
And  lovely  spot  to  a  fwor  roanme's  eye^ 
Afi^r  long  yeai's»  some  sweet  and  moving  scene 
Of  yofithful  liope  returning  suddenly, 
Qutdlfi  bis  long  njndnc5s — ^ilms  man  shuU  remem- 
ber iliee. 

XX  XK 

**An<l  psilumny  meanwhile  shaJl  feed  on  ua. 
As  worms  devour  the  dead,  and  near  the  throne 


ne 
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Anij  at  the  altar,  most  accepted  thu^s 
Shnll  sneera  and  curses  be  i — wkil  we  have  doue 
None  ghall  dare  vout^hf  though  it  be  trulj  known ; 
That  record  sshall  r  rhea  they  tnnst  passi 

Who  built  ih«ir  prit  s  oblivion  ; 

And  tameT  in  bumiin  hieh  sculptured  was. 

Survive  the  perished  e  pf  unendjuring  brasfl. 


**  The  while  wre  two,  t         jd»  must  depart, 
AT)d  Sen.>^e  and  Reaf^o        ^t  enchnn tiers  fair* 
Whosie  wand  of  power  is  hope,  would  bid  the 

heart 
That  gazed  beyond  the  wormy  grave  despair : 
These  eyes,  these  lips,  this  blood,  seems  darkly 

there 
To  fade  in  hideous  ruin  ;  no  calm  sleep 
Peopling  with  golden  dreams  the  stagnant  air, 
Seems  our  obscure  and  rotting  eyes  to  steep 
In  joy  ; — but  senseless  death — a  ruin  dark  and 

deep! 

XXXIII. 

**  These  arc  blind  fancies.  Reason  cannot  know 
What  sense  can  neither  feel,  nor  thought  con- 
ceive ; 
There  is  delusion  in  the  world — and  woe, 
Ard  fear,  and  pain — we  know  not  whence  we 

live, 
Or  why,  or  how,  or  what  mule  Power  may  give 
Their  being  to  each  plant,  and  star,  and  beast. 
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Or  6ten  these  tboughts. — Come  near  ma  I  I  do 

weave 
A  chain  I  cannot  break— I  nm  possest 
With  thou  •rills  too  swift  and  slrong  for  one  lofie 
human  breast. 

XXXIV. 

'  Yesi,  yes — Uiy  kiss,  is  sweet,  ihy  lips  are  warm — 
01  wiilinj^ly»  beloved,  would  Uh-'sl*  eyea» 
Might  tbtij  no  moru  drink  be\n*r  It'oiu  thy  forni, 
Even  aa  to  sleep  whence  we  jiguin  arise 
Close  llieir  faint  orbs  in  dtmth,  1  fear  nor  prize 
Aught  that  can  now  betide^  unshared  by  !b<je. 
Yes;  love,  when  wlsUotn  fails,  makes  Cylhn* 

wise  J 
Darknciisi  and  death,  if  detiih  be  true,  raust  be 
Dearer  tiiun  life  and  hope,  if  uneirjoyed  with  thee. 

*  Alus !  our  tboughts  flow  on  with  stream  whose 
watera 

Return  not  to  theirfonntain — Earth  and  Heaven, 

The  Ocean  and  the  Sun,  the  clouds  their  daugh- 
ters, 

Winter,  ami  Spring,  and  Mora,  and  Koon,  and 
Even, — 

All  lliHi  we  are  or  know,  is  darkly  driven 

Towards  one  gulf. — Lt>!-~whnt  a  chEinge  ia 
come 

Sincti  I  lir^t  spake^ — but  lime  shall  be  forgiven 
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Thotigh  it  change  all  but  iliee  !  '*  Bbe  censed — 

ni gilt's  glotim 
Meanwhile  liud  fallen  ou  earth  from  the  akj^'asnil^ 
k'as  dome. 

I 

Though  she  Imd  &r  count cuaiice,  -jp- 

lifted 

To  heaven,  stiU  spo  kt  solemn  gWry  hright ; 

Her  dark  deep  ej'  Il^s,  whose  motions 

gifted 

The  atr  I  hey  breathed  whu  love,  her  lucks  tin- 
dight ; 

"  Fair  star  of  life  and  love,**  I  cried,  "  my  sours 
delight, 

Why  lookest  thou  on  the  crystalline  skies  ? 

O  that  my  spirit  were  yon  Heaven  of  night, 

Which  gazes  on  thee  with  its  thousand  eyes ! " 
She  turned  to  me  and  smiled — that  smile  was  Pa- 
radise 1 


CANTO    X. 

I. 

Was  there  a  human  spirit  in  the  steed, 

That  thus  with  his  proud  voice,  ere  night  was 

gone. 
He  broke  our  linked  rest?  or  do  iudeed 
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All  living  tUUi^  a  common  nature  own, 
And  tliouglu  ereet  a  universal  liii-ODt;. 
Wleiv  many  ahapts  one  tribute  evttf  bear? 
Ami  Ear[b,  J Lfir  mutual  mol her, tlcws  slit'  ^roan 
To  set*  litr  sons  contend?  and  makes  she  bare 
Her  brea^it,  thai  all  in  peace  its  dminless  stored 
may  stiare  ? 

II. 

I  have  heard  friendly  sounds  from  many  a  tongntj 
Wliich  wiu  not  hutnntt — liie  lone  nighiingale 
HiiL»  answered  me  with  ber  moat  soolliing  song, 
Out  of  Ivcr  ivy  howcr,  when  I   *!it  juile 
Willi  grief,  and  sighed  beneath  jfnjni  unmy udale 
The  antelopes  wlio  ilceked  Tor  food  have  spukeii 
Witli  huppy  sounds  and  motion^  lliat  avail 
Like  tnan'ii  own  speech;  and  such  wa^  now  the 

token 
Of  waning  night,  whose  calm  by  that  proud  neigh 

wasj  hi'oken. 

lit. 

Each  niglU,  that  mighty  steed  Iwre  mo  abnmd, 
And  I  returned  wiiii  food  to  our  reirejit. 
And  dark  intelltgence ;  the  blood  which  flowed 
Over  ihe  fit^lds,  had  i^tained  the  cour^er^s  feet, — 
Soon  the  dust  drinks?  that  bitter  dew, — then  meet 
The  vulture,  and  ihc  wild-ijug,  and  the  snake, 
The  wolf,  iind  tlie  liyiLnia  ^ruy,  and  eat 
The  dead  in  horrid  iruee :  ttii^ir  throngs  did  make 
Behind  Uia  ettied,  a  chastn  like  wavcj  in  a  6hip*(0 
wuke. 


m^ 
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IT* 

Fofj  from  the  utmost  realms  of  eartb^  emtio 

pouring 
The  hmided  silavea 
At  that  throned  tnmc 

wg 

Of  fire,  whose  floods  t 

In  liie  scorched  pfi^tu 

The  armiea  ot'thti  le; 

Their  tiles  of  steel  hi 


very  despot  sent 
tmons ;  like  the  roar- 


ild  deer  circumvent 
the  South  ;  so  bent 
kings  around 
ae  ; — the  eontmetiL 
Trernhleii,  as  with  a  zone  of  ruin  bound; 
Beueaih  their  feet,  the  sea  shook  with  their. iwviea* 
sound. 

V. 

From  every  nation  of  the  earth  they  came, 
The  multitude  of  moving  heartless  things, 
Whom  slaves  call  men  ;  obediently  they  came, 
Like  sheep  whom  from  the  fold  the  shepherd 

brings 
To  the  stall,  red  with  blood ;  their  many  kings 
Led  them,  thus  erring,  from  their  native  home ; 
Tartar  and  Frank,  and  millions  whom  the  wings 
Of  Indian  breezes  lull,  and  many  a  band 
The  Arctic  Anarch  sent,  and  Idumea's  sand. 


VI. 


Fertile  in  prodigies  and  lies ; — ^so  there 
Strange  natures  made  a  brotherhood  of  iU. 
The  desert  savage  ceased  to  grasp  in  fear 
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His  A«ian  shield  mid  bow^  wlien,  at  the  will 
Of  Europe's  iubllei'  son,  ihe  Ixilf  would  kill 
Some  6.lie()l(erd  jsiliing  dji  a  wvk  secure  ; 
But  smile?  ol'  woiidennii  joy  Ins  fac«  would  till. 
And  savage  sj m pal hy;  ilio^e  £.lavcs  i<»pui'e, 
E»cli  one  ihe  other  lliu:^  from  ill  la  ill  did  hjre. 

vu. 

For  tniitorou&ly  did  titat  fool  Tj-mni  robe 
His  countenance  tu  Vw&  ; — even  at  ilie  hour 
TfVhen  he  was  suaiched  froiu  deatl*,  ihen  o*er  ibe 

globe. 
With  secret  signs  from  tn&ny  a  mountain  tower, 
With  ftrnokt.'  1))'  ihiy^  and  fire  by  inght,  ihe  j>OAVcr 
Of  kings  and  priest  a,  those  duik  Luii-jjiiuiurs^ 
He  called  t — they  knew  his  cause  iheJr  own, 

tmd  gw'ore 
Like  wolveji  and  serpeuta  to  their  mutual  wara 
Strange  truet.',  with  many  n  rite  which  Earth  and 

Ileureu  abhors. 

VIII- 

Myriads  hnd  come — oiilLioiu  wei*e  on  their  way ; 
The  Tyrant  parsed,  surrounded  by  tht  afiiel 
Of  liirt'd  assassjivs,  throiig:h  Ihe  jtublic  way, 
Choked  with  his  country  s  dr>ud:^ — hti!i  routatepii 

reel 
On  the  fresh  blood — he  iJmileA.   '*  Ay,  r>ow  I  feel 
I  am  a  King  in  truth !""  he  fiaid»  and  took 
HU  royal  cte;it,  and  budt:  the  torturin«c  wh^^el 
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Be  brought,  artd  lire,  and  pincers,  unU  tha  book, 
And  aoorpiona !  ihiit  hb  soul  uii  iu»  reFt;u^&  iiugLt 
look. 


**  But  first,  go  aky  I. 
Tlio  victor  bands  ?  **  In 
Oi'  whom  tliti  v^  etikt^sl  w 
The  scales  of  victory  ] 
But  t Lose  within  tlio  wiilL^ 
The  explaiioo  for  hiii  brt 
Go  foHh,  »nd  »'i*£t<i  and 

give 

My  spofch,"  a  soldier  answered ; — ^  but  we  fear 
The  spirits  of  the  night,  and  morn  is  drawing  near ; 


, — Why  return 
"millions  ye L  live, 
le  word  might  turn 
let  none  survive 
ach  tifih  eihall  give 
rn  livre. — 
i"-^0  king,  for* 


X. 

"  For  we  were  shiying  still  without  remoi'se. 
And  now  that  dreadful  chief  beneath  my  hand 
Defenceless  lay,  when  on  a  hell-black  horse, 
An  angel  brijiht  as  day,  waving  a  brand 
Which  fla>hed    among    the   stars,   passed." — 

"  Dost  thou  stand 
Parleying  with  me,  thou  wretch  ?"  the  king  re- 
plied ; 
*  Slaves,biiid  him  to  the  wheel ;  and  of  this  band, 
Whoso  will  drag  that  woman  to  his  side 
That  scared  him  thus,  may  burn  his  dearest  foe 
beside ; 

XI. 

**  And  gold  and  glory  shall  be  his. — Go  forth  I** 
They  rushed  into  the  plain. — Loud  was  the  row 
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Of  llicir  careur:  Lbeborsemen  shook  ibe  carlh; 
The  wlit;cled  artilJery'd  ^peed  lh»  pavetueiil  lorei 
TLu  infuiiiry,  file  Hfiei-  file,  diti  pour 
Tlieir  clouds  on  the  tiimost  liillg.     Five  days 

they  slew 
AmoDg  tlie  wasted  Ji^lds  :  tUe  ^ixtli  saw  goiij 
SLream  tbroughthe  chy ;  on  iliuBiivutHh,  the  dew 
Df  sJaugliter  became  stiff  i  and  there  was  peace 

anew, — 

XII. 
Peace  in  ibe  Jesei't  fields  fmd  viiUif^es, 
Between  tlie  ghitted  bea*ita  and  mangled  dead  1 
Peace  in  ihe  sileni  streets  1  save  when  ihe  cries 
Uf  victiais,  to  their  fiery  judgment  led» 
Made  pale  iheir  voiceless  lips  who  seemed  to 

dread, 
Even  in  tbeir  dearest  kindred,  lost  »omc  tongue 
JJe  faiiLk-sa  to  the  fear  yet  uuhelrajed; 
Peaee  in  the  Tyrant'^  palace,  where  ihc  throng 
W^a$te  Ibe  triumphal  hottrs  in  ^estivu]  and  song  1 


XI J  t. 

Day  after  day  the  burning  sun  rolled  on 
Over  the  death-polluted  land  i — it  came 
Out  of  the  east  like  fire,  and  fiercely  shone 
A  lamp  of  Autumn,  ripening  with  its  fJiime 
The  few  looe  ears  of  corn  ; — the  sky  beeuine 
Stagnate  wiib  heat,  m  that  eaeh  cloud  atid  blast 
Languished  and  died;  the  thirsting  air  did  cluiia 
All  moi&lure, and  a  rotiiiig  vapour  pa^t 
^rom  the  unhuried  <lead,  invisible  and  fast. 


BU 
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I IV. 


First  Wnnt,  then  Pk^e,  cmne  on  Uit*  bea^te; 
I  heir  food 


Failed,  and  thej  drei 
Millions  on  milUons, 
Hiid  lurini,  or  who^  fi 
Had  track^Kl  tlie  host 
From  their  dark  dese 


hr^aiU  of  lu  decay* 
the  gi]:«(it  of  blood 
igiona  fur  away, 
^tival  array 
gRiint  and  waiting 


now 
Stalked  like  fell  shaa         lOng  their  perished 

prey ; 
In  their  green  eyes  a  strange  disease  did  glow; 
Tliey  sank  in  hideous  spasm,  or  pains  severe  and 

slow. 

XV. 

The  fish  were  poisoned  in  the  streams ;  the  birds 
In  the  green  woods  perished  ;  the  insect  race 
Was  withered  up ;    the  scattered  flocks  and 

hei-ds 
Who  had  survived  the  wild  beasts'  hungry  chase 
Died  moaning,  each  upon  the  other's  face 
In  helpless  agony  gazing ;  round  the  Gty 
All  night,  the  lean  hyaenas  their  sad  case 
Like  starving  infants  wailed — a  woful  ditty  : 
^nd  many  a  mother  wept,  pierced  with  unnatural 

pity. 

XVI. 

Amid  the  aerial  minarets  on  high, 
The  .Ethiopian  vultures  fluttering  fell 
From  their  long  line  of  brethren  in  the  skj, 
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StMrtUng  the  eoooourse  of  mankind. — Too  well 
TheiMi  stgii*  the  coming  mischief  did  foretell ; — 
Stmnge  panic  fii"*t,  a  deep  and  siekcuiug  dread 
Witbin  each  ituiirt,  like  ice,  did  sjink  tunl  dwell, 
A  voiceless  tlioagtit  of  evil,  which  did  apiund 
With  the  quick  ghince  of  eyes,  like  uilh^ring 
lightnings  i-lied- 

Day  after  day,  when  the  year  wanes,  the  fVostd 
Strip  its  gr*^en  crown  of  leavetj,  till  all  is  bare; 
So  on  those  strange  and  congregated  hoats 
Came  Famine,  a  swift  shadow,  and  the  air 
Groant.*d  with  the  burden  of  a  new  dr'spair; 
Famine,   than    whom    Misrule    no    deatilier 

daughter 
Ft^ede  fi'om  her  thousand  hrea^t-^  though  steep- 
ing there 
With  lidlcss  eyes,  lie  Faith,  and  Plague,  atid 
Sliiugliter,'— 
A  ghastly  brood,  conceived  of  Lethe's  sullen  water. 

xvtii. 
There  was  no  food;  the  corn  was  trampled  down, 
The  flocks  and  herds  had  perished;  on  tJio  shore 
The  dead  and  putrid  tish  were  ever  thrown  ; 
The  deeps  were  foodless,  and  the  wind:?  no  more 
Creaked  with  the  weight  of  birds,  hut,  as  before 
Those  winged  things  sprang  foith,  were  void 

of  shade ; 
VOL*  h  25 
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Tlie  v'mt'A  ftnJ  oii;1tai^t  Autumn's  golUf^n  store. 
Were  banicdi  so  ibat  tlte  meanest  fuoU  waa 


With  gold,  anU  Avari 


afure  ttie  god  it  made 


There  was  no  com 
AJlbu  t  Illicit  ill  trij 
Tht*y  w<:i*jlit*d  it .. 

fucc 
Was  fisted  in  eagc 


^  wide  tntirkcl-placQ 

Bcales — tind  many  a 

then :  Iii  3  gold 
The  mijser  brought;  tmoiMndtjr  raaid  grown  bold 
Through  hungfir,  hared  her  scorned  charms  la 

vain  ; 
The  mother  brought  her  eldest  bom,  controlled 
By  instinct  blind  as  love,  but  turned  again 
And  bade  her  infant  suck,  and  died  in  silent  pain. 


XX. 

Then  fell  blue  Plague  upon  the  race  of  man. 
"  O,  for  the  sheathed  steel,  so  late  which  gave 
Oblivion  to  the  dead,  when  the  streets  ran 
With  brothers'  blood  1  0,  that  the  earthquake's 

grave 
Would  gape,  or  Ocean  lift  its  stifling  wave  1 " 
Vain  cries — throughout  the  streets,  thousands 

pursued 
Each  by  his  fiery  torture,  howl  and  rave. 
Or  sit,  in  frenzy's  unimagiued  mood, 
Upon  fresh  heaps  of  dead — a  ghastly  multitude. 
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It  w{i3  HOI  hunger  now,  but  tliirst.     Each  well 
W;ia  choked  with  rotting  cor|Jse?,  and  beciiiiie 
A  caldron  of  gi-een  mist  madt;  visible 
At  sunrise.     Tbiiher  sttU  the  myriads  came* 
Seeking  to  quench  the  agony  of  the  ftame 
WIvicb  m^ed  like  poison  through  their  bursting 

veins ; 
Naked  ihey  were  from  (orlurei  without  ehame, 
Spotted  with  naraele^g  scara  and  lurid  bhdns, 
Childhood,  and  youth,  and  age,  wriihing  in  savage 

pains. 

It  wns  not  thit^t  but  madness  t  Many  mvr 
Their  own  lean  image  everywhere:  U  Wvtii 
A  gi»asllier  self  beside  ihum,  till  the  awe 
Of  that  di-ead  sight  to  seU-deslruction  sent 
Those  shrieking  vietiiDij;  some,  ere  life  W«S 

spent, 
Sought,  witli  a  horrid  sympathy,  to  sUed 
Contagion  on  the  sound;  ajiJ  otiiers  rent 
Their  mailed  hair,  and  cried  aloud,  "  We  tread 
On  fire !  the  avenging  Power  his  bell  on  earth 

haa  spread." 


XX  rn. 

Someilmes  the  living  by  the  dead  were  hid. 
Near  the  great  fountain  in  the  public  square, 
Wiiore  corpses  made  a  crumbling  pynmiid 


b 
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Under  the  sun,  was  heard  one  stilled  prayer 

For  life  in  the  bot  silence  of  tite  air ; 

And  strange  'twas,  'mid  that  hideous  heap  to  * 


Some  shrouded  in 

ig  And  golden  b^ilr, 

As  if  not  deadt  1 

iring  quietly, 

Like  forma  which  t 

carve,  then  lore  to 

agony. 

PI 

1 

iace  of  the  king : 

Famine  had  *.pare^ 

He  rioted  la  fesli' 

'hile, 

He  and  his  guard; 

ests ;  hut  Plague  did 

fling 

One  simdow  upon  alL     Fa 

inline  can  £mtle 

On  luai  who  brings  it  food,  and  pass,  with  guile 
Of  thankful  falsehood,  like  a  courtier  gray. 
The  house-dog  of  the  throne  ;  but  many  a  mile 
Comes  Plague,  a  winged  wolf,  who  loathes  alway 
The  garbage  and  the  scum  that  strangers  make  her 
prey. 

XXV. 

So,  near  the  throne,  amid  the  gorgeous  feast. 
Sheathed  in  resplendent  arms,  or  loosely  dight 
To  luxury,  ere  the  mockery  yet  had  ceased 
That  lingered  on  his  lips,  the  warrior's  might 
Was  loosened,  and  a  new  and  ghastlier  night 
In  dreams  of  frenzy  lapped  his  eyes  ;  he  fell 
Headlong,  or  with  stiff  eyeballs  sat  upright 
Among  the  guests,  or  raving  mad,  did  tell 
Strange  truths  ;  a  dying  seer  of  dark  oppression's 
hell. 
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The  Fntiees  and  tli©  Prkats  were  pal©  with 

tenor ; 
Tbat  monstrous  faith  wherewitli  ilmy  ruled 

man  kind 
Fell,  like  a  shaft  loosed  by  the  Ijowrnao'e  error, 
Oil  tiieir   own  hearts  j  iLey  gought  and  tbey 

could  tind 
No  t^fuge — 'twos  Lhti  htind  who  led  the  blind  I 
So,  through  the  dessoliitt^  streets  to  the  high  fane, 
The  many-tongued  and  endless  armies  wind 
lu  Slid  proces&ion  ;  eacli  lutiong  the  truin 
To  his  own  idol  lifts  U\s  suppUoations  vain. 

XXVI  I. 

*•  0  God!"  they   cried,  *'  we  know  our  secret 

pride 
Has  scorned  thee,  atul  tliy   woi-ship,  and  thy 

name ' 
Seeure  in  numan  power,  we  hare  defted 
Thy  fearful  might;  wb  lend  in  Rmr  and  8hain« 
Before  thy  presence ;  witlj  the  du?t  we  claim 
Kindred.     Be  naereiful,  O  King  of  Heaven  i 
Mo<i  juaily  have  wo  suflft'red  for  thy  faine 
Mudo  diin^  but  he  at  lettglh  onr  hin^  forgiven, 
Ere  to  despair  and  d«ath  tliy  worshlppei^  he  driven 

XXVI  n. 
•*  O  King  of  Glory  !  Thou  alone  hast  power  I 
Who  can  resist  thy  ivill?  who  can  restrain 
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Thj  wrnth,  when  on  the  guilty  iltou  dost  elmwer 
The  sliflfU  of  thy  reYcnge^ — a  hlislering  raJn  ? 
Great^t  and  best,  be  raemful  again  I 

}  enemies,  And  m.ide 
le  Heav«D»  a  &ne 
>ed  with  their  blood, 


Ha^e  we  nor  sta 
The  Earth  an  all. 
Where  tbon  wert 

and  kid 
rho«e  hearts  in  dust 

works  have  n 


rould  thj  seansJilMi 


**  Well  didft  thou  loc^en  on  this  iinpkHi?  Oit^^ 
Thine  angel*  of  n^vpngt? :  rcc^l  them  now. 
Thj  worshippers, abased,  here  koeel  for  pity, 
And  bind  their  souls  by  an  immortal  vow : 
We  swear  bj  thee  !   And  to  our  oath  do  thoa 
Give  sanction,  from  thine  hell  of  fiends  and 

flame, 
That  we  will  kill  with  fire  and  torments  slow 
The  last  of  those  who  mocked  thy  holy  name, 
And  scorned  the  sacred   laws  thy   prophets   did 
proclaim.** 

XXX. 

Thus  they  with  trembling  limbs  and  pallid  lips 
Worshipped  their  own  hearts'  image,  dim  and 

vast, 
Seared  by  the  shade  wherewith  they  would 

eclipse 
The  light  of  other  minds  ; — ^troubled  they  past 
From  the  great  Temple.    Fiercely  still  and  fitst 
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Thd  arrows  of  the  plague  among  tliem  fell, 
Ai)il  dii'y  on  one  another  gazed  agha.!St, 
AnrI  iluough  ihe  ho^re  corilt^nlton  wiM  bdV.ll, 
ki,  caeh  of  his  own  god  the  wondrous  works  did  telL 


And  Oromaste,  Joshua,  anil  Maliomef-, 
Mo.^cs,  and  Buddh,  Zerdusht,  and  Brahm,  and 

Fo, 
A  tomuh  of  !!ilrange  nanteflt  which  never  met 
Before,  as  waieh-woitU  of  a  single  woe, 
ArOiie.     Kaeh  i-aging  votary  'gjin  to  throw 
Atuflt  Ids  armed  hand.s  and  each  did  liowt 
"  Our  Gt>d  alone  U  God  I  "  and  ehiughlor  now 
Would  hriVL'  gone  forth,  when,  fi^om  benuath  a 

cowl, 
A  voice  eanie  forth,  which  pierced  like  ice  thit)ug1i 

every  soul. 

'Twtts  au  Ibtsriun  Priest  from  whom  it  came, 
A  zealous  man,  who  led  the  legioned  west 
With  wordn  which  fallh  and  pride  had  steeped 

in  Hame, 
To  quell  the  unl^elievers  j  a  dire  guest 
Even  to  his  friends  wjia  h<^,  i'or  in  his  brtnisl 
Did  hale  and  guile  lie  watchful,  intertwined, 
Twin  serpents  in  one  deep  and  winding  nest ; 
He  loathed  all  faith  be*lde  his  own,  ami  pined 
To  wrcnk  hi^  ffar  of  Heaven  in   vengeance  on 

maidund. 
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XXX  rn. 

But  mora  he  loatiied  nnd  hated  the  clear  light 


Of  wiadom  and  fiiei 
Lest,  kindled  once, 

night         • 
Even  wttere  lib  id* 
Did  many  a  heart  ii- 
That  faith  and  tyraT 
Man  J  a  pale  victim, 
The  murderer's  cell, 


[^  and  more  did  fenr^ 
IS  might  pierce  Ibe 

for  far  and  near 
e  ]eaj>  to  liCKvr 
e  tram  J  lied  down  ; 
3  for  truth  to  sliajre 
with  belpleas  j*nwj|. 
The  priests  his  children  drag  for  slaves  to  serrc 
their  own. 

XXXIV. 

He  dared  not  kill  the  infidels  with  fire 
Or  steeU  in  Europe  ;  the  slow  agonies 
Of  legal  torture  mocked  his  keen  desire  : 
So  he  made  truce  with  those  who  did  despise 
The  expiation,  and  the  sacrifice, 
That,  though  detested,  Islam's  kindred  creed 
Might  crush  for  him  those  deadlier  enemies  ; 
For  fear  of  God  did  in  his  bosom  breed 
A.  jealous  hate  of  roan,  an  unreposing  need. 

XXXV. 

"  Peace  !  Peace  !  "  he  cried,  "  When  \re  are 

dead,  the  Day 
Of  Judgment  comes,  and  all  shall  surely  know 
Whose  God  is  God ;  each  fearfully  shall  pay 
The  errors  of  his  faith  in  endless  woe  I 
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BuL  there  is  sent  a  mortal  vengeance  now 
On  earth,  because  nn  impious  rnce  liadspamed 
Him  whom  we  all  afiore,— a  si) bile   (be. 
By  whom  for  ye  lliU  drew!  reward  vira^ earned, 
And  kingly    tUi-one^^  which   ce^t  on   fuitU^  nigh 
overrurned, 

XXJEVI. 

*'  Think  ye,  because  we  weep,  and  kneel,  and 

irray, 
That  God  will  lull  ihe  pestilence?     It  ro^c 
K\Qt\  from  beneath  his  throne,  where,  many  a 

day 
llis  mr_'rcy  sootlied  it  io  a  dark  repose  : 
It  wnJk;S  upon  the  t;an)i  to  juilge  hid  fQe$t 
And  what  art  ihou  and  I,  thai  he  should  deig^Q 
To  curh  hist  ghflijily  minisicr,  or  close 
The  giilea  of  death,  ere  they  r«j:ceive  the  twain 
Who  t^hook  with  mortal  fipclb  his  undefended 

reign  ? 

xxxvit. 

"  Ay,  there  is  famine  in  the  gulf  of  bell, 
Its  giant  worms  of  fire  for  ever  yawn,^ — 
Their  lurid  eyes  are  on  tiA  I  Those  who  fell 
By  the  swift  shafts  of  pestilence  ere  dawn, 
Are  in  their  jaws '  They  hunger  for  the  e-pawn 
Of  Satan,  their  own  brethren,  who  were  sent 
To  make  our  souls  their  spoil*    See^  r>ee  I  lliey 
fawn 
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Like  dogs,  and  they  wiU  al^p  wrilb  loxQiy 
spent. 
When  tt«>s€  detested  hearts  tbnr  Irum  fsuig^  ba?« 
rent  I 

**  Our  Gotl  tntiy  lliei  'tiiljbtict  lo  al«ep. 

Pi!e  liigli  iht!  j>yre  iatioo  now  ! 

A  to  rest' 5  ^^\l  of  nhd  an  tlte  lieap 

Paur  rrnoiiioiis  g  Uicb  •uUeiUy  mtd 

When  louehml  by  ttu         l«iiU  tmm>  and  niellt 

»nd  flow. 

A  stream  of  clinging  (ire, — and  fix  on  high 
A  net  of  iron  and  spread  forth  below 
A  couch  of  snalvcs,  and  scorpions,  and  the  fry 
Of  centipeds  and  uonns,  e^irth's  hellish  progeny  ! 

XXXIX. 

"  Let  Laon  and  Laone  on  that  pyre, 

Linked  tight  with  burning  brass,  perish ! — tlien 

pray 
That,  with  this  sacrifice,  the  withering  ire 
Of   Ueaven  may  be  appeased.**     lie  ceased, 

and  they 
A  space  stood  silent,  as  far,  far  away 
The  echoes  of  his  voice  among  them  died ; 
And  he  knelt  down  upon  the  dust,  alway 
Muttering  the  curses  of  his  speechless  pride, 
Whilst  shame,  and  fear,  and  awe,  the  armies  did 

divide. 
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XL. 

Hb  voice  WM^  like  a  bList  that  burst  tbe  pertal 
or  fubltid  belt ;  Riid  as  he  spake,  each  one 
Saw  giipe  beneath  ibe  chasms  of  lira  inKnoi'tal^ 
AnJ  Hc'Aven  aboT«:  seemed  cloven,  wbere,  on  a, 

ibrane 
Girt  round  wUb  stoi-ms  and  sbadowsj  aat 

alone 
Tlieir  King  and  Judge.     Fear  killed  ia  every 

breasi 
All  natui-al  pity  then,  a  fear  unknown 
Bcfui*e;  nnd  with  an  inward  lire  potest* 
Tbcy  ra»(.'d  like  l)onielei3  beasts  whom  burning 

wuod^  invogt. 

XLI. 

*Twaa  mom, — At  noon  the  public  crier  went 

tbrrli, 
PfocLaitning  through  the  Living  and  (lie  dead, 
"The  Monarch  sailh  thai  his  grL>at  empire** 

worth 
Is  set  on  Laon  and  Luone'^  liead ; 
He  who  but  one  yet  living  here  can  lead, 
Or  who  the  life  fwm   both  tlieir  hfarta  ma 

wring. 
Shall  be  the  kingtloin*s  heir, — A  glorious  meed  I 
But  he  who  boih  alive  can  hither  bring, 
thu  Frtneess  sb;dl  ejspouae,  and  reign  an  equal 

Kins.'* 
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XL  II. 

Ere  night  tlie  pyre  was  piled^  the  net  of  inm 

Was  spreud  aboTC-  rful  couch  below ; 

Ii  overtopped  the  mt  did  enviroo 

That  f^pftcious  »q»nn  Fear  w  neircr  slow 

To  build  llie  thrones  ite,  her  mate  and  Tooi 

So,  she  scourged  fon  maniac  inultittide 

To  rear  this  pj  ramio—  iering  and  slow, 

Plngue-^tricken,  food)  ike  leiin  herds  pur^ 

Uy  gad- flies,  they  have  piled  the  hcailj^  and  gum^, 
and  wood. 

XLIII. 

Night  came,  a  starless  and  a  moonless  gloom. 
Until  the  dawn,  those  hosts  of  many  a  nation 
Stood  round  that  pile,  as  near  one  lover's  toaib 
Two  gentle  sijters  mourn  their  desolation ; 
And  in  the  silence  of  that  expectation, 
Was  heard  on  high  the  reptile's  hiss  and  crawl — 
It  was  so  deep,  save  when  the  devastation 
Of  the  swift  pest  with  fearful  interval, 
Marking  its  path  with  shrieks,  among  the  crowd 
would  fall. 

XLIV. 

Morn  came. — Among  those  sleepless  multitudes, 
Gladness,  and  Fear,  and  Plague,  and  Famine, 

still 
Heaped  corpse  on  corpse,  as  in  autumnal  woods 
The  frosts  of  many  a  wind  with  dead  leaves  fill 
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EartU'A  cold  and  sulhn  brooka.     In  silence  still 
Thepnie  survvvors  &tood;  ere  noon,  the  fear 
Of  Uc'l)  became  it  panic,  which  thd  kill 
Like  luinger  or  Ursease,  witU  wjiisficrs  ilreai'; 
A%*'  Hush  !  hurk  I  come  they  yet? — Ju^^i  Ueuven, 
tltine  hour  U  near  I " 

XLV. 

And  [jrk'Stit  rushed  through  llieir  rankis,  ^'oiue 

counterTeiting 
The  rage  Ihey  did  inspire,  some  mad  indeed 
Wiih  their  own  lies.     They  said  their  god  wm 

waiting 
To  see  his  enemies  writ  he,  and  burn,  and  bleed  ; 
And  thill,  till  I  hen,  llie  snakes  of  Hell  hud  need 
Of  human  souls.     Three  hundred  funiacea 
Boon  bicized  through  the  wide  City,  where,  with 

speed, 
Mt-n  brought  iheir  infidel  kindred  lo  appease 
Bod's  wrath,  and  while  they  bumed/knelt  round 

on  quivering  knees. 

XLVl. 

The  noontide  sun  was  darkened  with  that  smoke, 
The  winds  of  eve  dispersfd  those  iisIil'S  gray- 
Thii  roadnes?  which  these  riles  had  hilled,  avvokt; 
Again  at  sunset. ^ — Who  phull  dant  lo  sjiy 
The  deeds  wUirli  uight  nnd  fear  brought  forth, 

or  weigh 
In  balance  just  the  good  and  e\il  there? 


m 
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id  three  cbildren  then, 
ucli  runat  the  ej-«s  in 

JiJ  that  unholy  mcnt 
the  infidel  «Je»d, 


Ho  Dilglit  man's  deep  and  search le^  lieart  dis* 

And  ca6t  n  li^ht  on  lhos«dim  labyrinttis,  where 
Hapv,  nc.<Nr  imagined  cf  ~    sa,  i;3  struggling  with 
despair. 

3 

Tis  fiftid,  a  mother  at 
To  those  fierce  flam 

the  bead, 
And  laughed  and  died 
Feasting  like  fi<?nds  up 
LooIvlhI  from  iLeir  meal,  and  eaw  an  angt-l  tr^ad 
The  visible  floor  of  Heaven,  and  it  was  she  1 
And,  on  that  night,  one  without  doubt  or  dread 
Came  to  the  fire,  and  said,  "  Stop,  I  am  he ! 
Kill  me!  " — They  burned  them  both  with  hellish 

mockery. 

XLVIII. 

And,  one  by  one,  that  night,  young  maidens 

came, 
Beauteous  and  calm,  like  shapes  of  living  stone 
Clothed  in  the  light  of  dreams,  and  by  the  flame 
Which  shrunk  as  overgorged,  they  laid  them 

down, 
And  sung  a  low  sweet  song,  of  which  alone 
One  word  was  heard,  and  that  was  Liberty ; 
And  tliat  some  kissed  their  marble  feet,  with 

moan 
Like  love,  and  died,  and  (hen  that  they  did  die 
With  happy  smiles,  which  sunk  in  white  tran- 
quillity. 


I 
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CANTO     XI. 
I. 

Hhe  saw  me  not — she  beard  me  not — aloue 
Upon  the  mountain's  dizzy  brink  she  stood ; 
She  spake  not,  breathed  not,  moved  not — there 

was  thrown 
Over  her  look,  the  shadow  of  a  mood 
Which  only  clothes  the  heart  in  solitude, 
A  thought  of  voiceless  death. — She  stood  alona 
Above,  the  Heavens  were  spread; — below,  tho 

flood 
Was  murmuring  in  its  caves ; — the  wind  had 
blown 
Her  hair  apart,  through  which  her  eyes  and  fore- 
head shone. 

II. 

A  cloud  was  hanging  o'er  the  western  mountains ; 

Before  its  blue  and  moveless  depth  were  flying 

Gray  mists  poured  forth  from  the  unresting 
fountains 

Of  darkness  in  the  North : — the  day  was  dy- 
ing:— 

Sudden,  the  sun  shone  forth  ;  its  beams  were 
lying 

Like  boiling  gold  on  Ocean,  strange  to  see, 

And  on  the  shattered  vapours,  which,  defying 
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The  power  of  liglit  In  vain,  lossed  rei^tleselj 
[n  the  red  Heaven^  like  u'reuLi  in  a  tumpestuou^ 


It  was  ft  stream  bcmmg,  wUose  bank 

On  eitlier  side  by  i  id*a  cleft  was  made  ; 

Aud  wliera  it*  cli.  t  flood  of  glory  dnutk] 

lis  wave*  gushed  i  fire»  und,  us  il* swayed 

By  some  m  ute  ten  led  on  fur.    The  siia4o 

Of  (ler  bright  imi  sd  on  the  river 

Of  liquid  Ug]xtj  w  i  did  end  and  fad&^> 
Her  radiant  shapij  «,.  -     ts  verge  did  shiver ; 

Alotl^  her  flowing  hair  like  strings  of  £ume  did 
quiver. 

IV. 

I  stood  beside  her,  but  she  saw  me  not — 
She  looked  upon  the  sea,  and  skies,  and  earth. 
Rapture,  and  love,  and  admiration,  wrought 
A  passion  deeper  far  than  tears,  or  mirth, 
Or  speech,  or  gesture,  or  whate'er  has  birih  . 
From  common  joy  ;  which,  with  the  speechless 

feeling 
That  led  her  there,  united,  and  shot  forth 
From  her  far  eyes,  a  light  of  deep  revealing, 
AH  but  her  dearest  self  from  my  regard  concealing. 

V. 

Her  lips  were  parted,  and  the  measured  breath 
Was  now  heard  there ; — her  dark  and  intricate 
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Orb  within  ocfky  deeper  than  »leep  or  death, 
Absofhed  the  glories  of  the  baming  skies, 
Whidb,  mingling  wiih  her  heart's  deep  ecstasi««, 
Barst  from  her  looks  and  gestures ;  and  a  light 
Of  liqaid  tendemesdi.  like  love,  did  n$e 
Fnxn  her  wIm^  frame, — an  atmosphere  wbich 
quite 
Amjed  her  in  its  beams,  tremuloos  and  soft  and 
brighL 

YI. 

She  would  hare  clasped  me  to  her  glowing 

frame; 
Those  warm  and  odorous  lips  might  soon  have 

shed 
On  mine  the  fragrance  and  the  invisible  flame 
Which  now  the  cold  wind  stole; — she  would 

have  laid 
U[M>n  mj  languid  heart  her  dearest  bead ; 
I  might  have  heard  her  voice,  tender  and  sweet ; 
Her  eyes  mingling  with  mine,  might  soon  bave 

fed 
Mj  soul  with  their  own  joj. — One  moment  yet 
I  gazed — we  parted  then,  never  again  to  meet  1 

VII. 

Never  but  once  to  meet  on  earth  again  ! 
She  heard  me  as  I  fled — her  eager  tone 
Sank  pn  my  heart,  and  almost  wove  a  chain 
Around  my  will  to  link  it  with  her  own. 
So  that  my  stem  resolve  was  almost  gone. 
VOL.  L  26 


^  1  cannot  rin\ch  thee  1  whitlttir  dcMt  thou  flj-  ? 
My  »leps  are  fiiint. — G>uie  bock,  ibuu  dearest 

Bt^tuin,  ah  me  I  return  I  ^'  Xhu  wind  ptiAsed  by 

On  which  iho^e  tu^^enta  died,  iajut,  fur^  Jkiid  liug^r^ 

i»gly. 

vin. 

Woe  1  woe  !  that  moonless  mldnighU — Waitt 

luid  Pest 
Wtro  horrible,  hut  one  more  fell  ^otli  rutstr^ 
As  in  a  hydra's!  gfyarmiiig  lair,  its  crest 
Eminent  among  those  vJctiras^ — even  the  fear 
Of  Hell ;  each  gilt  by  the  hot  atmos-phere 
Of  his  blind  agony,  like  a  scorpion  stmig 
By  his  own  rage  upon  his  burning  bier 
Of  circling  coals  of  fire  ;  but  still  there  clung 
One  hope,  like  a  keen  sword  on  starting  threads 

uphung : 

IX. 

Not  death— death  was  no  more  refuge  or  rest ; 
Not  life — it  was  despair  to  be  ! — ^not  sleep, 
For  fiends  and  chasms  of  fire  had  dispossessed 
All  natural  dreams  ;  to  wake  was  not  to  weep, 
But  to  gaze  mad  and  pallid,  at  the  leap 
To  which  the  Future,  like  a  snaky  scourge. 
Or  like  some  tyrant's  eye,  which  aye  doth  keep 
Its  withering  beam  upon  its  slaves,  did  urge 
Their  steps : — they  heard  the  roar  of  IXeU's 
sulphureous  surge. 
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X. 

Each  of  that  multitude  alone,  and  lost 
To  sense  of  outward  things,  one  hope  yet  knew ; 
As  on  a  foam-girt  crag  some  seaman  tost 
Stares  at  the  rising  tide,  or  like  the  crew 
Whilst  now  the  ship  is  splitting  through  and 

through. 
Each,  if  the  tramp  of  a  far  steed  was  heard, 
Started  from  sick  despair,  or  if  there  flew 
One  murmur  on  the  wind,  or  if  some  word 
Which  none  can  gather  yet,  the  distant  crowd 

has  stirred. 

XI. 

Why  became  cheeks,  wan  with  the  kiss  of  death, 
Paler  from  hope  ?  they  had  sustained  despair. 
WTiy  watched  those  myriads  with  suspended 

breath 
Sleepless  a  second  night?  they  are  not  here, 
The  victims  ;  and  hour  by  hour,  a  vision  drear, 
Warm  corpses  fall  upon  the  clay-cold  dead  ; 
And  even  in  death  their  lips  are  writhed  with 

fear. 
Tho  crowd  is  mute  and  moveless  —  overhead 
Silent  Arcturus  shines —  Ha !  hearst  thou  not  the 

tread 

XII. 

Of  rushing  feet  ?  laughter  ?  the  shout,  the  scream 
Of  triumph  not  to  be  contained  ?     See  I  hark  I 


They  trom^,  they  oome !  gtve  wny  I  AJfts,  jr« 

deem 
FaUely — 'ti*  but  a  crowd  of  maniacs  smrk 
Driven,  like  a  iroop  of  ^p^treSf  thratigh  the 

dark 
From  the  choked  well,  whence  &  bright  deatb- 

fire  sprung, 
A  lurid  earth-atar,  whicb  dropped  mnny  a  spark 
From  its  blue  traiiir  and  $|>readrng  widtilj,  clung 
To  ihetr  wild  hair,  like  laidt  the  topmost  piiiea 

among, 

■  xni. 

And  many,  from  the  crowd  collected  there, 
Joined  that  strange  dance  in  fearful  sympathies ; 
There  was  the  silence  of  a  long  despair, 
When  the  last  echo  of  those  terrible  cries 
Came  from  a  distant  street,  like  agonies 
Stifled  afar. — Before  the  Tyrant's  throne 
A.11  night  his  aged  Senate  sat,  their  eyes 
In  stony  expectation  fixed ;  when  one 
Hidden  before  them  stood,  a  Stranger  and  alone. 

XIV. 

Dark  priests  and  haughty  warriors  gazed  on 

him 
With  baffled  wonder,  for  a  hermit's  vest 
Concealed  his  face  ;  but  when  he  spake,  his  tone, 
Ere  yet  the  matter  did  their  thoughts  arrest, 
Earnest,  benignant,  calm,  as  from  a  breast 
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Vuid  of  all  bate  or  tttrror^  mnde  tliem  ^art ; 
For  as  with  gentle  accents  he  addressed 

His  speecli  la  them,  on  each  unvvilling  haiirt 
[Juusual  awe  did  ikW — n  spirit-qtit'liing  Uurt, 

XV. 

**  Ye  Princes  of  the  Kurlbf  ye  ait  nghasl 
Amid  tho  ruin  wliicli  yourselves  have  nwide; 
Yed,  De-eiolutiatii  liysird  your  trumpet**  blast* 
And  sprang  from  »lccp  I — dark  Terror  has 

obeyed 
Your  bidding, — O  thnt  I,  whom  ye  hnve  made 
Your  fo<*,  could  ael  my  den  rest  enemy  fr«e 
From  pain  and  fe.irl  hut  evil  cJiat:?  a  shade 
Whivb  c^innot  pass  so  soon,  and  Hate  must  be 
The  nurse  and  parent  still  of  an  ill  pi'Ogeny. 

**  Yc  turn  to  Heaven  for  aid  in  your  distress  j 
Alas,  that  ye,  tlie  mighty  and  the  wise. 
Who,  if  ye  dared »  mij^bt  nol  aspire  to  lejs* 
Than  ye  conceive  of  power,  »bonld  fear  tbe 

lies 
Which  thou,  and  thou,  didsl  frame  for  mysteries 
To  blirifl  your  slaves: — consider  your  own 

thought ; 
An  empty  and  a  cruel  sacrinice 
Ye  now  prepare,  fur  a  vain  idol  wrougbl 
Uut  of  the  fears  and  bale  which  vain  desires  have 

brought. 
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xvn. 
•*  Ye  seek  for  happiness — alas  the  di^  I 
T©  Sud  \t  not  in  luxury  nor  iii  gold, 
Kor  in  the  fanae^  nor  in  the  envied  sway 
For  which}  0  wiHing  alavea  to  Custom  oU, 
Sever©  task-mistrcfss  T  ye  your  hearts  have  Mild 
Ye  Bet'k  for  peace,  and  when  ye  tiie^  to  dream 
No  evil  dreams  ;  all  mortal  things  are  cold 
And  senseless  then.     If  aught  survive,  I  dc*f«i 
U  mugt  he  love  and  joy,  for  I  hey  immortal  seem, 

xtin. 

"  Fear  not  the  future,  weep  not  for  the  past. 
Oh,  could  I  win  your  ears  to  dare  be  now 
Glorious,  and  great,  and  calm !  that  ye  would 

cast 
Into  the  dust  those  symbols  of  your  woe, 
Purple,  and  gold,  and  steel !    that  ye  would  go 
Proclaiming  to  the  nations  whence  ye  came, 
That  Want,  and  Plague,  and  Fear,  from  slavery 

flow  ; 
And  that  mankind  is  free,  and  that  the  shame 
Of  royalty  and  faith  is  lost  in  freedom's  fame. 

XIX. 

"  If  thus  'tis  well  — if  not,  I  come  to  say 
That  Laon — ."      While  the  stranger  spoke, 

among 
The  Council  sudden  tumult  and  affray 
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Arose,  for  many  of  those  warnoi^  young 
Had  on  lib  eloqtiunt  accents  fed  iind  hung 
Likd  beea  on  tttoun Iain-flowers  !  tliey  knew  the 

truth. 
And  from  their  throne*  in  viiidication  i^prung ; 
The  men  of  faith  mid  Ihvv  lUen  wilhotit  ruth 
Drew  foiili  thdr  secrt^t  steel,  and  atahbud  e«cb 
ardent  jouth. 

Thvj  stahiied  them  in  the   back  and  sneered. 

A  slave 
Who  stood  buhind  the  throne,  tbo«o  corfv^es  drew 

Eat'h  to  its  bloody^  dark,  and  seerel  gnivo  j 
And  one  more  daring  raised  his  steel  anew 
To  pierce  the  stranger  t  *•  What  bust  tliou  to  do 
With  me,  poor  wretoh  ?  " — Calm,  eolemn,  and 

si'vere^ 
That  voice  unstrung  his  sinews,  and  be-  threw 
Ilia  dagger  on  the  ground^  «nd  pule  with  fear, 
Bat  silently — ^his  voice  then  did  the  Strungcr  rear. 

X3U* 
"It  doth  avail  not  that  I  weep  for  yes 
Ye  cannot  chan;jjo,  since  je  are  old  and  gray, 
And  jo  liave  cho(>icn  your  lot — ^your  thmti  must  bu 
A  book  of  blood,  whence  in  a  milder  day 
Men  f>ha11  lenrn  irnth.  when  ye  are  wrapt  in  day 
Now  ye  shall  triumphs     I  am  Laon's  iViend, 
And  him  to  your  revenge  will  I  betray, 
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So  yc  concede  one  casj  boon.     Attend  ! 
For  uow  I  speak  of  ihiuga  whicli  je  cao  apprehaad, 


•*  There  is  a  people  in  its  youth, 

A  land  bejoiid  the  (  of  the  West, 

Where,  though  with  t  rites,  Freedom  and 

Truth 
Are  worshi pped ;  from        n-ious  mother's  breast 
WTuo,  since  high  A  ill,  amoi»g  the  rest 

Sat  like  the  Queen  oi       tions,  but  in  woe. 
By  inhr(;d  tnonMer*  outraged  and  oppressed. 
Turns  to  her  chainless  child  for  succour  now, 
A.Dd  draws  the  milk  of  power  in  Wisdom's  fullest 

flow. 

XXIII. 

"  This  land  is  like  an  eagle,  whose  young  gaze 
Feeds  on  the  noontide  beam,  whose  golden  plume 
Floats  moveless  on  the  storm,  and  in  the  blaze 
Of  sunrise  gleams  when  earth  is  wrapt  in 

gloom ; 
An  epitaph  of  glory  for  the  tomb 
Of  murdered  Europe  may  thy  fame  be  made. 
Great  People !     As   the  sands  shalt  thou  be- 

come  ; 
Thy  growth  is  switt  as  morn,  when  night  must 

fade ; 
The  multitudinous  Earth  shall  sleep  beneath  thy 

shade. 
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xxnr, 
**yei5,  in  ihe  desert  ihere  is  built  a  home 
For  Freedom.     Getiiiig  h  m(v}n  stroog  to  rtar 
'I'he  inonimmiit:^  of  mun  bcnuuth  t!ie  dome* 
Of  a  new  heiiven  i  myriads  iisauuiblu  tUere, 
Whom  tlie  proud  lords  of  miiti^  in  ra^  or  fenri 
Drivti  fi-oiu  tbuir  wtisled  homes.    Tke  liooa  1 

pmy 
Utbis, — tliat  Cyibtm  slinll  be  coiKoyed  tliurc, — 
Nay»  start  not  at  the  name — Amerlt-al 
And  thcu  tu  yuu  ibl^  nigbt  Laon  wtU  X  betru)-. 

"  With  me  do  what  ye  will.     I  nni  your  foe  I " 

Tiie  ligbt  of  such  a  joy  as  makes  lUe  *lare 
Of  Iiuir'jry  snakes  like  living  emerHld*  glow» 
Shone  in  a  liuudred  bumao  eyes. — "  Where, 

where 
Is  LiioQ?  haste  !  fly  !  drag  him  swiftly  berel 
We  grunt  I  by  boon," — "■  I  put  no  trust  in  ye, 
Swear  by  tbe  Power  ye  dread," — "^  We  swear, 

we  flwear  I  " 
The  Stnmger  threw  hia  vest  biK-k  suddenly, 
And  smiled  in  gentle  pride,  ai^d  said,  "Lo!  I  am 

he!" 


Tbb  Iraoftport  of  a  Berce  and  monstrous  ghA- 

Spretid  ihtiougU  the  muUltudmous  street^  £ast 

tlying 
Upon  the  winds  of  fear ;  from  hb  duIJ  madnesa 
The  stiirvcling waked, and  dki3  mjoy  ;  tbedying, 

Among  tliu  corpses  ia  stark  agony  lying. 
Just  heard  the  happy  tidings,  and  in  hope 
Closed  their  faint  eyes ;  from  bouse  to  house 

replying 
With  loud  acclaim,  the  living  shook  Ileareii'd 
cope, 
And  filled  the  startled  Earth  with  echoe^s :    mora 
did  ope 

II. 

Its  pale  eyes  then  ;  and  lo  !  the  long  array 
Of  guards  in  golden  arms,  and  priests  beside. 
Singing  their  bloody  hymns,  whose  garbs  betray 
The  blackness  of  the  faith  it  seems  to  hide  ; 
And  see,  the  Tyrant's  gem-wrought  chariot  glide 
Among  the  gloomy  cowls  and  glittering  spears — 
A  shape  of  light  is  sitting  by  his  side, 
A  child  most  beautiful.     I'  the  midst  appears 
Laon — exempt  alone  from  mortal  hopes  and  fearf, 


TBF.  AETOLT  OF   tSLAH.  411 


til, 

Hb  hi-aJ  or  ill  feet  ore  bare,  bis  liAntis  nre  bound 
B*5liinil  witli  heavy  chnini*,  jet  none  do  wreak 
Their  scoffs  on  bim,  tbougb   myrittds  Ihrong 

around ; 
There  are  no  sneers  upon  Uis  lip  whidi  speak 
TJiat  scorn  or  hate  \%m  made  him  bold ;  bia 

cbeek 
E«is»olve  bus  not  larned  pale, — his  eyes  are  oiild 
And  cnlni,  and  like  the  mrjrn  about  to  break, 
Smile  on  mankind — bis  heart  sceniis  reeoneUed 
to  u\]  things  and  itselff  like  a  reposing  chtldr 

IV. 

Tumuli  was  in  llie  uoiil  of  all  beafde, 
III  joy»  or  doubt»  or  ft-ar  ;  but  ihodie  who  saw 
Their  tranquil  victim  paa*,  felt  wondwr  glide 
Into  their  brain,  and  became  calm  with  awe, — 
Beet,  the  t^low  piigeunl  near  i\\e  pllu  dolEi  draw. 
A  thousand  tgrcbeiS  in  the  3|vadotts  square, 
Borne  by  the  ready  slaves  of  rulhltiss  law. 
Await  the  signal  round :  the  morning  fair 
b  changtd  to  a  dim  night  by  that  unnatural  glare 

V, 

And  see  1  beneath  a  sun-brigbt  canopy, 
Upon  a  i>lalfbrrn  level  with  the  pile, 
The  anxious  Tyrant  sit,  enthroned  on  bigh» 
Girt  by  ibe  chieftains  of  the  bast     All  emik 


In  cxp^cUtio)^,  but  one  child  ;  ttie  wfaHfl 
I,  Ljiot),  ted  by  mutes,  o^^iid  my  bier 
or  iire,  and  look  around.     Each  distant  bte 
Is  dark  in  ihe  b"-"*-*  -^—^^  j  towers  far  aod  neat 
Pierce  like  repo^u  »  the  trt'tnulaus  atnw^ 

sphere* 


tIti*oug1i  the  Lost,  as 
ug  on  some  populous 


There  was  such 

when 
An  earthquake, 

town. 
Has  crushed  ten  tnu      id  with  one  tread,  and 

men 
Expect  the  second ;  all  were  mute  but  one. 
That  fairest  child,  who,  b<»ld  with  love,  alone 
Stood  up  before  the  king,  without  avail, 
Pleading  for  Lsion's  life — her  stifled  groan 
Was  heard — she  trembled  like  an  aspen  pale 
Among  the  gloomy  pines  of  a  Norwegian  vale. 

VII. 

What  were  his  thoughts  linked  in  the  morning 

sun, 
Among  those  reptiles,  stingless  with  delay, 
Even  like  ti  tyrant's  wrath  ? — The  signal-gun 
Roared — hark,  again  !    In  that  dread  pause  he 

lay 
As  in  a  quiet  dream — the  slaves  obey ; 
A  thousand  torches  drop, — and  hark,  the  last 
Bursts  on  that  awful  silence.     Far  away 
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4ia 


Millions,  with  hearts  ibat  beat  bclh  loud  and 
fustr 
Watch  for  the  springmg  flame  expectant  and 

VIII. 

Tliey  fly— thtj  toi-ches  fall — a  cry  of  fear 
Has  sUirtled  ibe  triumpliaot  J — ihey  reet'dtsl 
For  t^re  tl(«  caunoii's  roiir  lias  died,  ihey  hoar 
Tlte  trninp  of  hoofa  like  earthquake,  and  a 

steed 
Dark  and  t^ignntic,  with  a  tempesfi  speed, 
Bursts  through   their  ranks:   a  vroman  rita 

thereoti, 
Fftirer  it  seems  ihan  auglst  that  earth  can  breed, 
Calm,  radian L,  like  the  phiinlom  of  the  Jawn» 
6l  spirit  from  the  eavet  of  daj-light  WitTideriag 

gone. 


All  thoiighl  h  was  God's  Angel  coiae  to  sweep 
The  lingL'ring  guilty  to  their  fiery  grave ; 
The  tynuit  from  his  throne  in  dread  did  h-ap,^ — 
Her  fnnoeeniie  his  child  frc»ra  fear  did  save, 
Scarc<l  by  the  faith  they  fetgited»  each  priestly 

slave 
Knell  for  his  mercy  whom  ihey  served  with 

blood, 
And,  like  the  refluence  of  a  mighty  wave 
Sueked  Into  the  loud  sea,  the  inullitude 
Wifh  crushing  paniCf  fled  in  terror's  altered 

mood. 


They  p«use»  they  blush,  tlwy  gnse ;  a  gntbering 

Bhout 
BnM£  liko  one 

gt  roams 
Of  a  toin[>&<ifuoii 
One  check H»  vrl 
Fell  awfl  from  gnii 
or  his  rent  heart  ) 
ILid  ,sear«d  with  bli* 
TImt  he  is  whff,  who*« 


-that  «T>dden  rout 
'  iti  bb  mllile^t  dre^anis 
loveliness,  lh*i  Beaau 
il  anr\  eoM  a  creed 
g  ice — but  he  roisdeema 
v'oimrl^  do  only  bleed 
Inly  fbr  self;  thus  (Ijotjght  lite  Iberhui  Priest  in- 
dt-ed  ; 

XI. 

And  others,  too,  thoiiglit  he  was  wise  to  see, 
In  pain,  and  fear,  and  hate,  something  divine ; 
In  love  and  beauty — no  divinity! — 
Now  with  a  bitter  smile,  whose  light  did  shine 
Like  a  fiend's  hope  upon  his  lips  and  eyne, 
He  said,  and  the  persuasion  of  that  sneer 
Rallied  his  trembling  comrades — "  It  is  mine 
To  stand  alone,  when  kings  and  soldiers  fear 
A.  woman  ?  Heaven   has  sent  its  other  victim 
here." 

XII. 

"Were  it  not  impious,"  said  the  King,  "  to  break 
Our  holy  oath  ?" — "  Impious  to  keep  it,  say !  " 
Shrieked  the  exulting  Priest: — "  Slaves,  to  thf 
stake 
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Bind  her,  and  on  my  liearl  the  burthtn  }ny 
or  her  jn*t  formfnts  t — at  the  Jutlj^ruieiit  Day 
Will  I  s-tand  up  befuri}  ih«  golden  throne 
Of  Ilettven,  «nd  cry,  To  theol  did  hetniy 
An  infidel!  but  tor  me  she  would  have  knotm 
Another    rnoment'g  joy! — ^ihe  glory  be  Uiroe 
own." 

XIII. 

They  trembled,  but  replied  not,  nor  obeyed, 
Pftij.<in.g  in  breiitliless  silence,     Cytlina  sprung 
From  hor  gignniic  steed,  who,  like  a  shiide 
Chased  by  the  winds.  Uios6  vacant  streets 

among 
Fled  tiimeks^  a&  the  brazen  rein  she  flung 
Upon  his  neck,  and  kiased  hia  mooned  brow. 
A  pireoua  sight,  that  one  so  fair  and  young, 
The  clasp  of  such  a  feaiful  dcatli  ftlioufd  woo 
With  smiles  of  tender  joy  oa  beamed  from  Cytlma 

now. 

XIV. 

Tiie  warm  tears  burst  in  spite  of  f^ith  and  fear, 
From  many  a  Iremulous  eye,  but*  like  stift  dews 
Which  feed  spring's  earliest  bnda,  hung  galber- 

ed  thtsre. 
Frozen  by  doubt, — alas!  they  could  not.  choose 
But  weep ;  for  when  her  faint  limbs  did  refuse 
To  climb  the  pyre,  upon  the  motes  she  smiled  j 
And  with  her  eloquent  gestures,,  luid  the  hues 
Of  her  quick  lips,  even  as  a  weary  child 
Wine  sleep  from  some  fond  uurse  with  iti  caresaae 
mild, 


She  won  them,  though  ut» willing,  her  to  bJn^ 
**  ko  '*        tiike«,     Wlien  then  hat] 


wns  most  thrill  I  ng:  klr>d, 
nothing  then  we  »uid, 
jr*s  countennne^  fed 
;  tlie  mighty  veil 
living  and  the  dead 
rid  grew  dim  and  [>ale^— 
ftrih  beside  our  lore  did 


But  each  upon  ■ 

IrfOok.i!  rtf  insnt 
AVliich  HfJtli  di 
Was  alxooat  ren 
All  light  in  Hejiven  mi 
fail.— 

xvr. 

Yet  — yet — one  brief  relapse,  like  the  last  beam 
Of  dying  flames,  the  stainless  air  around 
Hung  silent  and  serent*. — A  blood-red  gleam 
Burst  upwards,  hurling  fiercely  from  the  ground 
The  globed  smoke. — I  heard  the  mighty  sound 
Of  its  uprise,  like  a  tempestuous  ocan  ; 
And,  through  its  chasms  I  saw,  as  in  aswound, 
The  Tyrant's  child  fall  without  life  or  motion 
Before    his    throne,   subdued   by   some   unseen 
emotion. 


XVII. 


And  is  this  death  ?    The  pyre  has  disappeared, 
The  Pestilence,  the  Tyrant,  and  the  throng; 
The  flames  grow  silent — slowly  there  is  heard 
The  music  of  a  breath-suspending  song. 
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Whkhf  like  the  kiss  of  love  when  life  m  young, 
Steeps  tKe  faint  eyes  in   darkntiss  sweet  and 

rJeep; 
Willi  eTfer-cbanging  notes  it  floats  along. 
Till  on  tny  passive  soul  ihure  seem*-*!  (o  creep 
4  melodj-^  like  waves  on  wmikl^idstinds  llmt  teap< 

XVIII* 

Tlio  warm  touoli  of  a  soft  and  Iretmilous  band 
Wakened  ine  then ;  lo,  Cyihna  sat  i*oclined 
Beside  roe,  on  the  waved  and  gotflen  sand 
Of  a  ckar  pool,  upon  a  hjink  o'ectwined 
With  Strang*;  and  gtar-bright  flowerSj  which  to 

the  wind 
Brtsnlhed  divine  odour  ;  high  above  was  spread 
Tlie  emi-U'iild  henven  of  trees  of  unknown  kind, 
Whfwe  moonlike  blooms  and  bright  trail  over^ 

head 
A  shadow,  which  was  light,  upon  the  waters  shed. 

XIX. 

And  round  about  sloptnl  many  a  lavtrny  monntain 
With  incense-bearinjj  foresl<s,  and  vast  caves 
Of  o:iarhle  iwlinnce  to  !hat  mighty  fonntuin ; 
And  where    the  flood  ila  own  bright  nrnrgln 

lavea* 
Tlieir  echoes  talk  with  its  eternal  waves, 
Wiiich,  from  the  depths  whose  jugged  cavenis 

breed 
Their  un  re  posing  strife,  \t\tf\A  and  heaves, 
VOL.  t.  27 
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Till  tftrougb  u  chasm  of  UUU  tttejr  roll,  and  feed 
A  rirer  tltep,  wliicli  flies  with  smooth  Uut  «rr(»«y 
speed. 


M  V0  «at  gaxin 
A  boat  approftcl 
Along  tliti  U'nvcs, 
iL^i  rajiid  keel— a 
A  cbild  vvJtU  silv« 
Tbut  us  her  b»rfc 
The  shadow  of  th( 
Light,  tL^  from  sfitan^ 


ance  of  wondor* 
)e  by  the  musical  air 
ungaiid  sparkled  imde* 
1  shjipe  sat  tbf^re, 
ng  witigia,  eo  fuir^ 
rough  the  wutt'i-ia  glldoi 
ring  waves  did  wear 
ams  :  fi^m  side  to  »ide 


While  veering  to  the  wind,  her  plumes  the  hark 
did  guide. 

XXI. 

The  boat  was  one  curved  shell  of  hollow  pearl, 
Almost  translucent  with  the  light  divine 
Of  her  within  ;  the  prow  and  stern  did  curl, 
Horned  on  high,  like  the  young  moon  supine. 
When,  o'er  dim  twilight  mountains  dark  with 

pine, 
It  floats  upon  the  sunset's  sea  of  beams, 
Whose  golden  waves  in  many  a  purple  line 
Fade   fast,    till,   borne   on   sunlight's   ebbing 

streams. 
Dilating,    on    earth's  verge   the   sunken    meteor 

gleams. 


Its  keel  has  struck  the  sands  beside  our  feet  ;— 
Then  Cythna  turned  to  me,  and  from  her  eyes 
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Which  swam  with  tmehed  temrs^  a  lodk  more 

sweet 
Than  happy  love,  a  wild  and  gia<l  surprise, 
Glanced  as  s!ie  spnke ;  "  Ay,  litis  is  Parndiae 
Aud  nut  a  dream^  and  we  ure  nil  united  f 
Ld,  (hut  is  mine  owu  child,  wha,  in  the  guise 
Of  madness,  came  like  day  to  one  benighted 
in  lonusome  wowla :  my  U«iirt  h  now  too   Wiell 
requited ! " 

xxui. 

And  then  she  wept  abud,  and  in  htT  arms 
Clasi^ed  that   bright  Shape,  less  marvelluusly 

fiur 
Than  her  own  human  hues  and  Uvtn^  charms  \ 
Wldch,  Ha  she  lejaned  in  passion's  «ilei)c«  there. 
Breathed  warmlh  on  the  cold  bosom  of  the  air. 
Which  .seemed  to  blusli   and   tremble  with  de- 
light J 
The  glossy  darkness  of  her  atrejimingj  hair 
Fell  o'er  that  snowy  child,  and  wrapt  from  sight 
The  fond  and  long  embrace  which  did  their  heitrls 
unite. 

HIT. 

Then  the  bright  chihl,  the  plumed  SerapK  enmoi 
And  f^xed  its  blue  imd  biaaming  eye«  on  mlnep 
And  said,"  I  was  disturbed  hy  tremulous  ^hame 
When  once  we  met,  yet  knew  that  I  was  thine 
From  the  same  hour  in  which  ihy  li]>9  divine 
Kindled  a  elingiug  drt^am  within  my  brain. 
Which  ever  waked  when  I  might  Bleeps  to  twiaa 


) 
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riiine  image  with  her  meraorj  dear — agaiQ 
\    i  meet  J  exerapled  now    from  mortal  f«ar 
pain. 


^*T. 


fiamea   Lad  vcmpt 


!beri*hetl  went  &w9ky  i 
iisdes$  ground, 
usty  and  far  astray 
ern  bnght,  like  dAwntng 


"When  tie  con- 
round, 
The  hope  which 
I  fell  in  agon  J  on 
And  hid  mine  eye' 
My  mind  was  gon 

The  Spectre  of  the  Plague  before  me  rtew. 
And  breathed  upon  my  lips,  and  seemed   to 

say, 
*  They  wait  for  thee,  beloved  !  ' — then  I  knew 
The  death-mark  on  my  breast,  and  became  calm 
anew. 


XXVI. 

"  It  was  the  calm  of  love — ^for  I  was  dying. 
I  saw  the  black  and  half-extingui.-hed  pyre 
In  its  own  gray  and  shrunken  aslies  lying ; 
The  pitchy  smoke  of  the  departed  fire 
Still  hung  in  many  a  hollow  dome  and  spire 
Above  the  towers,  like   night ;  beneath   whose 

shade, 
Awed  by  the  ending  of  their  own  desire, 
The  armies  stood  ;  a  vacancy  was  made 
Fn  expectation's  depth,  and   so  they  stood  dis- 
mayed. 
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XXVIU 

'Tho  frtghtful  eikniKO  «f  ihai  allt>reil  mood, 
The  torluffs  of  [In.'  living  etove  alaiie, 
TiU  one  upiM3^  among  the  multitude. 
And  suid — *  The  Jlood  of  lime  i*  rolting  on  ; 
We  stiifid  upon  h&  brink,  wliSLsi.  Mt^^  siru  gone 
To  gllUti  in   peace  down  deal  It's  mj'sli^riomi 

etroam. 
Unve  y«  done  well?  Tbey  moulder  flesli  and 

bone. 
Who  might  hftve  made  this  Ufe*8  envenomed 

dream 
A.  tweeter  draught  tbau  je  will  t'vi.^r  ta^tc^  I  deem* 

XXVIII. 

"  •  These  perish  as  the  good  atjd  great  of  yoPB 
Have  periithed,  and  ilieir  murdotors  ^vill  repeat. 
Yea,  vain  and  barren  icni-s  shall  flovv  bi-fore 
Yon  smoko  hrts  faded  from  tlie  tirnuimeal ; 
Even  for  this  causei  that  ye,  who  must  lament 
The  dc^ath  of  (bc>i«e  llint  made  this  ^*orld  so  faiti 
Cannot  rucull  them  now ;  but  then  is  lent 
To  man  the  wisdom  of  a  high  despair, 
When  such  can  die,  and  he  live  on  and  linger  bere* 

xxtx. 

"*  Ay*  ye  may  fear  not  now  the  Pcsiilenco  j 
From  fabled  bell  as  by  a  charm  wtihJrawn, 
All  po^ver  and  fatlh  muat  paas,  itlnce  eaUnly 
hence 
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Id  pain  £md  fire  hnve  nnbelievers  gone ; 
And  ye  tnu^t  sjidly  turn  Awuy^  and  moan 
In  ^oret,  to  his  tiome  each  one  returalng ; 


this  hotir  te  known  ; 
(inory,  ever  burwin^ 
things  wltb  an  eiernal 


grown  too  fwd  and  oold, 
Dortal  deatmj 


Aiui  to  long  age-  -'^" 

And  &luwly  shal 
E^ill  thi^  dark   ni^ 

moroingi 

••  *  For  me  that  wont 

Since  hope  purauciii 

With  steps  thi»3  slow—   lierefore  shall  ye  behold 

How  tlio!-e  who  love,  yet  fear  not,  dare   to 

die; 
Tell  to  your  children  this !'  then  suddenly 
He  sheathed  a  dagger  in  his  heart,  and  fell; 
My  brain  grew  dark  in  death,  and  yet  to  me 
There  came  a  murmur  from  the  crowd  to  tell 
Of  deep  and  mighty  change  which  suddenly  befell 

XXXI. 

**  Then  suddenly  I  stood  a  winged  Thought 
Before  the  immortal  Senate,  and  the  seat 
Of  that  star-shining  spirit,  whence  is  wrought 
The  strength  of  its  dominion,  good  and  great. 
The  better  Genius  of  this  world's  estiae. 
His  rt'ulm  around  one  mighty  Fane  is  spread, 
Elysian  islands  bright  and  fortunate, 
Calm  dwellings  of  the  free  and  happy  dead, 
Where  I  am  sent  to  lead  1 "  These  winged  worda 
she  said. 


I 
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XXXII. 

And  with  tlie  f^llence  of  lier  «1aquenl  smilaf 
Bside  11^  embNirk  in  tier  divine  canoe; 
Then  fit  ihe  lielm  we  took  our  son,  the  while 
Above   her   heiid   those   plumes  of  diUJtUng 

hue 
Into  tlie  winds'  indsible  streiim  she  threw, 
Sitting  bf^sifle  the  prow  :  like  gossamer 
On  the  swift  breath  of  morn,  the  vessel  flew 
O'er  the   bright  whirlpools  of  that  fountnln 

fair, 
Wlioi^e  ^liores  receded  fa^t,  while  we  ieemed 

lingering  there ; 


xxxni. 

Till  down  that  mightj  stream  dark,  cnUn,  and 

fleet. 
Between  a  chasm  of  cedar  moiintrtins  riven, 
Chased  by  (he  llirongtng  wind^^  who^e  viuwlesa 

feet 
Aiiwiflas  twinklirif?  beams,  hnd,  nnderTIcaven* 
From  woodw  and  waves  wild  ^aundsaml  odours 

dri  vcn, 
The  boat  flew  visibly — three  nights  and  dnya, 
Borne  like  a  doud  through   morn,  and  noon^ 

and  even, 
W«  sailed  along  the  winding  watery  waji 
Of  tlie  vast  atream,  a  long  aad  labyrinthine 

maze. 


k 


I 
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A  Bceno  of  JO  J  and  wonder  to  berhold 

id  shadows  chatigiog 


That 


eh 


3  filled  with  detrpening 

I  huei  did  spread  and 

Ha  did  buret  and  sliiver 
flowers,  iht  foam  muI 


nvera 

ever : 
Where  the  broad  t 

gold 
lU  whirlpool  wher 

quiver, 
And  where  melodioi 
Ainon^  rocks  elad  i 

Sparkled  like  stars  upon  the  sonny  river ; 
Or  when  the  raoonlight  poured  a  holier  day, 
One  vast  and  glittering  lake  around  green  islands 
lay. 

XXXV. 

Mom,  noon,  and  even,  that   boat   of  pearl 

outran 
The  streams  which  bore  it,  like  the  arrowy 

cloud 
Of  tempest,  or  the  s{)eedier  thought  of  man, 
Whicli  fiietli  forth  and  cannot  make  abode ; 
Sometimes  througli  forests,  deep  like  night,  we 

glode, 
Between  the  walls  of  mighty  mountains  crowned 
With  Cyclopean  piles,  whose  turrets  proud. 
The  homes  of  the  departed,  dimly  frowned 
O'er  the  bright  waves  which  girt  their  dark  found- 
ations round. 
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Sometimes  between   the   wide  and   llowci'ing 

Mile  lifter  mile  we  suiled,  nnd  *tvv'as  deliglil 
To  &Qe  tar  utf  the  ^utibeuiu^s  ufi.iae  Lhu  j^hiidows 
Qvar  I  be  grass  ;  sotnetiintsa  beneath  thti  night 
Of  wide  and  vaulted  cavys,  whose  roofi   vvei-e 

bright 
With  &tftiTy  gems,  we  fled,  wUilst  fi-om  their  deep 
And  dtirk  greeo  cbastnj,  £>bad«e  beautii'ul  and 

white 
Aniid  s\vi«et  sounds  across  our  path  would  sweep. 
Like  swiJl  and  lovely  dreutns  thut  wulk  the  waves 

of  sleep. 

xxxrn. 

Aiid  ever  as  we  suUed^  uur  minds  were  full 
Of  JOve  and  wisdom,  which  would  overflow 
In  coiivei'^o  wild,  uud  sweet,  and  wotiderful  ; 
And  in  quick  smitef;  vvljuse  hght   wtiuld   eome 

and  gg 
Like  mtisic  o*er  wide  wiives,  utul  in  the  flow 
OrwuMcii  it'inis,  and  in  the  mule  cufejsat 
For  a  deep  shade  was  cleJl,  and  we  did  know, 
That  viiine,  iliough  obscui-edon  Karih,  not  leas 
Survives  all  mortal  change  iji  kunttng  luveliuuds. 


Three  diiys  and  nights  we   suited,  ns  thought 

and  feeling 
Number  delightful  hours — for  through  the  sky 


I 


L 
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The  sphered  lamps  of  day  and  nigbt,  rcvoalliig 
New  changes  and  new  gloHes,  roIJed  on  high. 
Sun,  Moon,  and  moonlike  lampf^  the  progtinj 


Of  a  diviner  Hem 
On  the  fourth  day, 
The  stream  became 
The  spirit- winged  1 


-ene  and  fhir ; 
IS  a  wind- wrought  aeft, 
fast  and  faster  hare 
teadily  apuedlDg  titcre* 


XJ 


s  the  waves  rolled  like 


Steadily  and  gwifl^ 

mountains 
Within  the  vast  ravine,  whose  rifb  did  pour 
Tumultuous  floods  from  their  ten  thousand 

fountains, 
The  thunder  of  whose  earth-uplifting  roar 
Made  the  air  sweep  in  whirlwinds  from  the 

shore, 
Calm  as  a  shade,  the  boat  of  that  fair  child 
Securely  fled,  that  rapid  stress  before, 
Amid  the  topmost  spray,  and  sunbows  wild, 
Wreathed  in  the  silver  mist :  in  joy  and  pride  we 

smiled. 

XL. 

The  torrent  of  that  w^ide  and  raging  river 
Is  passed,  and  our  aerial  speed  suspended. 
We  look  behind  ;  a  golden  mist  did  quiver 
When  *  its  wild  surges  with  the  lake  were  blended. 
Our  bark  hung  there,  as  by  one  line  suspended 
Between  two  heavens,  that  windless,  waveless 
lake, 

•Readirfteref 
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ShEUL£Y   pO&86S54d  tvro 
—  a  brillifuit  itnAgiuKtiou  a 
His  mcUiiatioti*  led  hitn  (h, 
and  roetiphysical  dJscBMionfl 


OITOB. 

rknbte  qimHtles  or  toteilBct 
ogicHl  eiwicitneas  of  rtiAsoti. 
Hied)  iilniost  alike  to  poettj 
illy  "hfl  fajicled,"  boctLUM 
I  believe  tlio  rormer  to  hare  becii  pammoaot,  »nd  thai  it 
would  \mvc  (THiTif^'l  thcnj!i^Ti*n,-i'Vi'ii  Irnt  lu'^  fiti-iiii<,:l.v|  iiiniin*t 
it.  However,  he  said  that  he  dehberated  at  one  time  whether 
he  should  dedicate  himself  to  poetry  or  metaphysics,  and 
resolving  on  the  former,  lie  educated  himself  for  it,  discarding 
in  a  great  measure  his  philosophical  pursuits,  and  engaging 
himself  in  the  study  of  the  poets  of  Greece,  Italy,  and  Eng 
land.  To  these  may  be  added  a  constant  perusal  of  portions 
of  the  Old  Testament— the  Psalms,  the  book  of  Job,  the 
Pro,/hct  Isaiah,  and  others,  tlie  sublime  poetry  of  which  filled 
him  with  deliglit. 

As  a  poet,  iiis  intellect  and  compositions  were  powerfully 
influenced  by  exterior  circumstances,  and  especially  by  his 
place  of  abode.  He  was  very  fond  of  travelling,  and  ill  health 
increased  this  restlessness.  The  suflcrings  occasioned  by  a 
cold  English  winter,  made  him  pine,  especially  when  our 
colder  spring  arrived,  for  a  more  geni.il  climate.  In  1816  he 
again  visited  Switzerland,  and  rented  a  house  on  the  banks 
of  the  lake  of  Geneva;  and  many  a  day,  in  cloud  or  sunshine, 
was  passed  alone  in  his  boat — sailing  as  the  wind  listed,  or  wel- 
tering on  the  calm  waters.  The  majestic  aspect  of  nature 
ministered  such  thoughts  as  he  afterwards  enwove  in  verse. 
His  lines  on  tJie  Bridge  of  the  Arvo,  and  his  Hj'mn  to  Intel- 
lectual Beauty,  were  written  at  this  time.    Perhaps  darin/t 
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flii'«  iwirimur  hi*  gunius  wns  cheeketl  by  ii»ocl«tlon  with  ifr 
oiUfr  iKi€t  verbose  nntiire  wm  utlofi y  diiMiiiiiUiir  to  hi»  ovm.  y ft 
Who,  111  tlio  fioom  Jie  wrote  Ml  timt  tirae,  gavij  (okoji*  Unit  h« 
iluircd  fui-  a  [vorioU  tbe  taore  iibstru^'t  aulI  elberentlxcil  hit^U 
rAtloti  ni'  BJiiilUiy.  Tlic  sudileat  ovt;ttU  nwiiited  his  t-etitm  la 
Efigbiiiil;  b(tt  such  wit*  hU  fern-  to  wound  tli*  feelings  of 
6ith«T^  tlini  be  never  cxproueii  the  lUiguiaU  he  Ml,  itud  m1- 
dom  garc  vent  to  tUo  ititli({aii.Uou  rouavti  by  tb^  |>cr!>«cutioat 
be  midcrwofit;  white  Ihc  course  iirik£:|>  im«x[iresa«ii  juiulr'ti, 
Atid  the  tvBEB  of  Injury,  ett^Tidervrl  tUa  ilufire  (0  umbodjr 
tbetdt^IvM  m  fontiH  dijreciitvd  of  all  th«  trcuktiA*  ntidi  eril 
which  vliiig  to  ren.1  life. 

He  fbo^Q  tlicrcforefor  hii  Itoroi  jtiuthnmitiab^indtmaaM 
of  lt!»eitj',  soiiifl  of  whoeo  acilons  arp  iij  dlroct  ojt(at»itjo(j  to 
the  ufiittiMn;)  of  the  tivorld;  but  who  is  tint)mit«id  tbrutigbunt 
by  itii  anJjiiit  love  of  virtue,  tnai  a  rdtolutiwi  to  cunfer  the 
iyoon^  of  politkmt  kikI  iiitellBctun)  IrBedam  on  hU  follow-crciv 
tttro*.  Mc  crunted  for  thia  yfiuUi  ft  wouirtu  Fuch  n«  bfl  de- 
tlghted  to  IrtiivginA — full  of  ciithQEiiutu  for  the  «4im<]  ubjecC«; 
and  thoy  both,  with  'will  unviuiquisbeiil  arid  thts  dutt;ie*(  Aem« 
of  tlio  justice  of  tbflir  uii.iit<B,  iriHt  itdrviBityjuud  dcnth.  Thert 
0xifl>  in  thin  pn^'in  ii  ttvamm^nl  of  u  friend  of  his  youth.  The 
oIiRrftoler  nf  lh<>  old  mnn  %vlio  llb«rmtcij  Lnon  frrttn  (iis  tower- 
prison,  und  tend*  on  him  in  5]ckiii>f$|  is  fuuridod  oij,  i)inl  af 
Docrtor  Lind,  who,  when  8holley  vrns  at  Eton,  hiid  orteii  «((»d 
by  to  brfriend  and  support  hiin,  luid  who*e  imoie  he  ntvet 
niealioneil  wiihout  lovo  j\nd  vonoratloii. 

Darin|,Miie  yeur  ISlT,  we  were  C3l!th!i»1ii»d  nt  Jlnrlniv,  in 
Bucfebightisii'nhire.  Shelby'i  choic«  of  nhmie  WM  ftxpd  chiefly 
by  tbU  town  being  nt  tio  grtjut  distnnep  h-oin  Londoii,  mtd  ita 
neighbour  hood  to  the  Thntntfl  The  jinoiTi  wn»  wriffn  i«  hli 
}*oitt,  w*  it  flortted  under  Ibc  becctj  f^rovea  of  lli»littiu,  or  dur- 
ing wnndoririgs  b)  tim  nulgbbouritjig  uouittry,  which  iit  distiii- 
^uished  Lt  peculiar  beiinty.  The  i:biiik  tiiiis  brvnlc  Into 
oUfEk  thnt  oycrliiiiifT  (hw  Thntue*,  «r  fnnn  TjiUeyn  clothed  witb 
b0Mh;  the  wilder  portioti  of  the  eountry  is  rendered  benatl 
fbl  by  cxubemnt  vegetMioiii  j  lUid  ttio  cultJrntqU  pivrt  lepecu- 
Ihu-ly  fortlle.  With  all  tbl*  wmUIi  of  nitturu  whli^h,  either 
In  1^  fonn  of  getitlemeti*K  psirki  or  ioil  detlicHted  to  tigricnl 
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tura»  fl"nrls1i«B  Hrouml,  ^lurlow  was  inhabiteiJ  (t  J:io[;>«  it  it 
nlt«rvd  now)  by  a  very  poftr  jjopnlaliotj.  The  ^otaeii  un 
Jac«maLk(?Tft^  aud  lots  tUcir  health  by  ^dcntmy  lAbonrf  fof 
whlcli  tl»oy  wura  Torj"  lU  [>iiid.     The  |>o(»l(iwi  grounti  t**  thoi 


i»o  who  Siftil  ri^en  ju$t  obcnt 
ly  [Hwr-i-aU:*.  Th«  chimgot 
:rug  wnr,  anil  &  bad  h&m*t|i 
rt-readui^  erils  to  tlie  ponr. 
□  he  could.  In  the  yriut^e, 
bnd  ft  severe  aliiitik  of  opb- 
»  poor  cottagQR.  I  tnotitiim 
d  nctive  sympntliy  with  !iU 
i-roJd  inlCTBSt  to  his  spocols- 
]A  (vlftAciii)^  for  flw  humnn 


dtut  not  only  the  ptinpei 
ttiat  stJite,  and  were  obIi« 
prfniticod  hy  potwe  ToDh 
brought  with  them  tbe 
Sb«U«7  ftflbpdoti  what  imv 
vfaE)«  bfinglTig  out  hia  poe 
thJllmift,  civttgbt  while  vlaitii 
thiise  ttii Jigs,— for  this  minui 
folio  ff-creatoriPfl  e*'*"'*  *»  ^^^^ 
tions,  {tnd  stamp*  with  renll 
mca. 

The  poem,  bold  in  itfopmtovie  nod  ancomproFmising  In  their 
expresi^ion,  met  wirb  many  cen»ur&r»,  not  only  smong  thou 
who  allow  of  no  virtue,  but  such  as  supports  the  cause  they 
espouse,  but  even  among  those  whose  opinions  were  similar 
to  his  own.  I  extract  a  portion  of  a  letter  written  in  answer 
to  one  of  these  friends;  it  best  details  the  impulses  of  Shel- 
ley's mind  and  his  motives:  it  was  written  witli  entire  unre- 
serve ;  and  is  therefore  a  precious  monument  of  his  own  opi- 
nion of  his  powers,  of  tlie  purity  of  his  designs,  and  the  ardoar 
with  which  he  clung,  in  adversity  and  through  the  valley  of 
the  shadow  of  death,  to  views  from  which  he  believed  the 
permanent  happiness  of  mankind  must  eventually  spring. 

"Marloie,  Dee.  11,  1817 

"  I  have  read  and  considered  all  that  yon  say  about  my 
general  powers,  and  tlie  particular  instance  of  the  Poem  in 
which  I  have  attempted  to  develop  them.  Nothing  can  be 
more  satisfactory  to  me  than  the  interest  which  your  admo- 
nitions express.  But  I  think  you  are  mistaken  in  some  points 
with  regard  to  the  peculiar  nature  of  my  powers,  whatever 
be  their  amount.  I  listened  with  deference  and  self-suspicion 
to  your  censures  of  •  the  Revolt  of  Islam ; '  but  the  prodne- 
tiona  of  mine  which  you  commend  hold  a  very  low  place  in 
my  own  esteem ;  and  this  reas!:ured  me,  in  some  degree  at 
'«ut.    The  poem  was  produced  by  u  series  of  thoughts  whicfr 
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Hied  my  mindl  with  uah^ionddd  and  aattfrUied  entimsljiam.  I 
fyh  lh«  |iro«iidouia«a«  of  my  lllb,  luni  I  onupngeil  In  tbik  tnsk, 
jeaolToit  to  leitve  some  record  of  luvstilf.  ilach  nf  wbat  th« 
Tolume  contiilM.  wii*  writtBa  with  tho  miuc  feeling,  m4  r«Jii, 
though  not  Mj  prwplietlc,  o«  the  coiDrauuicRtioiis  of  a  dyitjg 
man.  t  ueirtr  prcsunKMl  miieod  to  cansid^r  it  miy  thini;  ap' 
proftchmjf  to  fjiulil&*f;  Ijut  wheu  t  consider  cojjtenijHjrary 
produetioii*  of  Uie  SriirriH  uppanfnt  pretenaions,  I  owtt  1  wo* 
filled  wirK  eoiiUdfiiici*.  t  felt  thut  it  wna  hi  iriffltiy  r&c{*ecU  n 
geiiulrjB  pichir*  of  my  own  tnlnd,  1  Tdt  that  tit^  Heiititnenti 
were  true,  not  lusumeilf  And  in  lliis  have  I  lonjj  botiered 
tlint  my  power  oon*ist»j  in  sympjittiy  und  tlmt  pnrt  of  tli« 
iinngiiiiitlot)  which  relate»  to  fentimont  and  coiiteinp)attoii< 
J  f«n  r>rmcv],  if  for  4ny  thing  not  in  common  with  the  Uvtd  of 
niunkiud,  to  tipprebend  mintit«  tinr]  nemota  dl«Uttcliotts  of 
fuulinjf,  whetiier relative  loextemRl  nnture  or  the  livlnj;  beings 
which  KtuTOUDd  u«,  and  to  commutiiciire  the  eonoeptiotii 
which  rcfsalt  from  I'UnfiidcringcithrrtheTnonil  or  tbc  mat eriiil 
univerte  oi  n  whole.  Of  course,  I  believe  theM  facaitiea, 
whiyh  perhivp«  comprehetid  n.11  that  i,4  aublitue  in  innii,  to  ex- 
ist very  intporftfetly  in  my  own  mind.  EJut  when  you  udvert 
to  my  chtincery  pmper,  a  cold,  forceil,  unimpiLtj^loned,  insignl- 
Aciunt  pieco  of  cramped  and  cautioua  argument;  and  to  tti« 
little  semp  about  MundevSlle,  which  eiptessed  my  feeliiigs 
indotMl,  hut  eo»t  <oaroely  two  atini}te»*  thouglit  Ui  eitprosSf  a« 
ipecinfions  of  my  powers,  more  favournblo  thmi  that  which 
grew  n*  it  wciio  from  '  the  npony  and  bloody  jwesit '  of  Intcl- 
ieccual  tnivft)!^  «uioly  I  mu»t  feel  tlmt  in  some  tnuimer^eitiier 
I  ftin  tii!$tAk(itt  In  htiilevhig  thut  J  hiire  uny  taieitt  nt  lUl,  or 
jou  in  the  »dectiou  of  tlie  specimam  of  it.  Yd  nf^«r  all,  1 
cuaitmi  but  be  c^mscioua  in  much  of  whi»t  I  writ*,  of  an  ah- 
sente  of  thnl  Irnnquillity  which  Is  tt>e  attribute  iind  nccioinp*" 
nimeiit  of  power.  This  feeling  alone  would  miike  your  most 
kind  and  wi«e  odittonition^,  on.  the  '^aitject  of  the  economy 
at  iRletteetuni  fom-e,  Tiilnnble  to  me.  And  if  I  tive,  or  if  t 
*e«  ftiiy  trust  hi  coming  yeur«,  donht  nut  hut  that  I  fthall  do 
■omctlilng,  whtvievtir  it  tnny  be,  whioli  n  aeriou*  and  eorowt 
mtimato  of  my  power«  will  Bug;^t  to  me,  lUid  which  wiU  bo 
tft  •?«.¥  pe*pdot  aceommwUted  to  their  utinoet  limiii." 
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»k  tnigic  writers,  In  eelectlug  lu  their  mtlijfu't  nhj 
FfSiSMif  Uicir  nsuiumi,!  liiatory  tn-  im  iliJ  irv,  iimplojceU  lo 
their  rrputmniiii  f>f  it  a,  reitftln  iirhii  *n,    Thvy  by 

tio  mrnns  concclviMl  th«rrii»i*lv^*  hoii  r\^  to  thn  eoiii> 

man  ijiterpri^tiitiori,  or  tn  imltnto  t«  tlory,  iu  In  title,  their 
tiTiitBaiiU  ppoJecoivn**,  Such  n  ey&tein  wpuUl  hnvtf  atnounlrd. 
to  a  rt'^igiuttioti  of  thoic  chuiiu  to  jHvfcfcnci:  ovlt  iht'ir  i-mn- 
pQlilors  'nhieh  iTkdl«>l  tlie  cc>m|iO«UIo».  Thu  Agnrat'Ttinoniiin 
«tor}'  «-iis  exiiibttcd  (in  Iho  Alliuriinrt  thcntro  ^viih  m  naaiiy 

I  liiivo  prt'iimed  Ut  Brntibj*  n  simiJnr  Uccinio.  Tl>e  **  Vro- 
ttiolh«ii«  Unl"'«u4'*of  iEscdykiB  ?«ppow<lthe  rcccmcJlTntlort 
or  JiijiUe.r  with  tii>  vktrm  a*  tho  price  of  tho  ilti*ctf>*«iro  of 
Ihfl  dmigci'  rhruAteiicil  to  Uh  cmpiitj  by  iho  conniftjciiitioii  of 
(lis  in!urm(;;t<  wilSi  Ihetis.  Tholis,  acconiing  to  this  view  of 
Jhe  suhJL-ci,  w:*a  ^ivcji  hi  rnixrrUip©  to  Pdeii»,hiiil  ri-omolhiMi!!, 
>y  the  permi^shin  of  .Inpiler,  tfctivcfOd  frnm  M»  AapUvify  by 
liercule*.  Hini  I  IViimetl  my  »lury  dii  thid  dioiImI,  I  nhoutd 
hiivo  done  in)  mm«  Ibwu  huv«  ^llcmptoJ  fg  rmtore  <hc  lust 
iituinn  of  Ji^<:hylnsl  an  itnjhlti*io,  which,  If  my  prcfcrciieo  lo 
tJiii  tnoilfl  of  tr^iiChig  tho  '•ciitijcct  had  tncitod  me  to  cherish, 
Iho  rccoUcL'tioiiof'tho  high  cguipiu'i»cict  such  net  attempt  would 
chulioiik-e  iin^lit  ulH  iibiilc.  Hut,  iji  truth,  I  was  iivtnn:  h-cnu 
ji  uuTiu-id-i.ti..'  ...  (li:Mo  u«  ihiit  iff  reconciling  Hio  Clitiiii|iiim 
wiitli  thu  Oppn^'.^fKr  of  ttuitikirtrl.  Tint  mtym\  Itilnruat  of  lh« 
hk\9,  which  !•(  ^o  [wiwcTrully  suftluiueiJ  by  liin  stiffering*  niid 
mtlutiinco  ul'  i'ronii^thouiit  woithl  bu  usmilubttitl  if  wu  sH^ultl 
eouooivt  of  liiiu  ui  LkMMhvirii;  hi*  hiKli  iiiTigiingu  ntul  tjuniliiiij 
bt/hn  UIb  fucees*ful  and  perfldioua  iidTcrjJdry.     The  cmljf 
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bed  ts  oxonpt  from  thb  t»iaU 
[  A  do»lrc  Tot  pcnonnl  Nggnm- 
Piimdia«  f.jo»t,  intedere  wltb 
SatiLti  ciigctiders  in  the  talad 
id^  tu  tr>  wtiigli  1jt»  fa  II  It j^  vritll 
itfmojT  bwontsa  the  hitter  «■!- 
U  «ii  theme  wbo  coiuiikr  that 
mi  feeUrigjit  engcudore  «iEnic- 
la^  la  it  were,  the  type  of  the 
I  intaUectno]  nature  JmpelJi)«l 
LOtivea  to  tlie  hest  :uid  ttoM^ist 
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Imnginarj  bi^ttig  roKombUng  Ln  »nf  i)«gr««  Prometliaiu, 

Satan;  an  J  t'romorheii*  i»,  iQ  my  judj^nicitit,  a  mprc  poittaal 

cfaflmetcr  timn  Satajfit  because,  jta  ndditlCHi  to  courage^  iod 

li]&je«ty,  aiid  firiD  au^  p»ti«nC  opfKHUioui  to  omniipoteftt  foirca, 

he  is  iiu^eeptlble  of  beii»jB  ' 

of  nmbstion,  enry,  rcTAii^ 

ditemeiit,  which  in  the  Ht 

the  interoaL    The  chjiim 

n  peruicioufi  coiitiij^try  tv 

his  wrofigs,  find  to  excu^i 

ceed  nil  men^ur?.     In  iht 

mngnificiint  fictiuu  with  ft  i 

thiijg  worse.     But  Promet 

liigb<!«l  iwrfitctfoT)  Ci(  mttn 

bj*  fhe  ptire*t  i\nd  the  trn.. 

ends. 

This  Poem  wiis  chiefly  written  npon  the  moantainons  mina 
of  the  Baths  of  Ciinicnlla,  among  the  flowery  glade<;,  and 
thickets  of  odoriferous  blossoming  trees,  which  are  extended 
ill  ever-winding  labyrinths  upon  its  immense  platforms  and 
dizzy  arches  suspended  in  the  air.  The  bright  blue  sky  of 
Rome,  and  the  effect  of  the  vigorous  awakening  of  spring  in 
that  divinest  climate,  and  the  new  life  with  which  it  drenches 
the  spirits  even  to  intoxication,  were  the  inspiration  of  this 
drama. 

The  imager}- which  I  have  employed  Avill  be  found,  in  many 
instances  to  have  been  drawn  from  the  operations  of  tlie  hu- 
man mind,  or  from  those  external  actions  by  which  they  are 
expressed.  This  is  unusual  in  modem  poetry,  althongh  Dante 
and  Shakspeare  arc  full  of  instances  of  the  same  kind:  Dante 
indeed  more  than  any  other  poet,  and  with  greater  success. 
But  the  Greek  poets,  as  writers  to  whom  no  resource  of 
awakening  the  sympathy  of  their  contemporaries  Avas  un- 
known, were  in  the  habitual  use  of  this  power;  and  it  is  the 
study  of  their  works  (since  a  higher  merit  would  probably 
be  denied  me,)  to  which  I  am  willing  that  my  readers  should 
impute  tliis  singiilarity. 

One  word  is  due  in  candour  to  the  degree  in  which  the 
study  of  contcmpornrj'  writings  may  have  tinged  my  conip^ 
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,  tm  sQch  titia  been  a  tnpir.  of  cRiKure  with  n^f^rtl  to 
poems:  fmi'  more  popular,  amJ,  itnlfn^l,  mmti  dffs^rviKlly  pnpii> 
Jut,  tliisa  mine-  It  i*  jinpos«ibl«»  tlint  niiy  otie  who  i»h»U£tJi 
0)6  saron  nge  with  sucll  wrjtors  (li  Iho*e  wJn)  atand  in  th« 
fopomotit  ranks  of  our  own,  can  cf>nsrI««tioii»1y  ni^snrc  hini- 
««lf  thai  (lb  lAiignflgn  a.ntU<rine  Af  tli!)i]);;htniNy  nnt  biivvbc^n 
m(Klg|l«(l  liy  thestatly  of  the  ppfKliicHfms  «f  tlin«e  oKtfnoiill- 
iinry  tiiteUcctn.  It  ii  tnie,  tlmt,  not  tbc  hptrlt  of  tlioir  f^nili«, 
lint  »!)*?  foFOTS  in  wliicli  it  lin«  iniifiifc*to«l  it.«*lf,  are  ilue  lew 
to  tlie  j)ecuiittr)tie5  of  th*ir  owii  mintis  timn  totliopeculltirity 
of  The  moral  uml  mtellcctiinl  conillllon  of  tUe  miutlf  atimtig 
whicli  they  Imve  Irfcii  pfoiliicfld,  "ritufl  it  «mmt»<jr  of  Trriters 
pos6C9»  thdi  fortn,  whtUl  they  wniit  I  he  xpSril  nf  tljfwo  whom, 
it  is  nhegn<t,  ihfty  itititulc;  b«ciru»e  iho  fonnur  i*  \he  enttow- 
roentof  Hi^(»i?o  111  wliich  ihuy  hve,  md  tho  hitter  must  ba 
the  tinootnmiinieiuti?*!  lightnhij?  of  thdt  owii  minf). 

The  poeulinr  styli?  of  iiit«n»  ntrd  vornprebfin^iv*  imagefy 
winch  dtstirj^^ifihei'  the  aiorjem  lltcruturt?  of  Knglnn*!,  hft» 
not  hecii,  (19  ji  jfenoiml  pownr,  tho  proJuiSt  ofthfl  Iniitrttion  »T 
any  [piwMculur  writor,  Tlic  lunss  of  CHjinhilitica  reinuhiN  »r 
Bwery  pcdotl  materhilly  ihe  SHriui;  (hu  cli^^mn^tiinces  which 
Awsktiii  it  to  NctiuTi  perpelii»ily  c!ihrtng««.  U*  Kni^liint)  vrun 
dmtit>fi  into  forty  rfjpubllc*,  each  c^jtml  Iti  pf)pul»iti<w  »n«l  ex- 
tent to  Atlien*,  lh«m> »«  no  rcnwiTi  to  «up|n>s-i«  Imt  timt,  nnfJer 
iliftitutioiui  imt  more  pnlcct  (hiin  thc*c  of  Ailmw,  ^Bch  Wf>tt)il 
protlnce  philo«'ijti!(er»  dinl  poot*  pijiinl  to  thoie  wlio  {if  we  ex- 
cept Slmk?<jtCiuw}  hart)  n*v*r  been  •■nq>a**p<1.  We  owe  tliA 
great  writer*  of  the  golden  n|;o  of  oixr  litanilure  Urlbnt  fcrvUl 
awnkfiiiiriit  of  th<«  inibhc  niiml  which  •*luti>k  to  (]n»r  the  old- 
eit  and  Tno*t  opprossivo  frtmi  of  the  Giiri»tfnn  Mifirion.  Wn 
owe  Milton  to  the  pniprc*.-'  nnd  devd"pnirtit  of  tltv  fHtne  spi- 
rits the  8(icre*l  Mllt4)ii  wm*,  Jst  it  flvor  he  remoTrboPrit,  n  re 
puhliitari,  wutl  n  boUi  inqnirir  liiio  mornls  Mu!  r*li)a;ion.  Vlie 
p^nt  writeni  of  otir  own  ft^  tvre^  sve  hiive  «oaoji  to  «,up(hO»*, 
»h«  eompnT)io«s  and  forerun  nor*  of  soiiirt  uitlmit^iiitd  ishutige 
In  our  focini  eoinlitior*,  or  the  Dptnionii  whi<:h  CHTiM^ttt  lU  Thr 
timid  of  mind  in  disehnrffinjf  (t*  coll(jet<*d  lightning,  (Uicl  liit 
t^fnltbiiam  between  inftltutloits  iind  ofUiions  Unvw  reftor 
Xb§,  «r  i«  abcat  to  b«  mtored. 
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PKOMETEEUS    l*WBOCJX|t. 


A*  ti>  iroJtatioa,  poetry  (»  a  mimeljo  rat*  It  crvatw^  imlt 
ircntcj  by  ucimliiaaliOD  and  TVprteenlntian.  Poottciil  aba  trac- 
tions lire  btiuutifkl  and  uqw,  ddI  becitaiuj  th«  portioDft  of 
Wklch  they  aro  composGi  bud  u«  [irevioiid  exisbooce  m  tb« 
ml  Hi)  of  ntuis,  or  in  natiuTr  but  becuuso  tl)?  wlii:ilci  prof  l]ic«4 
by  their  coDnbiuaUtit)  bus  s,Qme  ititplUgiblf  and  boittjHriit  ana* 
logy  with  those  aoureac  uf  emiHioti  sud  ihougiit*  ntnl  witJj  iht 
ctmtemporaryuoiiJitioii  of  them:  oub  gront  poot  it  it  lOAiter* 
p1ec«  of  jiutur«,  wbicb  auothflT  not  wiif  iJi^ghl  to  *tiitly  but 
muil  study.  He  luigbt  ■*  vlwlf  and  M  ««%  dotcnnli 
tbAt  bid  mind  »boiild  ito  )o(tg«r  h6  tht  mirror  6f  all  ttml 
lovely  in  the  risible  uitiTUi?^,  fts  i^xcliuda  frcnn  biseauteaipli 
lion  the  beuutiriil  witlch  exisLB  id  tbe  wriciiigsDrH  gnmt  ooQ' 
teaiporuy.  'I'be  pretence  of  doing  it  voubi  ba  n  [^riMiinip' 
tion  in  any  hut  tlie  greatest;  tbe  tstlectjovea  in  liiai,  woutd 
b«  stmined,  uimtttuml,  And  iticiTectual.  A  pool  is  tbe  ooui' 
binad  product  uf  sticb  intem^l  povrers  fts  modify  tbe  uuture 
of  others;  and  of  &ucli  extcnm]  inSucucef  m  extrite  uird  anft* 
tain  these  powers ;  he  ij  not  one,  but  both,  tven-  mim's 
mind  i^,  in  thi^  reiipcct^  mudifieii  br  nil  tJie  objects  of  nature 
ftnd  art;  by  every  ward  and  evcrj'  ^a^'^^tion  wiiicli  be  ever 
admitted  to  uct  upou  hU  cotuclousriess;  it  1*  tbe  mirror  upon 
whlcb  all  form!)  lira  rciiccted,  nnd  in  wtiicii  thej*  compo&a 
one  form,  l^oeta,  not  utljcrwise  ihftn  philcaopheny  pnfiiter% 
acuiplurSf  and  mujiJuJ^Lns,  are,  in  one  sjense,  tlie  eiieators^  and, 
in  tmotbei*,  tbe  crentions,  of  their  ii^.  From  this  AubJeotioD 
the  lofite^t  do  not  ctscapi?.  There  ii  a  similarity  between  Ho- 
mor  tmd  Hcsiod,  txitweeu  j;?dudua  and  Enripides,  between 
YirgiJ  mid  Horace,  botwwQ  Dnnte  iind  Petmrch,  between 
Shjik>pe*ire  and  Flotdier,  bet«*i?en  Dryden  and  I^ope;each 
bus  a  generic  rejemlilunc^  under  wliiclu  tliuir  fpeeiJiE:  di^tinc- 
ticinft  ure  anrftnged.  [f  tbis  *imili\rity  be  tbe  reault  of  jmila- 
tion,  liiin  ^riliing  to  confeiftJmt  I  bare  itQiUited. 

Let  ibis  opportunity  be  eoncevled  to  me  of  acit  now  lodging 
thut  I  liave,  wbat  a  Scotch  philoEopb«'r  chanicteristically 
ttnas,  ''  a  pasaion  for  reforming  Uie  world :  "  wbnt  pasaiou 
int'ited  him  to  vrrite  and  public b  bis  book,  lie  omits  to  ex- 
plain. For  my  part,  1  had  riitlier  be  diLuiiied  with  I'Uito  uud 
Li<-'rd    Buccn    tlian  go  to  henvei)  witli  I'tdey  and  Maltbua. 


PROMETnEfa   USBOUXn. 


bot  it  !•  »  uiJstoke  to  »uppo«e  that  I  AniUcMe  my  ptHfXivn] 
coitipo«itloii»  66\6ly  to  tliQ  direct  enforctiiiient  of  n'rrirni,  or 
ttiiit  IcoDsEiler  lliem  In  miv  degrtia  as  cotitntnlnj^  n  rvni»on«d 
RyslBtn  oil  Ihe  Uioory  of  liutUMn  life.  DicJwtk  pocdy  >»  my 
iiMiwrrerioe;  noUiing  otin  be  equally  well  ex|»fe5?«i!  in  pron* 
thnt  is  dot  tciilou*^  iind  tupererogtitory  lu  Tftrjso.  My  pur|ina« 
btt*  hitltfito  bfltMi  simply  to  fiuuiliiirfwi  tit*  highly  rffinH 
imiigitiiitkm  tif  flie  im»re  sutect  cln^ae^of  [jocticnt  nrinler*  willi 
hrntjiiful  iflciiHMri«n*f  moTnl  exMllfrnce;  nwtt^l^  thnt  xintiJ  the 
tniml  (San  tovc,  futd  wiraire,  anA  trust,  and  ho(n(s,  utitl  cjuJarft, 
pHiSoneti  pt  iuciplcif  of  monil  coiuluirt  iti-e  fflptis  i;a»t  li]iofi  thit 
Jitgliiivny  of  life,  wbieh  liic  tsrieotiiciiiiiH  pni^seii^er  trimiple< 
into  «la»t,  A]thmi;!h  tliey  woiiltl  heur  the  linrv<wt  {tf  bi*  bnp- 
p  nc«8.  Should  I  livij  tn  n,cc<nnp!i5*h  wliiif  I  purpose,  that  i», 
pn'<Iuce  A  ByBt^tHiiticnl  history  of  wlmt  rtpp^iir  to  roe  to  tn 
the  gefiuinc  elemoiit*  nf  huiimu  taciety,  lot  not  tUeAtlvocatM 
of  i-yuf.tk'fi  tuul  itij>i?rT*t|it(tri  Jlnller  thetnwlve*  tlmt  T  siiciuld 
tftki*  ^"icliyln*  mtliijr  itinn  I'liitniut  my  mrKlnl. 

J}w  hnvitifi  spoki^ii  nf  my?plf  w^jih  titmiToctotl  OtH^dora  wlD 
neotHitlk  apology  with  tii«  cimdltl;  mid  ht  tho  utieitiidid 
f  OTinijIpT  thjvt  they  lii lure  roe  !c*9  Ui*u  their  own  hcfli1»  and 
nittuls  hy  luisfopn'Hi'titTiHon.  "WhnE^'Vcr  talents  A  person  mitj 
|K»sei*  t<)  iinni-3<»  niid  in^tnict  ofliun,  l>ci  Uiey  cvttto  incon- 
*^<l«nlble,  he  i»  y«t  Wund  to  exert  tJiemr  if  lit*  ntlcmpt  tie 
nielTectunI,  IH  the  |iuiq-!tnieiit  of  nnunnocornfil'fslKpfl  piirfjoM 
hiLVR  l>««ii  stifRiJiOrit;  Jel  iiOTiifl  tiottble  thcm^elwi  to  litiinp  th« 
ilust  of  otiltTion  U}>oii  liiv  cITurts;  U)«  pile  ihey  mise  will  b^ 
tray  bit  gTH're,  which  might  olh«fwi»o  have  bee»»  aaktJOWiL 


DBaMaTIS  PEBSONJi. 


Fbombthuus. 
Demogoboom. 

JUFITEB. 

The  Earth. 

OCKAN. 

Afollo. 

Mkbcury. 

HKBCuuta 


Ama,         \ 
Paktuea,  >  OctoMidu. 

lONK.  ) 

The  PHAxrASX  or  JtirrBa 
The  Spirit  op  thk  Earth. 
The  SriKiT  ok  tub  Moosr. 
Spirits  of  thb  Hours. 
Spirits.    £chok«.    FAuna 

FUBIBS. 


10  PHO MlTnKUS   UNBOUND. 

And  fljjinents  aye  divided  by  keen  pangs 
Till  ihcy  seemed  ytHrs;  fcortureatiil  solitude, 
Boom  and  despair, — thv^e  are  mine  empire. 
More  glorious  fur  tl        "  it  wlueh  thou  surveyesl 
From  lliiuti  uMfiivit  jtc,  0  mfplify  Gwl, 

Alniigbiv>  luiU  I  dei;  a  sUnre  I  lie  t^hanMi 

Of  ihinn  ill  tjmnny,  lung  not  here 

iV'iuk^d  to  tl)i$  u'ull  of  f>l>ft*Hing  moimtain, 

Uhvk,  wintry,  di-ad,  -»iaiir<*d  ;  withou*  hcrh, 

Jnseor,  lit  beast,  or  s,  ar  «iaunc|  of  lifu. 

All  uie !  alfts,  patn^  p         v^r,  for  ever  f 

No  chaiigt;,  no  puus^e,  no  iiope  I  Yet  I  endare. 

I  ask  the  Earth,  have  not  the  mountains  felt? 
I  a>k  yon  Heaven,  the  all-beholding  Sun, 
Has  it  not  seen  ?     The  Sea,  in  storm  or  calm, 
Heaven's  ever-changing  shadow,  spread  below, 
Have  its  deaf  waves  not  heard  my  agony  ? 
Ah  me  !  alas,  pain,  pain  ever,  for  ever  ! 

The  crawling  glaciers  pierce  me  with  the  spears 
Of  their  moon-freezing  crystals  ;  the  bright  chains 
Eat  with  their  burning  cold  into  my  bones. 
Heaven's  winged  hound,  polluting  from  thy  lips 
His  beak  in  poison  not  his  own,  tears  up 
My  heart  ;  and  shapeless  sights  cqrae  wandr'ring 

The  ghastly  people  of  the  realm  of  dream, 
Mocking  me  :    and  the   Earthquake-fiends  are 
chargtMi 
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To  wrein  'li  the  rivets  from  my  quivering  wounds 
When  the  Twk^  split  and  close  agiitn  behitid  ; 
Whllu  fi-om  th<nr  toud  uby?Si)S  howHii;x  throng 
TUii  genii  of  the  sionn,  urgmg  tlic  nige 
Of  whirlwindi  and  iiflltct  itia  wirh  keen  hail. 
And  yet  (o  me  welcome  is  day  and  night, 
Wlifther  one  brcaka  the  hour  Ti'ij^t  of  the  mom, 
OratanT,  dim,  and  slow,  the  ©rlu-r  elitnlH 
The  leatien-colodired  eastj  for  then  tht'V  lead 
The  whigk'ss,  crawling  hour±ir  onn  nmung  wlioiQ 
' — Ab  some  (1»rk  Priest  hales  the  retyctant  rio- 

lim— 
Shall  dnig  tiiets  cruel  King,  to  kiss  tht*  blood 
From  these  palt*  ftfel,  which  then  might  ti-uniitle 

thee 
If  they  diidaitnid  not  aiich  a  pi'tjslmli?  shive, 
Disdiiiu!     Ab  nol  I  pity  thee.     What  ruin 
Will  hum  ihce  undeR-ndcd  tl^rougli  the  wide 

Heaven  I 
How  will  thy  4on],  cloven  to  ita  di-pth  with  terror, 
Gap©  like  a  licll  wiibin  I     I  speiik  in  grief. 
Not  ^xulLaiioti,  fur  1  hHtt«  uo  more, 
Afl  tlit*n  eio  niihcrj  nirtdu  ni©  wi»e»     The  curse 
Onot!    hreiilhed   on    tli^e    1    would    n?c«ilh      Te 

3IuuiiiAms,        § 
Whose  many-vt>iet»d  ocho«s^  through  the  mist 
Of  ciitarweii!,  tlun^  th«  thuntkr  of  tlmt  spelt! 
ITe  icy  Spriuga.  stugnttut  whh  wrijikling  frost, 
Which  vihnited  to  hear  uie,  and  tiieri  crept 
Shuddering  through  Iiidiu  I     Thou  serenes t  Air 


lirougb  which  the  San  walks  burning  witbont 
And  ye  swift  Whirlwinds,  who  on  poised  wingH 


Hung  mute  and  mo 
As  thunder,  louder 
The  orbed  woild  I 

power, 

^  Thougit  I  am  changei 

Is  dfind  vi'ithin  ;  alt  hoi 

Of  what  in  hate,  let  ti 

Whul  wiu  ihut  cursti ! 


o'er  yon  bushed  nbj-a^f 
our  own,  mude  rock 
ben  my  wortb  had 

that  HUghl  evil  wish 
no  m<.^mory  be 

not  loic  it  now  I 

ye  all  beard  me  speak. 


FIB8T  voicb:  {from  the  Mountains.) 
Thrice  three  hundred  thousand  years 

O'er  the  Earthquake's  couch  we  stojd : 
Oft,  as  men  convulsed  with  fears, 

We  trembled  in  our  multitude. 


BECOXO  voice:  {from the Springn.) 
Thunderbolts  had  parched  our  water, 

We  liad  been  stained  with  bitter  blood, 
And  had  run  mute,  'mid  shrieks  of  slaughter 

Through  a  city  and  a  solitude. 

THIRD  voice:  $/roin  the  Air.) 
I  had  clothed,  since  Earth  uprose. 

Its  wastes  in  colours  not  their  own  ; 
And  oft  had  my  serene  repose 

Been  cloven  by  many  a  rending  groan. 


rCtUKTU  TOICS:  [/nunlAe  Whirlwindn.) 
We  bad  soared  beneath  th&i.Q  inomilaUis 

Ouresting  n.ge's  ;  nor  hud  tbunder^ 
Nor  yon  volauiu'd  ilutnijig  iguiiUiius, 
Nur  uny  powijr  ai>a>re  or  under 
Ever  loade  u^  mule  with  ^oud^r* 

VlfiST  TOIOS. 

But  n^ver  bowed  uur  suowy  crest 

As  at  I  he  voice  of  thiue  uiireaL 

Never  $uch  u  aound  before 

To  the  Indiuti  vvuves  we  bore, 
A  pilot  usleop  on  the  howling  sea 
Leuped  up  from  the  dei:k  in  an;onyt 
And  heuril^  und  uricd.  *^  Ah^  wois  U  rae  !  " 
And  died  as  mud  m  the  ^tvitd  waves  be, 

tmjui  roicm, 
B)'  sucb  dreud  wordd  from  Euitb  to  Henven 
My  IS  till  reiiJm  wai  never  riven  : 
When  ila  wound  wu^  elotied,  tijere  stood 
Darkness  o'er  t\m  dtiy  hkti  blood* 

rOtlRTn    TOICB. 

And  we  shrunk  buck  :  for  dreuisa  of  ruin 
To  froxen  ciives  our  tUght  pursuing 
Made  UA  keep  silenee — Um^ — and  thu;» — 
Though  siitsnuti  is  ud  bell  lo  u^* 


FftOMGTHEP^    0NBO179ID. 


TUB  £AatB. 


The  tonguelcsj  caverns  of  the  craggy  hiUn 


Cried,"  Misery  l^^th 
"  Misery  t"     And 
Climbing  the  Itind, 
And  the  pak^  mi  t  ions 


e  hollow  henven  replied 
Ban's  pnrple  wave*;, 
i  to  the  lashing  wmd»» 
4  it,  "  Misery  1 " 


I  liear  a  sound  of  vt 
Which  I  gave  forih. 


not  the  voice 
iher,  thy  sons  and  tboti 


Scorn  him   without  who^e  :i  11 -enduring  will, 
Beneath  the  fierce  omni{K)tence  of  Jove, 
'  Both  they  and  thou  had  vanished,  like  thin  mist 
Unrolled  on  the  morning  wind.     Know  ye  not  me, 
The  Titan  ?     ho  wiio  made  his  agony 
The  barrier  to  your  else  all-conquering  foe? 
Oh,  rock-embosomed  lawns,  and  snow-fed  streams, 
Now  seen  athwart  frore  vapours,  deep  below, 
Through  whose  o'ershadowing  woods  I  wandered 


With  Asia, drinking  life  from  her  loved  eyes; 
Why  scorns  the  spirit  which  informs  ye,  now 
To  commune  with  me?  me  alone  who  checked. 
As  one  who  checks  a  fiend-drawn  charioteer, 
The  falsehood  and  the  force  of  hira  who  reigns 
Supreme,  and  with  the  groans  of  pining  slaves 
Fills  your  dim  glens  and  liquid  wildernesses. 
Why  answer  ye  not,  still,  brethren  ? 


PBOMICTHEUS    UNOOUNO,  Ifi 

TBI  SAntn. 

They  dare  not. 

Who  dares?  for  I  would  hear  that  curse  again. 

Ha!  vrhnt  nn  iiwfiil  whbper  rises  ufv ! 

Tis  icnrcL-  like  suund :  it  lifTf;:lL**  through  the  framf 

As  lighlDing  tmgles,  hoveriug  ere  it  strike. 

Spoiik^  Siviril  !  [\\>ui  thitio  itiorgjinic  voice 

I  unlj  kucjw  I  hut  thou  urt  mov'ing  iRnir 

And  lo7e.     How  cunscti  I  him  ? 

T1UC  KASTII. 

How  cnn^t  thou  hear, 
Who  k  no  west  not  the  htnguage  of  the  thjirl  ? 

Xbou  art  n  living  »pirit ;  ^ptak  ag  they. 

I  diire  not  speuk  likt*  life,  kst  Ht'uven's  fell  King 
Should  Uear,  uiul  link  me  to  somti  wheel  of  |>ftin 
Mor4%  torturing  ihuo  I  he  one  whereon  I  rail. 
Subtle  thou  art  imd  i^otiJ  ;  iinil  though  the  gnd9 
Hear  not  th»a  voice,  y*jt  thou  nn  more  ihan  god. 
Being  wise  and  Um]  t  eaJiiestij  ji<^aikiin  now. 

Obscurely  through  uiy  hniin,  like  «httdows  dim, 
£?wt!«D  awful  thuughtST  rapid  and  thick,     1  feel 
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tTKBOmilK                       ^^^^^1 

Faint  like  one  mingled  in 

entwining  lore  t           ^^^^| 

Yet  'tis  not  pleasure. 

^ 

THR 

J 

a  oAnat  not  hear  t          ^H 

Thou  art  immortal,  ai 

oRgttd  is  known             ^^| 

Only  to  tho-^e  who  die. 

^      J 

FROM] 

A 

mt  art  thou,           ^^^^| 

0  mela 

ncholy  Voice  ? 

^ 

THE  BARTH. 

I  am  the  Earth, 
Thy  mother ;  she  within  whose  stony  veins. 
To  the  last  fibre  of  the  loftiest  tree 
Whose  thin  leaves  trembled  in  the  frozen  air, 
Joy  ran,  as  blood  within  a  living  frame, 
When  thou  didst  from  her  bosom,  like  a  cloud 
Of  glory,  arise,  a  spirit  of  keen  joy  ! 
And  at  thy  voice  her  pining  sons  uplifted 
Their  prostrate  brows  from  the  polluting  dust, 
And  our  almighty  Tyrant  witii  fierce  dread 
Grew  pale,  until  his  thunder  chained  thee  here. 
Then,  see  those  million  worlds  which  burn  and  roll 
Around  us  :  their  inhabitants  beheld 
My  sphered  light  wane  in  wide  Heaven  ;  the  sea 
Was  lifted  by  strange  tempest,  and  new  fire 
From  earthquake-rifted  mountains  of  bright  snow 
Shook  its  portentous  hair  beneath  Heaven's  frown ; 
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Lightning  and  Inontlaiian  vexed  llie  pktns ; 
Blu<i  Miislle!!:  bloomed  in  cities:  foodtiys  tosids 
Within  voltiptuoijs  eliiimbtii'*  panting  crriwletl; 
When  Plague  had  falien  on  man  and  beAst  and 

worm, 
And  Fftjnine ;  and  tdack  blight  on  herb  and  tree; 
And  in  the  corn,  and  vin<?*,  and  mendow-nja^ 
Teemed  InerHdicable  poisonoti?;  weeds 
Drniniri^  their  growth,  for  my  wan   breast  wna 

dry 
With  grief;    and  the  lliin  air,  tny  breathy  wa^ 

atiiined 
With  the  t'ontiigion  of  a  mother's  hale 
Breathed  on  her  child's  destroyer;  ay,  I  beard 
Thy  curse,  the  which,  if  thou  rernetoberest  noi, 
Yet  my  innumt'mblt!  si*ns  and  strenms, 
Mountains  and  Lnive?,  and  winds  und  yon   wid* 

air* 
And  the  inarticulate  neoplc  of  the  dead. 
Preserve^  a  treasured  apdU     Wc  mcditjiie 
In  secret  joy  and  hope  tliose  dnvultnl  words^ 
Bat  dare  not  speak  them. 


FROMRTHETTS. 

Venerable  mother  I 
Ail  elm  who  live  and  suffer  take  iVutn  thee 
Sotue  comfort;  flowere,  and  fruits  and   liappy 

sotmdi^, 
And  loire  though  fleeting;  theiic  may  not  be  naine^ 
But  mine  own  wiird-!,  I  pray,  deny  me  not. 
VOL.  n.  *1 


FUO^ETOEUS    I?KaUinf0* 


Tht*y  fiiUall  lie  told.     Ere  Babjrluu  was  dilsCi 
Thts  Mflgu3  Zuroustur  *-^^  dear  cliUtl, 


ig  in  the  garden. 
^en^  III}  saw. 

oriels  oflifo  and  death: 
Mest  i  but  the  otlier 
vker^  do  in  ha  hit 
thnt  think  nnd  lir^, 
tht'j  part  no  moro; 


Met  hia  own  imago 
Thai  apparition,  so 
For  know  there  ai-d.  » 
One  that  wliii'h  thou  v 
Is  ijnfh>rneath  the  grj 
The  filiiidowf!  of  all  fV- 
Till  death  unite  them  . 
Drifams  and  the  light  imaginings  cif  men. 
And  all  that  fuilh  creates  or  love  desirejt. 
Terrible,  strange,  sublime  and  beauteous  shapes. 
There  thou  art,  and  dost  hang,  a  writhing  shade, 
'Mid  whirlwind-peopled  mountains ;  all  the  gods 
Are  there,  and  all  the  powers  of  nameless  worlds, 
Vasr,  sceptred  phantoms;  heroes,  men, and  beasts  ; 
And  Demogorgon,  a  tremendous  gloom  ; 
And  lie,  ilie  supreme  Tyrant,  on  his  throne 
Of  burning  goUl.     Son,  one  of  these  shall  utter 
The  curse  which  all  remember.     Call  at  will 
Tiiine  own  ghost,  or  the  ghost  of  Jupiter, 
Hade-  or  T\  |ilion,  or  what  mightier   gods 
Fiom  all-prolKic  Evil,  since  thy  ruin, 
Have  sprung,  and  trampled  on  my  prostrate  sons; 
Ask,  and  they  must  reply:  so  the  revenge 
Ol'the  Suj)reme  may  sweep  through  vacant  shades, 
As  niiny  wind  through  the  abandoned  gate 
Of  a  fallen  palace.  ^^-"^"'"^ 


muMRTBKUe   CKBOOND. 


IS> 


MlOMtlTITKirs. 

Mo  til  en  lei  tJot  aught 
Of  Ihat  which  mi\y  be  evil,  pass  again 
My  lipa,  or  lha<;c  of  auglit  rchcnibling  me. 

Pbautasra  of  Jupiter,  nrisc,  appear! 

My  wings  are  folded  o*cr  mttte  cars  : 

My  wings  arc  crossed  oVr  mine  eyea : 
Yet  tlirt>ii|;li  tlieir  silver  slwi«k  appca^rs, 

Ami  thtauj*fi  thctr  Itilling  plumes  ariee, 
A  Shape,  a  throng  of  iounds. 

May  it  be  no  Sit  to  llic« 
0  thou  of  mjiny  wounds  1 
Kear  wiioin,  for  o«r  6wt*et  sister's  sake, 
Ever  thus  we  watch  and  wiike. 


PAXTUEA. 

The  sound  is  of  whirlwind  nnrlcrgTonnd, 

Earth^uiike.and  fire,  and  moun  in  ins  cloven. 
The  sliape  \s  a  wild  like  the  sound, 

Clothed  in  durk  purple,  atar-in woven. 
A  sceptre  of  pale  gold, 

To  ^tay  stcpg  proud,  o'er  the  slow  cloud, 
His  reined  hand  doth  hold. 
Cruel  he  look*,  bat  calm  and  strong, 
Uke  one  who  does^  not  suffori  wrong. 
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PHiL^TAIM   OF   JCPITSB. 

Why  have  the  fiecret  power:?  of  thi^  straTi ge  world 


Driven  mc,  a  fhiil  a    ' 
Oil  direst  storms  ? 
Are  liorejiijg  on  mj 
With  which  our  pahn. 
In  darknass  ?     A.nd,  p 


"iptjr  phantom,  tutlier 
i  unaccustomed  sounds 
unlike  the  voke 
X*  holci  ghasily  talk 
i  Bulferer,  who  art  tbou  F 


TretDendous  Image  .         hou  art  must  b^ 
tie  whom  thou  shadowt^. .  Torth,     I  am  bis  ioef 
The  Titan,     Speiik  the  wordjs  which  I  would  heiUTf 
Although  no  thought  inform  thine  empty  voice. 

TUB    EARTH. 

Listen  !     And  though  your  echoes  must  be  mute, 
Gray  mountains,  and  old  woods,  and  haunted 

springs, 
Prophetic  ciives,  and  isle-surrounding  streamA, 
Rejoic**  to  hear  what  yet  ye  cannot  speak. 

FnANTASH. 

A  spirit  seizes  me  and  speaks  within : 
It  tears  me  as  fire  tears  a  thunder-cloud. 


FAMTHEA. 

See  how  he  lifts  his  mighty  looks !  the  Heaven 
Darkens  above. 

lOITB. 

He  speaks  !  O  shelter  me  I 
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I  eeo  the  cnr:*e  on  ge^^rures  proud  nnd  crtld, 
Anfl  lixifcs  of  (iifw  defiance,  nnd  aitm  Imtc, 
And  such  degjjaii*  as  inoeks  itutdf  with  smiles, 
Writ  ten  na  on  a  scroll :  yet  epeuk  !  O,  epeak  ! 


Fiend,  I  defy  iheo  I  wiih  ft  cnlm,  fixed  rn'md^ 

All  that  thou  c!aT)sl  intlkl  I  bid  tliee  do; 
Foul  tyrant  both  of  p^otls  aud  huirjBD-kmd, 

One  only  being  shah  ihoti  not  subdue. 
Eatn  then  thy  plaj^ue?  upon  nie  here, 
Ghastly  disease,  and  fren^yinfr  i^ar 
And  let  ailernale  frost  and  iire 
Eat  into  inj»:  mn\  be  thine  ire 
JjighmiQg,  iiiu]  t!iitting  hail,  and  Icgiooed  fomis 
Of  fnne«»,  driving  by  upon  t)*e  wounding  slorms. 
Ay,  do  thy  vfat^t  I  Tboti  «rt  ouiiiipoteiit : 

0*er  all  things  but  ihyself  I  gave  theo  power, 
And  my  own  wU).     Be  Ihy  swift  uaiechicf*  acnt 
To  blfist  mrmkiod,  from  yon  ethereal  lower. 
Let  ihy  muligrmnt  ^^pifir  mave 
In  dnrknc^s  over  iho^^o  I  love ; 
On  ote  and  mine  I  imprcc-ate 
The  utmost  torture  of  thy  hato  j 
And  thus  tlcvole  to  sk-cjik-sa  ngonyt 
Tbia  uudL^clining  head  while  thou  must  retgn  on 
hi^li. 
But  tho»,  who  art  the  God  and  Lord :  0  tbou 
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Who  fiUest  vfith  tlij  60ul  this  world  of  woe, 
To  whom  all  things  of  Earth  and  Henven  do 
bow 

:  all-prevailing  foe, 
ferer's  curec 
Tj  like  remorse ! 

be 
iigony  J 

1  crown  of  paiilj 
Id  K»und  thjr  dissolriQg  ■ 


In  fear  and  worf 
I  cui'se  tliee !  let  a 
Clasp  theo,  his  torn 
Till  tbine  Infinitj  s 
A  robe  of  envenom* 
And  thine  Omnipotem 
To  cling  like  burning 
brain. 
Heap  on  thy  soul,  by  virtye  of  this  curse» 
111  deeds  ;  then  be  thou  damned,  beholdirig 
good; 
Both  infiuite  as  is  the  universe, 

And  thou,  and  thy  self-torturing  solitude. 
An  awful  image  of  calm  power 
Though  now  thou  sittest,  let  the  hour 
Come,  when  thou  must  appear  to  be 
That  which  thou  art  internally ; 
And  after  many  a  false  and  fruitless  crime, 
Scorn   track  thy  lagging  fall  through  boundless 
space  and  time. 


PBOMETOBDS. 

Were  these  my  words,  0  Parent? 


THK   EABTH. 


They  were  thine. 
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IT  doth  repent  me  :  wottis  are  quick  And  rain ; 
Grief  for  awhile  is  blind,  and  so  was  mine. 
I  msh  no  living  thing  to  ^ufler  pain. 

THE  :barth. 
Mifierjr,  oh  misery  to  tne, 
Tlint  Jove  at  length  should  vanquish  thee  I 
Wfti!,  howl  aloud.  Laud  and  S<-a, 
The  Earth's  rent  heart  shall  answer  ye. 
Howl,  Spirits  of  the  living  flud  the  dead, 
Yowr  refuge,  your  de fence  Ues  fallen  and  van- 
quished. 

riBflT    BCllO. 

Lies  falkn  and  vauquitihed  ? 

gE0O!ID   KOBO. 

Fallen  and  vanquished  I 

tONB, 

FeAr  not :  'its  but  some  passing  GpAsm : 
The  Titan  is  unvanquifthed  etiU. 

But  ftee,  where  through  the  azure  chaam 
Of  yon  forked  and  snowy  liill, 

Trsimpiing  the  islant  winds  on  high 
With  fiolden-gandalled  feet,  that  glow 

Under  plumes  of  jKirple  dye, 

Like  ro«e-en.^angui ned  ivory, 
A  «tinpe  come4i  now, 
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Stretcliing  on  high  from  hk  right  hand 
A  serpeot-cinctured  waad. 


Tia  Jove's  world- who 


beraldj  Mercuiy. 


And  who  are  the*' 

And  iroo  winj 

Whom  the  frown 


hydra  tresses 
^litnb  the  wind, 
1  repreaaes. 


Like  VApoura  etea       g  up  behind, 
Clanging  loudf  an  endless  crowd — 

PANTHEA. 

These  are  Jove's  tempest-walking  hounds. 
Whom  he  gluts  with  groans  and  blood, 
When  charioted  on  sulphurous  cloud 

He  bursts  Heaven's  bounds. 

lONK. 

Are  they  now  led  from  the  thin  dead 
On  new  pangs  to  be  fed  ? 

PAHTHXA. 

The  Titan  looks  as  ever,  firm,  not  proud. 


FIRST   FDBT. 


Ha  .  I  scent  life  I 


BECOND   FUBT. 

Let  me  but  look  into  his  eyes  I 
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TUIBD  TtTRT. 

The  hope  of  torturing  dim  srnclls  like  n  heap 
Of  corpses,  lo  a  dcntli-bii-d  ailev  battle, 

riitsT  rvKtr. 
Dareit  thou  delay.  0  Herald  I  tokecheer*  Iloundd 

Of  Ht;l]  :  wlmt  if  I  he  Son  of  Muia  soon 

Shoutd  mnke  us  f^d  and  spoil — who  can  f^leam 

long 
Tlie  Omnipotent? 

Back  to  your  towers  of  iroti. 
And  gnaUk  beside  the  streams  of  (ire,  and  wail 
Your  foodlcfis  tet'th.     Geryon,  arise  1  and  Gorgon, 
Chimsera^  iind  thuu  Sphinx,  subtlest  of  liend-', 
Who  mitibtered  to  TiieUes  Hcttven's  poisoned 

wine, 
(Tiinatural  love,  atid  more  unntituml  hate  : 
These  nbatl  perform  your  task» 

tlttat   FlTHf. 

Oh,  mercy  !  morcy  i 
Wo  die  mtU  our  deuiro  :  drive  us  not  back  ! 

CroQch  ih^Q  in  eiletice. 

Awful  Bulfererl 
TotJiee  utiwllliiig,iiio&l  unwilliiigljr 


I  tame,  by  the  Greut  Frithei^u  will  idriven  down, 
To  execute  n  cWm  uf  aew  revenge. 
^\m  I  I  pity  tljt!e,  and  hate  iuys«ir 


Thftt  T  can  do  no  aiai 
Returning,  for  a  sta* 
So  thy  worn  form  [m. 
Smiling   reprouch. 

good, 
But  vainly  woultUt  sti 
Agninst  th«!  Otniuput^i*. 
That  mea,sure  and  Jividti 
From  whifh  tlit^ro  i;,  no  it 


fi-oin  thy  FigHt 

e  night  iitid  da  J, 
rt  thou,  firm  ami 

lb  ftlone  111  stHfi^ 
yoa  dear  h^iups 
L  weary  years 

And  long  must  teach.     Even  now  thy  torturer 

arms 
With  the  strange  might  of  unimagined  pains 
The  powers  who  scheme  slow  agonies  in  Hell, 
And  my  commiss^ion  is  to  lead  them  here, 
Or  what  more  subtle,  foul,  or  savage  fiends 
People  the  abyss,  and  leave  them  to  their  task. 
Be  it  not  so !  there  is  a  secret  known 
To  thee,  and  to  none  else  of  living  things, 
Which  may  transfer  the  sceptre  of  wide  Heaven 
The  fear  of  which  perplexes  the  Supreme. 
Clothe  it  in  words,  and  bid  It  clasp  his  throne 
In  intercession  ;  bend  thy  soul  in  prayer, 
And  like  a  suppliant  in  some  gorgeous  fane. 
Let  the  will  kneel  within  thy  haughty  heart; 
For  benefits  and  meek  submission  tame 
Th<'.  fiercest  and  the  mi":htiest. 
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PnOMETUBUB. 

^  Evil  mind* 

Change  good  to  th^lr  own  tmiure.     I  <;ave  all 
He  ba$;  and  iu  ivturn  h<i  cliuins  rue  here 
Years,  sigctf,  night  and  duy  ;  whether  ttie  Sun 
Split  my  fmri-hed  skin,  m*  hi  the  inoutty  nigUt 
The  cry&lul- winged  snow  iilitig  round  my  littlr: 
Whilst  iny  b<.duved  rnce  is  Iran) pied  down 
By  hiR  lliought-ex«*cuting  iniai^ters. 
Such  Is  the  (yrtmt's  reoonipen^e.    'Ti^  jnst : 
lie  who  {•&  e>  il  can  reeeivt:  no  good  ; 
And  lor  n  world  he^towed,  op  a  friend  lost, 
lie  om  fWel  liute,  Wiar^  »hnme  |.  not  gratitudo: 
He  but  rcMiuit&a  nie  ^br  Lis  uwn  [oL-^dtTed. 
Kindnt'Si  to  .^ndi  is  keen  reproach,  which  breaks 
With  biltur  stings  (he  light  sleep  of  n.'Vunge. 
Submission,  tbuu  do^st  kaovr  X  cannot  try ; 
For  whal  submission  but  thutl  \\iU\\  woiti 
Tbr  death-seivl  ofmiuikind's  cajilivity, 
Like  the  Sieit lung's  hair-«u impended  dword, 
Which  trembles  oW  ids  ci*own,  would  bo  accept, 
Or  could  I  yirld  ?     wiiich    yet  I  will  not  yiidd* 
Let  utlsej-s  flutter  Crime,  where  it  h\U  throned 
In  brief  Omnipotence  ;  secure  are  they  : 
For  Ji)3lict%  wliL-n  Iriumpitunt,  will  wuop  down 
Pity,  not  punislunent,  on  httr  own  wrongs, 
Too  inucU  luengt-'d  by  those  wtio  frr.     1  wiiit, 
Enduring  thus,  ttiu  retributive  hour 
Whicb  sJJice  we  spoke  k  eireo  nearer  now. 
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But  haik,  the  hell-hounda  cliuiiour.     Famr  deUy  I 
Behold !  Heaven  lowers  uiidcf  lb)-  FaUifr's  tit>wtu^ 


Oh,  that  we  might  be  s 
And  thou  lo  suffer  I  om 
Thou  know  eg  t  not  the  i 

FBOM 

I  k&ow  but  thtg,  that  it 


:  I  to  ioBict, 
re  answer  me  i 
of  Jove's  power  ? 


comew 


Alag! 

Thou  canst  not  count  thy  years  to  come  of  pain  ? 

PROMETUBUS. 

They  last  while  Jove  must  reign ;  nor  more,  nor 

less 
Do  I  desire  or  fear. 


MERCCRT. 

Yet  pause,  and  plunge 
Into  Eternity,  where  recorded  time, 
Even  all  that  we  imagine,  age  on  age. 
Seems  but  a  point,  and  the  reluctant  mind 
Flags  wearily  in  its  unending  flight, 
Till  it  sink,  dizzy,  blind,  lost,  shelterless  ; 
Perchance  it  has  not  numbered  the  slow  years 
Which  thou  must  spend  in  torture,  unreprieved. 


$0  FSOMETHEDB   ITIfBOUlfP. 


PJLWTStSJk. 

See  where  the  child  of  Heaven,  with  winged 
'Runs  down  the  slanted  lunlight  of  the  dawn. 


Denr  sister,  dose  thy  p  umes  orer  thini  ejee. 
Lest  thou  behold  and  d  -.    Tbfty  eome,  they  come, 
Blackening  th^  hirih  oi  day  wiiJi  countless  wiaj 
And  hollow  underneath,  like  death. 


FIRST  rvnr, 

Prometheus ! 

SECOND    FUBT. 

Iraniortal  Titan ! 

THIRD   FURT. 

Champion  of  Heaven's  slaves ! 

PROMETUEDS. 

He  whom  some  dreadful  voice  invokes  is  here, 
Prometheus,  the  chained  Titan.     Horrible  forms, 
What  and  who  are  ye  ?     Never  yet  there  came 
Phantasms  so  foul  through  monster-teeming  Hell 
From  the  all-miscreative  brain  of  Jove ; 
Whilst  I  behold  such  execrable  shapes, 
Methinks  I  grow  like  wliat  I  contemplate. 
And  laugh  and  stare  in  loathsome  sympathy. 


1 
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FIRST  FO»T- 

We  are  llie  ministers  of  pain  and  fear, 
And  di^il|lpointilU'nT,  :itid  mbtrusl^  uad  haU*, 
And  clinging  crime ;  and  as  lean  dogs  parsite 
Tiiraugh  wood  and  laki?  ^onm  struck  and  sobbaig 

fawn, 
Wc  track  all  thing?  that  ^vccj>,  and  bleeds  and  livv» 
When  ihe  grusit  King  bt'ii-ayfl  tbem  lo  our  wilL 

0  many  fearful  nuUires  in  ouo  namt*, 

1  know  ye;  aivd  these  lidcea  and  oclii^eji  know 
The  darkness  and  the  cliingour  of  your  wings. 
But  why  more  hideoiia  than  your  loathed  reives 
Gatlicr  ye  up  in  legions  fram  the  dei^p  f 

We  knew  not  that :  sisters,  rejoice,  rejoice  I 

Can  aught  exult  in  ita  deformity  f 

«KOONB   rUBT, 

The  beauty  of  delight  fuakcs  lovers  glad, 
Grazing  on  one  another :  so  arc  we. 
As  from  the  rose  wtiich  tlie  pale  priestess  kneels 
To  gather  for  her  festa!  crown  of  flowers 
The  aerial  crimson  falb,  Hushing  her  cheek. 
So  froBfl  our  victim's  destined  agony  . 


PltOMKTIIKlia  OSBOUKD. 
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^ '  Vexing  lite  self-content  of  wide.oi  men : 
riiat  we  will  be  dread  ihoiigUt  beneath  thybraiu. 
And  foul  de^rc  round  thine  astoniahedi  Ueart^ 
Aod  blcMid  within  thy  labyrinthine  veins 
Crawling  like  agony  ? 

PROHETnt^OS. 

Why,  ye  are  thus  now ; 
Yet  ftm  I  king  over  myself,  and  rule 
The  torturing  and  conflicting  throngs  within^ 
As  Jove  rules  you  when  Hell  grows  ntutinous. 


CUOItUS  OF  FUltlRS- 

From  the  ends  of  the  e«rth,  from  the  ends  of  the 

earth. 
Where  the  night  has  its  gmve  and  the  morning 
its  birth, 

Come)  come,  come  t 
0  yc  who  ^hake  hills  with  the  scream  of  youi 

mirth, 
Wh^n  cities  jink  howling  in  ruin;  and  ye 
Who  wit  I)  wingless  footsteps  tratnphj  the  sea, 
And  close  upon  shipwreck  and  iamine's  track, 
8*t  chattering  with  joy  on  the  foodlei?:^  wnfck  j 
Come,  come,  come ! 
Leave  the  hed,  low,  cohl,  and  red, 
Strewed  henciith  a  nation  dead; 
Leave  the  hatiitd,  m  in  aslies 

Fire  is  left  for  future  burning ; 
It  will  burst  In  bloodier  flasheu 
VOL.  II*  3 
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When  ye  stir  U^  soon  returning: 
Leave  the  self-contempt  implantixl 
In  young  spirits^  scnse-enchrttJted^ 

Mist*ry'ii  yet  un kindled  fiieJ  : 
Leuve  l\v.[]*&  sccrtits  Imlf  iinclmnted 

To  the  ninnljic  dreamer — t'.ruol 
Mor^^  ihnn  yc  cjui  bo  TTlth  liate 

Is  he  with  fear. 

Come,  coute,  come  \ 
We  are  steaming  up  from  MclW  wide  gate 
And  we  burthen  the  bia^t*  of  the  atmospbePSp  I 
But  vainly  wc  toil  till  yo  come  here. 

Sister,  I  hear  the  thunder  of  new  mugs* 


'  Tliese  solid  mountains  qniv^  witli  the  sotmd 
Even  as  the  tremnlons  air:  their  sbiulowa  make 
The  space  within  tny  plumes  more  black  than  night. 

FIRST  rnnr. 

Your  e$Xi  was  m  a  winged  eaPi 
^iven  on  wliirl winds  fast  and  far 
It  rapt  m  fVom  red  gnTf»  of  war. 

From  wide  cHisb,  famine-wastdd ; 

Groans  half  beard,  and  blood  un tasted  s 
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FO0RTU   FDRT. 

Kingly  conclaves,  stern  and  cold, 

Where  blood  with  gold  is  bought  and  sold 

FIFTH  Fcnr. 
From  the  furnace,  white  and  hot, 
In  which — 

A   FURT. 

Speak  not ;  whisper  not : 
I  know  all  that  ye  would  tell, 
But  to  speak  might  break  the  spell 
Which  must  bend  the  Invincible, 

The  stern  of  thouglit ; 
He  yet  defies  the  deepest  power  of  Hell. 

FORT. 

Tear  the  veil ! 

ANOTHR  FURT. 

It  is  torn. 

cnoRus. 
The  pale  stars  of  the  mom 
Shine  on  a  misery,  dire  to  be  borne. 
Dost  thou  faint,  mighty  Titan  ?     We  laugh   thee 

to  scorn. 
Dost   thou    boast    the   clear   knowledge  thou 

waken'dst  for  man  ? 
Then  was  kindled  within  him  a  thirst  which  out- 
ran 
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Tliust  perishing  watertft ;  A  Ibli^t  of  fierce  fever, 
fHope,  lovc^  doubt,  desire,  wbich  consume  liiiii  for 

ever. 
One  came  forth  of  g*"''^  worth, 

Smiling  on  the  s&ii^  trtli : 

His  words  outlived  ui  tc  *wift  poi$OQ 

WitLfrIng  up  trut  :c,  and  piiy. 

Look  I  wh^fre  round  ilc  Ijorizon 

Many  u  milltgn-i^ei  city 

Vomits  smoke  in  the  I  air; 

Mttrk  (but  outcry  of  dc        vi 
*Tis  Im  mild  nnd  genlL      oat 

Walling  for  the  faith  he  kindled: 
Look  again  !  the  flames  almost 

To  a  *rl()\v-worni's  lamp  have  dwindhid: 
The  survivors  round  the  embers 

Gather  in  dread. 

Joji  jojj  joy ' 
Past  ages  crowd  on  thee,  but  each  one  remembers ; 
And  the  future  is  dark,  and  the  present  is  spread 
Like  a  pillow  of  thorns  for  thy  slumberless  head. 

SBMICHORUS    I. 

Drops  of  bloody  agony  flow 

From  his  white  and  quivering  brow. 

Grant  a  little  resrpite  now  : 

See  !  a  disenchanted  nation 

Springs  like  day  from  desolation  ; 

To  Truth  its  state  is  dedicate, 

And  Freedom  leads  it  forth,  her  mate; 
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jam. 


What  next  ? 


PAJTTUKA 

Tlie  heaven  around^  iKe  i^arth  below 
Was  peopled  wUb  ihtok  sltupus  of  lumirtn  Uealh, 
All  Lornble,  ail  J  wrought  by  human  hsimls ; 
And  tome  appenrt'd  tijo  work  ofhomun  hcarUi, 
For  men  were  slowly  killed  by  frowns  and  smiles  * 
And  oilier  siglils  too  foul  to  speak  and  live 
Were  wandering  by.     Lei  us  not  teinpt  worse  fear 
By  looking  forth  :  (ho:!;^^  graans  are  grief  enouglu 

rw«r. 

Be  El  old  an  embkin  :  thoae  who  do  endure 

Der  ]i  wrongs  for  mnn^  »nd  scorn,  and  chains,  but 

Uenp 
Thousand-fold  torment  on  theitiselves  and  him. 


PBOUBTUEIji. 

Kcrnit  the  angniah  i if  (hut  lighJed  stare  ; 
Close  (hose  wivn  lips;  let  ihfit  thoni-woundtuj  brow 
Stream  not  with  blood  i  ii  mingles  wil  I)  thy  lears  I 
Fix,  lilt  those  tovlurcd  orbs  in  jiejice  and  deHtb, 
So  Ihy  sick  throes  tohaktr  not  thai  crucifix. 
So  ibooe  j)ale  fingers  play  not  with  thy  gort*. 
Oh  horrible  I    Thy  name  I  will  not  speak, 
It  hiuh  become  h  cur^e,     I  see,  1  t?ee 
The  wiae,  ibc  mild,  the  lofty,  and  the  just, 
\iVhom  tliy  shives  hate  for  being  like  to  Ihee, 
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Some  hunted  by  fuul  Ike  from  tfw*ir  Jieatt's  liome, 
An  Cfirly-cliosen,  late-Iiuiiitntcd  home, 
Ab  hootled  utnices  cling  tu  tlie  driren  iiind ; 
Some  linked  tii  coi'p^^fi  in  litnvliolftjonie  cttlU  i 
8omc — hear  I  not  the  luultiluiie  hiugh  loud?— - 
ImpiM  in  liiif^LM'tnp;  firo  :  luul  mighty  reiilms 
Float  by  my  JV'cl,  like  f-eu-uiirooled  isles, 
Whose  sons  lU'e  ki>euUed  down  in  coranjon  btood 
By  the  rt'd  light  ol'  their  owu  bu ruing  homes. 

rURT. 

B)oo«J  thou  can^t  see^  and  Jire ;  iind  cunst  hear 

grynns : 
Woi'se  ihuigs  unlieard,  nnsecn,  remain  behind. 


pn^UUTIIKUS. 


W0f6C? 


In  each  humitn  heart  turmr  survives 
The  riivin  it  ha.*  ^rgfd :  the  lofVicst  leiu* 
AH  ihal  they  would  ilisduiii  lo  lliitik  were  true. 
tlyfrnori^y  and  eu^lotn  muku  their  miudji 
The  fanes  of  many  a  wort^liip,  now  outworn. 
They  dare  not  devise  good  iov  man's  ChlMtei 
And  yet  ihey  know  noL  that  Ihey  do  not  dare. 
Tlie  good  want  po^ver,  but  to  weep  barren  tears* 
The  powt'i-ful  goodtiL\>!!  wan  I ;  wui*4c  iicc<l  for  them. 
The  wUti  wiint  love  ;  and  fUoic;  who  love  wani 

wiftdum ; 
4iid  all  he^t  things  are  thus  confused  to  ilk 
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Many  are  strong  and  m*h,  and  wo«W  be  jiifet  i 
But  live  among  thtsir  Buffermg  feUow-raen 
As  if  none  felt :  ihey  know  not  wliat  they  do 


Thy  wortls  are  like  a  cl  f  winged  ftnak^a ; 

And  yet  I  pity  those  t)  lure  not. 

rn 
Thou  pitiest  them  ?     I  s[         no  more !   1  yamukm 

—  PROIIETHEDB. 

Ah  woe! 

Ah  woe  !     Alas  !  pain,  pain  ever,  for  ever  ! 

I  close  my  tearless  eyes,  but  see  more  clear 

Thy  works  within  my  woe-illumined  mind, 

Thou  subtle  tyrant !     Peace  is  in  the  grave : 

The  grave  hides  all  things  beautiful  and  good. 

I  am  a  god  and  cannot  find  it  there, 

Nor  would  I  seek  it :  for,  though  dread  revenge, 

This  is  defeat,  fierce  king!  not  victory. 

The  sightSjwith  which  thou  torturest,gird  my  soul 

With  new  endurance,  till  the  hour  arrives 

When  they  shall  be  no  types  of  things  which  are. 

PAN  THE  A. 

Alas  !  what  sawest  thou  ? 

PROMETHEUS. 

There  are  two  woes, — 
To  speak  and  to  behold  ;  thou  spare  me  one 
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Names  Are  tliere^  Nature's  sacrtHl  wutch-worde^ 

thej 
Were  liorne  fttoft  in  bright  cmbUzonry  ; 
The  niitions  thi-oiigi*(J  aitjuntl,  aiitl  cried  rtloudt 
As  with  one  voice,  Truth,  liberty,  aiirl  love  f 
Suddenly  fierce  conl'usion  M[  from  heaven 
Among  them  :  there  was  strife^  deceit^  and  fear  : 
TyPimts  nished  in,  nnd  did  divide  the  spoiL 
This  was  the  shndow  uf  the  trtilh  I  &iiw. 

_^^  TUB   BAnTRt 

I  felt  thy  toTturn,  son,  with  such  mlxrd  joy 
As  pain  und  virtue  pive,     To  thecr  ihy  state 
I  bid  aseend  those  subtk*  and  fnlr  jsjvirits* 
Whoiie  liomtjs  are  the  dim  caves  of  hnmjin  tliougUt, 
And  who  inlmhit,  as  birds  wing  tlic  wind, 
Its  world^iiurroimding  ether  :  they  behold 
Beyond  ihut  twilight  realm,  as  In  a  gfiL-?.^, 
The  future  :  may  tlu-y  speak  cjomfort  to  thee  1 

Look,  sister,  where  a  troop  of  spirits  pilher, 
jLike  flocks  of  clouds  in  sprirsg'*;  delightful  weather, 
Tlironging  in  the  blue  air ! 

lONK. 

And  see !  more  come, 
Like  fountiiin-vapours  when  the  winds  nre  duinU, 
Tliut  climb  up  the  i-iiviiie  rn  goiilt«>rod  Iine3. 
And  Imrk  !  U  it  the  music  "f  the  pioen ; 
In  it  tbe  lake  ?    i«  h  the  wutci  lati  ? 
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PTtlST   fiPfWIT. 

On  »  b»ttle-lrum[)ct':$  bhist 
I  flcfl  JiithiTt  fast,  lUsI,  liist, 
'Mid  I  he  (Inrknci^s  upwiird  cii^t. 
Froru  tin.'  <lust  of  ci'ei'ds  outworn. 
From  the  tyrnnt's  banner  loni, 
Gntbering  round  inc,  oiiwjird  bamCj 
Tb'M'e  Wfvs  iivingled  manj  a  cry— 
Freedom!  IIojic  !   DcJilh  !   Victory  1 
Tin  I  hey  faded  tlirougb  the  sky ; 
AtTil  ony  sourtd  nbove,  nrourid, 
Oi>i-'  ^iiTid  benruti^  iiroutid,  above, 
Wus*  moving  ;  'twng  the  soul  of  Jove  : 
'Twm  I  he  bi>jH'»  Ibtr  prophecy, 
Which  bcghtd  Rird  eitils  in  thee. 

A  miubovv's  nrcb  &U>od  on  th»;  .^ea, 
WJjich  raekt'd  beneath,  immovably  i 
And  the  tnttmphiint  ^lorm  did  Dec, 
liike  ti  cu(K[ueror,  swift  and  |*rotid, 
llt'l^irt  wjllj  nifuiy  ti  nijitivi*  <'2mii<U 
A  sbrtpclcss,  dark  and  rapid  crowd* 
EiU'b  by  ligbtninff  ri%*<tn  in  b«!f. 
I  liiurd  tlxj  tltunder  hoursdy  Iwu^^h  ; 
Bilijjhly  fleets  were  strewn  tike  itittir 
And  frpre:ul  lienesiili  a  htdl  of  dttiith 
O'er  lltf  while  walcra,     [  nlit 
On  a  grt'ftt  ship  lightmng-spUt, 


^B^^B 
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z^' 

^^^^H 

&[id  spt^eded  bit  her  on 

i  Ihe  sigli                  ^^^^H 

or  one  who  giive  An  enemj                         ^^^^| 

Hi&  plank,  then  plung^t 

A  asid^  to  ^e»                ^H 

1                   1 

1 

1  sat  beai                    1 

^d,                                   ■ 

And  the  1                    1 

■ning  red                            ^H 

Near  die  m                  1 

be  hiid  ftrdf                        ^H 

VVJieii  a  D 

HbRcis  of  flume               ^H 

To  his  pitlo 

f^e,                            ■ 

And  T  Udl^w                 ! 

i  snme                           H| 

Wiiich  had  kT.._ 

ig  tigo                             ^ 

Pity,  t'loqtience,  and  w 

roc  ; 

And  the  world  awhile  below 
Wore  the  shade  its  lustre  made. 
It  has  borne  rae  here  as  fleet 
As  Desire's  lightning  feet : 
I  must  ride  it  back  ere  morrow, 
Or  the  sage  will  wake  in  sorrow. 


FODKTH    SPIRIT. 

On  a  poet's  lips  I  slept 

Dreaming  like  a  love-adept 

In  the  sound  his  breathing  kept ; 

Nor  seeks  nor  finds  he  mortal  blisses, 

But  feeds  on  the  aerial  kisses         [nessea. 

Of  shapes   that    haunt    thought's  wildei^ 

lie  will  watch  from  dawn  to  sloom 

The  lake-reflected  sun  illume 

The  yellow  bees  in  the  ivy-bloom. 


PHOMKTHia'S    UNBOUND,  45 

J3or  lieed  nor  see,  what  tilings  ihey  be  ; 
But  from  these  create  be  can  . 

Forms  inors  real  tbun  living  man. 
Nursling*  of  jm mortal rtv  I 
One  of  iliyso  nwrikened  me, 
And  I  s»jK*t3  to  succour  iliee. 


Oeholdst   thou  not  (wo  shaped  from  the  east  And 

wc^l 
Come,  as  two  doves  to  one  beloved  ne^t, 
Twin  nursling  of  the  all-sustainit^g  air, 
On  swUi  etitl  wings  glide  down  llie  aiinospheix'  ? 
And,  tmrk!  their  sweet  sad  voices!  'tis  despuir 
Mingled  witli  lure  and  then  dissolved  m  sound* 

fAKtnZJL 

Det  lliou  speak, sister?  all  tn^*  words  are  drowniid. 

losy. 
Their  beauty  give*  ine  voice.    See  how  tliey  float 
On  their  sustain ing  wing*  of  5kj'<*y  grxiin, 
Orange  And  azure  deept'tiing  into  gold! 
Their  soft  smiles  li-jht  Ui-e  atr  like  a  star's  firf 

cnontii  Of  srrniTB. 
Hast  thou  beheld  tlie  form  of  Love  ? 

nwxu  trmiT. 

As  over  wide  dominion!* 
I  jsped,  like  some  &wift  cloud  that  wings  |j;e  wiiJe 
ttir's  wildeniessesi 


t<>  PROMETHKUfl    UXBOLNI>. 

That  planet-crested  sha^K?  swept  by  ro  liglitnitig* 

^         bniitled  [litiiotiH, 
Scalleringtlit!Ji<itiHl  joy  of  life  from  bis  Arabrosisil 

Hie  foot-ti'i)8  pavod  the  world  wilh  light;  but  as 
I  p{ii5l  'twa*  filtitug, 

And  hotlow  Ellin  yawned  beliindr  grent  sagea 
bound  in  madness, 

And  headless  piitriotSi  and  pale  youths  who  pe- 
rched, unupbrniding^ 

Gieamad  in  the  night*  I  wandered  o'er,  till 
tliou,  O  King  of  sadnc.^^, 

Tumud  by  tliy  smile  ibe  worst  I  siiw  to  i-ecol- 
lected  gladneas. 


sixrn  BFitttT. 
Ah,  sister!  Doaoktion  is  a  delicate  ihin^: 
It  walks  not  oti  the  e:irlh.  It  llnats  not  on  the  nif. 
But  treads  willt  silent   footstep,  and  fan^  with 

silent  wing 
The  tender  hopes  wliich  in  their  hearts  the  bc^f 

and  gentlest  beiir ; 
Who,  soothed  to  false  repose   by  the  fanning 

plumes  above, 
And  the  music-stirring  motion  of  Its  soft  and 

busy  feet, 
Dream  visions  of  aerial  joy,  and  call  tiie  monster, 

Love» 
iknd  wake,  and  Hnd,  tfic  shadow   Pain,  m  he 

whom  now  we  greet. 


Only  B.  eeti«Q 
^maina  of  them,  like  th«  oninipot(?nc6 
Of  muFiCj  when  the  inspired  voice  and  lute 

Langnisht  tre  yet  Uie  respons.e«  fire  mulc^ 
Which  ihrough  the  deep  &nd  labynrt thine  soul. 
Like  echoes  through  long  caTems^  wtnil  and  mtl^ 

How  fair  tlie^e  air-born  shapisa  !  and  yet  I  feel 
Most  vain  nil  hope  hut  love  ;  and  thou  ;irl  f»r, 
Asia  !  who,  wlven  my  being  overflowed, 
Wert  like  a  goldt'ti  chalice  to  bright  wine 
Which  else  had  sunk  into  the  thirety  dust. 
All  things  are  still  :  alas !  how  heavily 
This  quiet  morning  weighs  upon  ray  heart ; 
Though  I  should  dream  I  could  even  sleep  with 

grief. 
If  slumber  were  denied  not     1  would  fain 
Be  what  it  is  my  destiny  to  be, 
The  saviour  and  the  strength  of  suffering  man  ; 
Or  sink  into  the  original  gulf  of  things : 
There  is  no  agony,  and  no  solace  left ; 
Earth  can  console,  Heaven  can  torment  no  more. 

PANTHEA. 

Hast  thou  forgotten  one  who  watches  thee 
The  cold  dark  night,  and  never  sleeps  but  when 
The  shadow  of  thy  spirit  falls  on  her  ? 
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PROMETHECS. 

I  said  all  hope  was  vain  but  love :  thou  lovc«t 

PANTHEA. 

Deeply  in  truth  ;  but  the  eastern  star  looks  white, 
And  Asia  waits  in  that  far  Indian  vale, 
The  scene  of  her  sad  exile  ;  rugged  once 
And  desolate  and  frozen,  like  this  ravine  ; 
But  now  invested  with  fair  flowera  and  herbs, 
And  haunted  by  sweet  airs  and  sounds,  which 

flow 
Among  the  woods  and  waters,  from  the  ether 
Of  her  transforming  presence,  which  would  fade 
If  it  were  mingled  not  with  thine.     Farewell!  ^ 


VOL.   II. 


50 


PUOMKTffKUS    ITNUOUND. 


AifTJX. 

ScKirij  L— ifornt'ny.    A  hmlji  Vait  In  the  Indian  Cau 
Abi*.,  alofte. 


From  all  tlic  bUiPta  of  hrftvi'n  f  Imii  hast  descended  i 
Yesj  like  ft  spirit,  tike  a  llicmglit^  which  make* 
Dnwontetl  tears  tlirong  to  llio  liorny  eje^, 
And  boaliji*;s  liaurit  the  desohitt'd  heart, 
Wliieh  should  have  learnt  repass;  lliou  hast  de« 

sccndfd 
Cradled  in  tempests;  thoa  dost  wake,0  Spring! 
O  child  of  raiiny  winds  !     As  suddtinly 
Thou  com  est  as  the  memory  of  a  dream, 
Whit:iti  now  is  sad  because  it  Lath  been  sweet  i 
Like  geniui*,  or  like  joy  which  riseth  up 
As  from  the  c/irili^  clothing  with  goldun  clouda 
The  desert  of  our  life, 
Thi^  h  the  softt^on,  this  the  day,  the  hour; 
At  sunrise  thou  shouldst  cQiu;e>  swuet  sister  mln^i 
Too  long  desired,  loo  ^onf^  dclnying,  come! 
Uow   like  dcEiih-worma  Ihe  windless  momenta 

crawl  1 
The  point  of  one  wliite  stnr  is  quivering  hlill 
Deep  in  the  orange  light  of  widening  morn 


Bejonri  ttic  purple  moiiiilainB :  tiifougli  u  chl^m 
or  wmd-divided  miat  llie  darlvei*  Itike 

Hf  fleers  it  j  now  it  wnnes  ;  it  gleams  a;?niii 
As  rlic  waves  ftuK  atid  as  rlnf  burning  threads 
Orwot-eri  rloud  nnruvel  in  pnlc  tiir; 
Tis  lo'^l !  and  l)iroun:h  yon  peaks  of  rlond-like  snow 
Themgeateeiin-ligiitqinvers  ;  hear  I  not 
Tlie  j3i«rHan  music  of  her  i^t'a-srecn  phitafs 
,  Winnowing  the  crimson  ilawn  ? 

pjitrtneji  eiiten, 

I  feel,  I  see 
TIlOMejres  which  burn  thcowgli  «mifes  that  fudf 

in  tears, 
Like  stars  ImH-quenrhed  in  mists  of  silver  dow» 
Belox*ed  and  nioijt  hratitjtul,  who  wearest 
The  slindow  of  that  soul  hy  which  I  Hvu, 
How  late  thou  art !  the  ^phert^l  sun  tiad  climbed 
Tire  sen ;  my  heart  wa^  sick  with  hope,  hffore 
The  pnnlle&s  air  fvM  thy  belated  plumes. 


Fardon,  great  Sister !  but  my  wing*  were  faint 
With  the  lieliglit  of  a  remembert'd  drt'am, 
X&  arc  the  lUHin-tide  [jlnmrft  of  summer  wind» 
Siitiaie  with  ^wcet  Mowrr^.     I  wa<^  svont  to  sleep 
Pt^ccfuUy,  and  awHke  rpfn'shed  ami  o.'ilm, 
[Wore!  the  s^ucred  I'itan'a  fall,  und  I  by 
Unhappy  love,  had  made,  through  tise  and  pitjr, 
Both  love  and  woe  familiar  to  my  heart 


As  f  had  grown  to  thine 
Unoer  the  glaucous  caverns 
Within  Him  lK>w<-*ri  of  gr«en 
Our  yoi  Tone*fi  ^-*  ^-"^  - 
i.rCK-ked  I  nun,  m  o 

tiftir, 
WhUt'  mv  .'ihiUeyel 
Tho  foldeil  depth 
But  not  jis  now,  Rin 
Which  fails  beneait 
Of  thy  most  word! 
Into  the  sense  wim  w 
Was  troubled  and  yet  sweet 
Too  full  of  care  and  pain. 


r  ere  while  I  flepl 
of  old  Oeean 
and  ptirple  mo^ 
-\kj  arms 
Any  dark,  moist 

werepresiBe4  within 
kreathing:  bosom : 
iadc  iLe  wind 
c  tliftt  I  bear 
•m  I  sincu  di:<<solveil 
■ti  tttlkj^  my  rest 
;  Diy  Wf iking  hours 


Lifl  up  thine  eyes, 
And  let  me  read  thy  dream. 


PANTHEA. 

As  I  have  said, 
With  our  sea-sister  at  his  feet  I  slept. 
The  mountiiin  mists,  condensing  at  our  voice 
Under  the  moon,  had  spread  their  a.nowy  flakes, 
From  the  keen  ice  shielding  our  linked  sleep. 
Then  two  dreams  came.     One,  I  remember  not 
But  in  the  other  his  pale  wound-worn  limbs 
Fell  from  Prometheus,  and  the  azure  night 
Grew  radiant  with  the  glory  of  that  fojm 
Which  lives  unchanged  within,  and  his  voice  feU 
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Uke  music  wliich  makc^  giVltly  the  dun  brain, 
Fdjjt  witli  intoxication  of  keen  joy  ; 
"  Sister  of  her  whose  footsteps  \mvt'  the  worUT 
With  loveliness — ^oiore  fivlr  tfuiu  au^^ht  but  her, 
"Vyhoae  shadow  thou  art  —  lift  thine  eyes  on  (»p.*' 
■  1  liftt^  (hem  :  th*?  overpowering  Hght 
Of  Ili:it  immoi'litl  ghnpe  viiis  fih;ii]owti<l  o'er 
By  love;  whit'h*  froni  liis  soft  tititl  flowiiijg^  limlm, 
And  prtsslon-piirted  lips,  aivl  keen,  MtM  evfrs» 
Stt>fuued  forth  lllte  vjiporous  ftre ;  an  titmosphere 
Wliich  wrapped  ine  in  its  jill-difisolving  poweri 
As  (lit)  Witrm  ether  of  the  inoi'itin|T  gun 
Wrupa  crc  it  drinks  «oJtt<?  cloud  of  Wiindenug  dewv 
1  8ttW  not,  jjiui'd  not,  moved  nut,  only  ft;lt 
His  presenfe  flow  ami  iniuglu  through  my  itlood 
Till  it  hetytme  Uh  lifK  »iiJ  his  grew  mine; 
And  1  wa^j  thtis  nbs^orbed^  uniil  it  p>»i<:*fd. 
And  tike  thi^  vufHxir.s  nhijit  the  suu  ginks  do^vu, 
GHthering  again  in  drops  upon  llie  pinr^H, 
And  trvnmbuss  »i-s  iliey,  in  Uie  deep  night  .- 
My  htnng  wus  coudenseil ;  and  a*  thf  raj* 
Of  tluMJght  wrri'  slowly  gfilhcred,  I  I'ould  hear 
His  voicts  wlmiie  nccenls  Ihigered  ere  ihey  died 
Like  foniitepa  of  wesik  melody ;  lliy  name 
Anirm*z  the  mmiy  sounds  jilone  I  heard 
Of  wimt  might  be  arii<-ulntff;  IJMiugh  still 
I  listened  through  the  niglii  whenwund  was  none. 
lonv  wiikenod  ihcn,  «nd  said  to  m*i: 
"  Canxi  thou  divine  \vh,'it  irnubleH  me  to-night? 
I  ftlwdys  knew  what  I  desired  Ijefore, 


H 
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Nor  6V«r  found  delight  to  wish  in  tsAn. 

But  now  I  cannot  tetl  thee  what  I  mtak  t 

I  knt/W  not ;  something  sweet,  iincQ  it  U  svtevt 


Even  to  tlvslre  j  it  i* 
Tliou  ha3l  discover 
Whose  !4peUs  havtj  si 
And  mingled  it  wiih 
We  kii«-<;d»  I  lult  wh, 
Tbe  swet^i  mir  ilmt  gi 
Of  the  Iifi^-bloud,  for 
Quivered  between  o* 
I  ansv^'Cied  not,  for  the  iu. 
But  fled  to  thee. 


dMQtllMOt  ofdt 

spirit  as  I  *1»'|jt 

If  wlien  jost  now 

»at1ed  It|>» 

ue ;  and  thio  wanutJi 

htt'h  J  faint, 

inhig  anuii,*' 

1^  star  grew  pale. 


ASIA. 

Thou  speakest,  but  thy  nrords 
Are  as  the  air :  I  feel  them  not.     O,  lift 
Thine  eyes,  that  I  may  read  his  written  soul ! 

PANTIIBA. 

I  lift  them,  though  they  droop  beneath  the  load 
Of  that  they  would  express  :  what  canst  thou  see 
But  thine  own  fairest  shadow  imaged  there? 


ASIA. 

Thine  eyes    are   like   the   deep,  blue,  boundlesi 

heaven 
Contracted  to  two  circles  underneath 
Thoir  long,  fine  lashes  ;  dark,  far,  measureless, 
Orb  within  orb,  and  line  through  line  inwoven. 


Ab  we  sat   here,  the  tlower-infolding  buda 

Hur^^t  on  yon  lighfriirig-bljiRtcd  ulmoni)  tree  ; 
When  swifl  fvom  thy  while  Scytbinn  wih]ei'nc«9 
A  wirid  AWi^pt  ibiih   wrinkling  the    Eturth    with 

froat : 
I  loak(::d,  and  atl  the  blo.^^oms  were  Uown  liown; 
Lut  on  vwih  lent'  wsis  stampi^d,  si&  tlm  bluc'bnlU 
Of  IlyaL'inth  tvM  Apuliu  s  written  gncf^ 

j*^  ASIA. 

As  you  Epeak,  your  woi  ds* 
Fill,  pauiic  by  pause,  my  own  forgoUen  &ieep 
With  shapes.     Mtthought  among  the  lawns  to- 
gether 
We  wandered,  underneath  the  young  gray  dawn, 
And  multitudes  of  dense  white  fleecy  clouds 
Were  wandering  in  tliick  flocks  along  the  mo.m- 

tains. 
Shepherded  by  the  slow,  unwilling  wind ; 
And  the  white  dew  on  the  new-bladed  grass, 
Just  picrein<;  the  dark  earth,  hung  silently; 
And  there  was  more  which  1  remember  not: 
But  on  the  shadows  of  the  morning  clouds, 
Athwart  tlic  purple  mountain  slope,  was  wntten 
Follow,  O,  follow  !     As  they  vanished  by  ; 
And  on  each  herb,  fiom  which  Heaven's  dew  hud 

fallen. 
The  like  was  stamped,  as  with  a  withering  fire. 
A  >*ind  arose  among  the  pines ;  it  shook 
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'^0,  follow,  follow. 

As  our  vo  1(16  receduth 


Tbroug^ 

aA  hollow. 

Where 

.  gpreaiit'th  i 

0,  follow 

Through 

i»  holbw, 

As  L[ie  son] 

u  pursue. 

Where  the 

ttver  fltfw. 

TUmiigh  the  niv^-. 

*  darkness  d#3ep 

liy  ihe  odour-breaUiing  r1<*i*i> 
Of  faint  niglit-flowei-s,  and  the  waves 
At  the  fountain-lighted  caves, 
While  our  music,  wild  and  sweet, 
Mocks  thy  gently  falling  feet, 
Child  of  Ocean  ! 


Shall  we  pursue  the  sound?     It  grows  more  faint 
And  distant. 

PANTUBA. 

List !  the  strain  floats  nearer  now. 


ECnOES. 

In  the  world  unknown 

Sleeps  a  voice  unspoken  ; 
By  thy  step  alone 


A  fhtttt  intxrminijifd  mth  Hacks  and  Cavwn*,     Asia  tnrf 
pAXniE^  jmss  into  iL     Tipo  jfonsg  /\ltM«  dnf  tiuina  am  0 

EtKSItCnoltVS  I,  OF  SPTHIT*. 

Tbe  patb  lUrough  wUk*h  thai  lovdy  twain 
lluvci  pftHf,  hy  cedin',  pine,  artd  jew, 
And  each  dark  tree  that  ever  grc-w* 
Is  curtained  out  from  Heaven*s  wide  blue  ; 
Nor  suD,  nor  ii:oon,  nor  wind,  noi*  rain. 
Can  pierce  its  interwoven  bowers 
Nor  aught,  save  where  some  cloud  of  dew^ 
Drifted  along  the  earth-creeping  breeze 
Between  the  trunks  of  the  hoar  trees, 

Hangs  each  a  pearl  in  the  pale  flowers 
Of  llie  green  laurel,  blown  anew ; 
And  bends,  and  then  fades  silently. 
One  frail  and  fair  anemone : 
Or  when  some  star  of  many  a  one 
That  cliuibs  and  wanders  through  steep  night, 
Hjis  found  tlje  cleft  through  whicli  alone 
Beams  fall  from  high  those  depths  upon; 
Kre  it  is  borne  away,  away, 
By  tlie  swift  Heavens  that  cannot  stay, 
It  scatters  drops  of  golden  light, 
Like  lines  of  rain  that  ne'er  unite: 
And  the  gloom  divine  is  all  around; 
And  underneath  is  the  mossy  ground. 
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There  the  volupluou^  nighiii»r!nte^ 

Are  awaku  through  all  lUe  broiitJ  noou-thiy: 
When  oiin  vvitli  bU»3  or  sadiiiass  liiib, 

And  Ihrough  l\n*  windless  ivy-boughs. 

Sick  with  sweet  love,  tlrtK>|»^  dying  away 
On  i\$  nmte'^  tuusic-pt)nun<f^  bosom  ; 
Another  IVom  the  swinging  bloST^om, 

W'ak-hing  li>  i^tileh  Uic  limguid  close 

or  llie  last  slrsin,  then  itfts  on  high 

The  witig-j  uf  ili«  weak  iintlotly, 
TiSI  some  new  j-tniin  xti'  h**Vw\*  beur 

The  song,  and  all  itie  woods  are  luule ; 
When  (here  h  heurd  thiou^h  the  dim  air 
The  ruah  of  win<^5,  and  riisiiig  there 

Like  niuny  a  lalce-,^nrround<.*d  llale. 
Sounds  overflow  lliu  li?lent<fis  brain 
Ho  sweet,  that  joy  ii  almost  paiti. 


»i:jiiCHOfiue  1. 
There  those  enchanted  eddies  |jlay 

Of  echoes,  rousic-tongued,  wliich  draw. 
By  Demogorgon's  mighty  iaw» 
With  meliing  rapture,  or  sweet  awe, 
Jl  spirit*  on  tlnii  secret  way  ; 
As  inlattd  boars  ai*  driven  to  Ocean 
Down  atream:i  made  sLToug  with  niounttu» 
thaw  J 
Aitd  tinat  tliere  comes  a  gentle  sound 
To  those  ia  talk  or  ^.luuiber  bound, 
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Anil  wakes  the  destined,  ^(i  emotion 
Attract:^,  imp  da  llvi^m  ;  tho^a  who  k%w 
Say  imm  the  breathing  earili  behind 
ThetH!  streams  a  plume-uplifting  wind 
Whifjt  drives  them  on  their  peithf  while  they 

Believe  their  owa  &M't(i  wings  And  feet 
The  sweGt  de^ire^  ivithin  obey  : 
And  ^o  thej  flout  upon  tlteir  way^ 
Until,  still  s\vet*t  but  loud  and  stmn<». 
The  itorm  of  ^otind  i^  driven  alting^ 
Sueked  up  and  hurrying :  as  they  fl««t 
Beiiind,  iL6  (pititenng  hillo^vis  meet 
And  to  the  futiil  muuntiuti  hear 
Like  clouds  amid  the  yielding  air. 


-<. 


FIRST    FAUK. 

Canst  thou  imagine  where  those  spirits  live 
Wliich  make  such  delicate  music  in  the  woods  ? 
We  haunt  within  the  least  frequented  caves 
And  closest  coverts,  and  we  know  these  wilds, 
Yet  never  meet  them,  though  we  hear  them  oft : 
Where  may  they  hide  themselves? 


BECONP    FAUX. 

'Tis  hard  to  tell  ; 
I  have  heard  those  more  skilled  in  spirits  say, 
The  bubbles,  which  enchantment  of  the  sun 
Sucks  from  the  pale  faint  water-flowers  that  pave 
The  oozy  bottom  of  clear  lakes  and  pools, 
Are  the  p»  vilions  where  such  dwell  and  float 


Under  ttte  grmt'O  and  golden  attno.^phcre 
Which   nf)oii-lido   kiridlL'S   ttiTOUgh   the   vvoveu 

leaves  ; 
And  wh^'n  thc^e  btirst,  ntul  the  thin  fiery  atr, 
rtie  which   thi^y   breiilhed  within  Uiose  luceiit 

AsL'ifiids  to  flow  like  rot'leons  through  the  nigut, 
The/  rideon  them,  ntid  rein  their  hwiilJong  ?potid, 
And  bow  Lheir  buruixig  crcs^ts,  and  glide  in  lire 
Uud^r  the  waters  of  tlie  emi-th  agiiitv* 

If  such  live  rhus,  have  others  other  lives, 
Under  pink  blossoms  or  within  the  holU 
Ofmeaduw  Howits  or  folded  violets  deep, 
Or  on  (hfir  dying  wlour?;,  when  (hey  die, 
Or  on  the  sunlight  of  the  ?-phcred  dew? 

a^coyn  faun. 
Ay,  many  more  which  we  may  weH  divine. 
But  should  we  stay  to  !S|)t-nk,  noontide  wonld  cotnet 
And  thworl  Silenus  llnd  hh  go^ts  tindmwn. 
And  grudge  I  o  sing  liiose  wise  and  Invcly  songs 
Of  Fntti,  and  Chunce,  and  God,  and  Chao:^  old, 
And  I^ve,  and  the  ctiftinctl  Titan's  wotul  dootn. 
And  how  be  shall  be  loosicd,  and  niake  the  fsirth 
One  brotherhood ;  delightful  Rtrains  wliicb  cht'er 
Our  solitaj-y  twilights,  and  xvluch  chai'in 
To  silence  the  unenvying  nighting^es.     ^^ 
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acei^E  lit. 


Hither  the  sound  tiaa 
Of  Demofiorgon,  and 
Like  a  volcano's  mete 
Whence  *he  oracuhm 


ji — to  the  tvnlm 

;Ltj*  fKirfAl. 
thing  cUa<4in, 
h  hurled  up 


Which  lonely  men  drink  wnuJeniig  in  their  youth. 
And  call  truth,  virtue,  love,  genius,  or  joy, 
That  maddening  wine  of  life,  whose  dregs  they 

drain 
To  deep  intoxication  ;  and  uplift, 
Like  Majnads  who  cry  loud,  Evoe  !  Evoe  ! 
The  voice  which  is  contagion  to  the  world. 


Fit  throne  for  such  a  Power!  Magnificent! 
How  glorious  ait  tliou.  Earth  !  and  if  thou  be 
The  shadow  of  some  spirit  lovelier  still, 
Though  evil  stain  its  work,  and  it  should  be 
Like  its  creation,  weak  yet  beautiful, 
I  could  fall  down  and  worship  that  and  thee. 
Even  now  my  heart  adoreth.    Wonderful ! 
Look,  sister,  ere  the  vapour  dim  thy  brain: 
Beneath  is  a  wide  plain  of  billowy  mist, 
tVs  a  lake,  paving  in  the  morning  sky 
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Willi  usure  waves  whicli  burst  in  silver  liglit, 

Some  Indian  vale.     Behold  if,  rolling  on 
Under  the  ciii'dUng  wind?!,  and  islanding 
Tile  peak  wtiereon  we  stand,  mid  way,  around, 
Encineturod  by  I  he  dark  and  blooming  ibresU, 
Dim  Iwilight-lawtis,  and  stream-illuminefl  cavei, 
And  wind-enciianted  «jha[>cs  of  wamk't'ing  mist ; 
And  fai'on  high  the  keeti  gky-cieaviag  muuntuinSf 
From  ivy  sjiires  of  aun-likii  radiance  Jling 
The  dawn,  as  lilVed  Occan'g  dastzling  ^(H'ay, 
From  som«  Atlantic  islet  seitilercd  tip, 
S[mngle5  (he  wind  with  lamp-like  water-dropa. 
The  vate  is  girdled  witEi  their  waU$,  a  howl 
Of  calaract*  from  tht;ir  thjiw-dovcii  ravines 
Satiates  the  Itsl tuning  wind,  coiitiatious,  VA^t, 
Awful  as  silence.     Hark  !  the  rushing  ^now. 
The  sun-awakened  avalanelie  !  whose  iniu^s, 
Thrice  lifted  by  the  ttorm,  had  gathered  there 
Flake  after  ttake»  in  heuvea-defying  miad^ 
As  though L  by  ihouglit  is  piled,  till  Aonie   great 

truth 
Is  loosened,  and  the  nations  echo  mnnd, 
Shaken  to  their  riH>t^,  ns  do  the  itiounlAins  now. 


Look  how  iho  gusty  uea  of  mist  is  breaking 
In  crimson  foam,  even  lU  oar  tect !  it  rises 
Aa  Ocean  at  the  enchuiiinient  of  tiic  moon 
Round  foodless  men  wrecked  on  some  oozy  isle. 
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The  fragments  of  the  cloa  J  arc  acaltcred  up  t 
The  wind  that  lif«^  *^'^***  ''^■"^nlwinea  my  hair; 
lU  bittpws  DOW  SW4  iiG6  ejTM  ;  my  Uraiu 

Grvtws  dizzy  ;  I  sc  vkhia  tbe  mist* 


A  c-otinteniince  \ 
An  a2ure  fir«  vvtiijiii 
Mother  ftud  aiiothei 


g  smitcg ;  there  bumi 

vn  locks! 
ihey  speak  i 


soxo  OP  ai-iniTs. 
'To  the  deep,  to  the  deep, 

Down,  down  ! 
Through  the  shade  of  sleep, 
Through  the  cloudy  strife 
Of  Death  and  of  Life  ; 
Thi-ough  the  veil  and  the  bar 
Of  things  which  seem  and  are. 
Even  to  the  steps  of  the  remotest  throne, 

Down,  down  ! 

VV'hile  the  sound  whirls  a:*ound, 

Down,  down  ! 
As  the  fawn  draws  the  hound, 
As  the  lightning  the  vapour, 
As  a  weak  moth  the  taper ; 
Death,  despair ;  love,  sorrow  ; 
Time  both  ;  to-day,  to-morrow  ; 
As  steel  obeys  the  spirit  of  the  stone, 

Down,  down ! 


Througti  the  gray,  vuJd  abygm, 

Down,  (lawn! 
Wliei'c  the  air  h  no  ^jrism, 
Ami  the  moon  and  stars  are  not. 
And  tiie  fttvem-crags  weai*  not 
The  radiance  of  Heiivon 
SoF  the  gloom  to  Earth  given, 
Whei*e  there  m  o»e  porvading,  one  aloae, 

Down,  down  I 

In  the  depth  of  iho  deep 

Ouwn,  down  I 
Likf  veiled  lightning'  asleep, 
Like  I  lie  spark  lunvi^d  in  emhei^. 
The  lait  look  Love  remembers, 
Like  a  diumond,  which  shines 
On  the  dnrk  we;dth  of  mines* 
A  epetl  13  treuHured  but  for  thee  alone^ 

Down^  down ! 

We  have  bound  thee,  we  guide  theej 

Down*  down ! 
With  the  bright  forjii  beside  thee  j 
Resist  not  the  weakness, 
Swch  strength  h  in  meekness 
Thar  the  P^ertnil,  the  Immortal, 
Must  unloose  tiu'ou^h  life'.i  jKjrtal 
The  Btiake4ike  Doom  coiled  uoderoeath  hh 
throne 

Bj  that  alone,/ 


^^^m 
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1 

Wli 

lat  veiled  fonn  sits 
3  veil  has  fellen. 

ebon  thrrtne  ?             ^^^H 

P„ 

• 

I  see  a  mighty  darkness 
Filling  the  seat  of  power,  and  rays  of  gloom 
Dart  rouiul,  as  light  from  the  meridian  sun, 
Ungazed  upon  and  shapeless  ;  neither  limb. 
Nor  form,  nor  outline ;  yet  we  feel  it  is 
A  living  spirit. 


DEMOOORGOX. 

Ask  what  thou  wouldst  know. 


ASIA. 


What  canst  thou  tell  ? 


PBMOOORGOK. 

All  things  thou  darest  demand. 


ASIA. 

Who  made  the  living  world  ? 
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Under  the  loiid  townrds  the  pU  of  death  t 
AbandoDed  hope,  and  love  that  turus  ta  biUfi; 
And  selfK^ontemptj  bitterer  to  drink  tltttn  blood  4 
Pain,  whose  unlieeu^.  Iliai'  sfjeedi 

Is  howling,  and  keen  lay  after  day  j 

And  Hell,  or  the  aU 


He  reigns 


Utter  hiB  oame :  a  w  ^  in  pain 

Asks  but  bia  name :  cnrtHms  auJii  drag  bim  down. 


He  reigns. 


DEMOGOBGON. 
ASIA. 

I  feel,  I  know  it :  who  ? 


DBMOOOSOON. 

He  reigns. 

X*"^  ASIA. 

Who  reigns  ?  There  was  the  Heaven  and  Earth 

at  first, 
And  Light  and  Love ;  then  Saturn,  from  whose 

throne 
Time  fell,  an  envious  shadow :  such  the  state 
Of  the  earth's  primal  spirits  benedth  hb  sway, 
As  the  calm  joy  of  flowers  and  living  leaves 
Before  tbe  wind  or  sun  has  withered  them 
And   semivital  woims ;  but  he  refused 
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riic  liinUriglU  oriheir  being,  knowledjfe,  jxiwer, 
TUti  »kill  wliivb  wk4d»  tht;  eltf merits,  lUt^  thougbt 

>Vlii(>li  |*k'reejj  ihh  dim  utiiverjie  like  light, 

Self-i'4ii[tirt'.  find  flu;  rniiJL'i^ty  of  !t>ve  5 

For  tliii'ftt  of  wlnVit  I  hey  fiiintiNL     Then  Prom©- 

itieuft 
Giive  wisdom,  which  is  sirenjiplh,  to  J  ti  pit  it  ; 
And  witli  thisi  law  nlont;'.,  "  Let  man  be  fj'cr.,'* 
Ciotlied  tiitn  with  I  he  tloniinion  of  wido  HeAveiu 
To  know  nor  faith  nor  love  nor  hiw,  to  h*- 
Omnijiotent  but  fi'ii^ndl«s5,ift  lo  feign  i 
Ami  JoV(t  now  rcJ^^in**! ;  for  on  \\n*  race  of  man 
Firr^t  famine,  and  then  toil*  atvd  them  cti»eaae« 
Strife^  Vi'ouiuls  and  «h«>«tly  death  niiMvun  iKfford, 
Fell  i  and  thf  ud-ii-a^niialdc  hi-ahonw  drove. 
With  alterri;oiit;j;  shufis  of  fiiost)^  and  frixj, 
Their  gljollerk'!*!!!,  pale  tribes  <o  mountain  c«v«s: 
And  in  their  dcH^ei't  heariA  tJi.'re*!  w«.nt8  he  sent, 
And  ma<l  dt^-quii'tudert,  and  shadows  idle 
Of  unreal  (»ooih  which  levied  mutual  war, 
So  ruining  the  lair  wheivin  they  mgid. 
ProniHheufl  *aw,  and  waked  the  legioiied  hopes 
Which  frlec'|j  within  foldi-d  Elyiaian  tlowri*«» 
Nepenthe,  Aloly,  Amaranth,  fadeless  blotuns^ 
Tliat  thi'V  nii^ht  hide  with  thin  and  rainbow  wingf 
The  fehupi*  of  Dealh ;  and  Lo%"c  hy  «enl  to  Uind 
The  disunited  tendrils  of  that  vine 
Whitth  hears  llie  wlim  of  life,  the  human  heart; 
And  he  tamed  tire  which,  like  come  be*ist  of  prey 
Mq:^!  ternbte,  but  lovely^  played  bem.tjitU 
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The  fVuH'ii  of  niiii]^  and  tortured  to  Km  will 
Itqu  jintl  goldf  ilie  slaves  and  eigrifl  of  j>ower» 
And  g^ms  tind  ^oi^ao^^,  and  jill  subtlest  forms 


ULiid  I  ha  wavQ& 
ih  crefLtL'd  iboirgliL 

iCA  of  earth   and 


d  tUe  haroioEtioufl 


Htddtiu  Ueueatli  ih«  i 
He  gave  man  speech 
Which  is  Uie  measura 
And  Science  ttlruok  ti 

heaven, 
Which  shock,  hut  fel 

mind 
Poured  itself  forth  ic  etic  sung  i 

And  mu>;ic  lifted  u]>  the  ii3it...Tig  spirit 
Until  it  walked,  exempt  from  mortal  care, 
Godlike,  o'er  the  clear  billows  of  sweet  sound  ; 
And   human   hands  £rst  mimicked  and   then 

mocked, 
With  moulded  limbs  moie  lovely  than  its  own, 
The  lunnan  form,  till  marble  grew  divine, 
And  mothers,  gazing,  drank  the  love  men  see 
Retlccted  in  their  race,  behold,  and  perish. 
He  told  the  hidden  power  of  herbs  and  springs, 
And    Disease  drank  and  slepu     Death  grew  like 

sleep.  ^ 

He  taught  the  implicated  orbits  woven 
Of  the  wide-wandering  stars ;  and  how  the  sun 
Changes  his  lair,  and  by  what  secret  spell 
The  pale  moon  is  transformed,  when  her  broad 

eye 
Gazes  not  on  the  interlunar  sea. 
He  taught  to  rule,  as  life  directs  the  limbs, 
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riie  tempest-widgtHl  elariotg  of  the  Ocean, 
And  the  Celt  knew  the  Inflinn*     Cities  ihen 
Were  buU(,  and  ihrougb  their  snow-like  columns 

flowcMi 
The  warm  wiodi,  and  the  a«ure  aetber  shone, 
And  the  blue  sea  and  sbadowy  hill*  were  seen. 
Such,  the  aUeviutions  of  bis  state, 
Prometheus  gave  to  man,  fur  whlcb  he  hangs 
Withering  in  ciestiued  pain:  hut  who  rains  do  wo 
Evil,  the  immt^dioibh  plague,  which,  while 
Man  boks  on  his  creation  like  a  got! 
And  sees  that  it  in  glorious,  drives  bim  uq 
The  wreck  of  his  own  will,  the  acorn  of  earth, 
The  outcast,  the  abandoned,  I  lie  alone  ? 
Not  Jove :  while  yet  his  fruwn  shook  heaven,  ay, 

when 
Hii  adversary  ftom  adamnntine  chains 
Cursed  him,  be  trembled  like  a  »lave.     Dedard 
Who  h  his  maiiter?    Is  be  loo  a  alave  ? 

PKMOOOROOJt, 

All  ftptrits  are  enslaved  which  serve  things  evili 
Tbou  knowe«t  if  Jupiitr  be  such  or  no. 


Whom  called^ftt  thoa  God  ? 


PBUOaOROOM. 

1  spoke  hut  as  ye  spQ«)^ 
Fd(  Jove  U  the  supreme  of  Uring  things. 
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Who  is  tlkc  tnaater  of  the  sJavo  ? 


Could  vomit  forth  his  s^ 
II  Is  wiinting,  the  deep  tr 
For  what  would  it  iiviu 
On  tho  revolving;  worlt 
Fate,  Time,  Occasion,  i 

All  things  are  subject  but  eternal  Love. 


If  tiji-*  ttUji^a 
-B«u  A  voice 
nwgt?l©!(i ; 
tli(*e  ;^i«e 
itit  n>  tfkJ  ftpejik 
eind  Cltjuigi!  7    Tc 


So  much  I  asked  before,  and  my  heart  gave 
The  response  thou  hast  given  ;  and  of  such  truths 
Each  to  itself  must  be  the  orach*. 
One  more  demand  ;  and  do  thou  answer  me 
As  my  own  soul  wouKl  answer,  did  it  know 
Tliat  which  I  ask.     Prometlieus  shall  arise 
Henceforth  the  sun  of  this  rejoicing  world: 
When  shall  the  destined  hour  arrive  ? 


DEIIOGOBOU^. 


Behold ! 


ITie  rocks  arc  cloven,  and  through  the  purple  night 
I  see  cars  drawn  by  rainbow-winged  steeds 


Which  trample  I  he*  dim  wfnd^i  in  ench  lh«ra  standi 
A  wiltJ-eycil  chiirh>li*er  urging  their  rti;»hU 
tSomc  look  bchjnt),  m  Hentls  pursued  ihoRi  thero, 
Ami  yv.i  i  Kfe  no  Bliupes  bui  the  keen  atars  i 
Olherfl,  with  hiiniing  ejes  J'-**'^  forth,  «rvd  rlrlrik 
With  eager  Irjis  the  wjnfl  of  thrir  own  sftced, 
A*  if  tho  thing  Uiey  Joved  fled  on  before, 
And  nott%  even  no%  the)-  clii^ju'd  it.    Their  bright 

locka 
Sirctim  litvi.;  n  comat's  fitiahing  hair:  they  all 
Sweep  onwiird, 

D^WOGOItOOIt. 

Thc^u  nrc  ihe  immortal  Haur^, 
Of  wliom  thou  didst  demand.     One  ^'niU  for  thee. 

A  spirit  wilh  ii  drciidfuJ  countvnnrice 
ChixliM  il*  dark  cluu-iot  by  llio  CJiiggy  gulf, 
Uiihke  tliy  brellirt-Jt,  yha^stlv  dutn<>tccr» 
Who  iirt   thou  ?  Whither  wouldat  thou  bear  itief 
Speak  I 

iPJftlT. 

^  nm  the  shadow  of  u  dusliiiy 
More  dread  ihaii  i*  my  anpect:  ere  yon  j)l;met 
l\a?  set,  the  dHrkncs«  which  agccnib  with  me 
ShuU  wnip  iu iiisting niglii  lieaveti's kinglets  throtic 

AtiJL. 
What  meatteat  thou  ? 
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rBOUCTaeUB   UKUOUKP, 


FANTUB4 

- 

Tbat  lerriblt!  shstdow  flottla 

Up  from  its  throne,  im 

'le  Judd  smuke 

Of  iuirtluiuake-mint 

er  the  s^iL. 

Lol  it  ajycc'uda  tbe  tai 

oursers  fly 

Territit;d:  watch  its  p 

ing  the  sr^^ 

Ulai-'ktiiiing  the  nlgbt 

•  ' 

Thi 

iinawered:  etningel 

PANTHEA. 

See,  near  the  verge,  another  chariot  stays ; 
An  ivcry  shell  inlaid  with  crimson  fire, 
Which  coines  and  goes  within  its  sculptured  rim 
Of  delicate  strange  tracery  ;  the  young  spirit 
That  guides  it  has  the  dove-like  eyes  of  hope; 
How  its  soft  smiles  attract  the  soul!  as  light 
Lures  winged  insects  through  the  lampless  air. 

^'''  SFIRIT. 

/        My  coursers  are  fed  with  the  lightning, 
They  drink  of  the  whirlwind's  stream. 

And  when  the  red  morning  is  bright'ning 
They  bathe  in  the  fresh  sunbeam ; 
They  have  strength  for  their  swiftness  I  deem, 

Then  ascend  with  me,  daughter  of  Ocean. 


1  desire :  and  their  speed  makes  night  kindle : 
I  four  ;  they  outstrip  the    typhoon : 


^^^m 

7$ 

PROMETHEUS 

^^^^1 

fifTftll 

^^^^H 

The:  mn  will  rise  not  until 

ApoUo              ^^^H 

I.s  lield  in  henven  by  w 

^  and  ibc'  tight           ^^^H 

Which  iilb  litis  vajwui, 

le  fiKTui]  hue               ^^^H 

Of  lounluiti-gnring  rose: 

Uw  wtiteri                 ^^^H 

Flows  fi-om  iliy  mightj' 

^^^^1 

PA! 

^H 

Yes,  I  fei.*!^        ^^H 

A8TJL 

^^B 

What  is  it  with  thee,  sister  ?    Thou  art  pale. 


^  rAXTlIEA. 

How  thou   art  changed!     I  dare  not  look  on 

thoe; 
I  feel  but  see  thee  not.      I  scarce  endure 
Tlie  radiance  of  lliy  beauty.     Some  good  change 
Is  working  in  the  elements,  which  suffer 
Tiiy  presence  thus  unveiled.     The  Nereids  tell 
That  on  llie  day  when  the  clear  hyaline 
Was  cloven  at  thy  uprise,  and  thou  didst  stand 
Within  a  veined  shell,  which  floated  on 
Over  the  calm  floor  of  the  crystal  sea, 
Among  the  ^'Egean  isles,  and  by  the  shores 
WJiich  bear  thy  name  ;  love,  like  the  atmosphere 
Of  the  sun's  fire  filling  the  living  world, 
Burst  from  thee,  and  illumined  earth  and  heaven 
A.nd  the  deep  ocean  and  the  sunless  caves 
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&nd  all  tliat  dwelli)  witlnn  lltfrn  ;  lill  griercast 
Eclipse  upon  tlie  soul  ftuiii  wliidi  it  ciitne. 
Such  art  llioii  now ;  nor  h  k  I  iilono, 
Thy  sialer,  thjr  comfHUUon,  ihlrie  own  chosen  out*, 
But  I  he  whi>Ie  worU]  which  .^ei-ki*  thy  s,yiopathy, 
Ileiirc^t  rhoti  not  sounds  i*  the  nh'  vvltich  ^\»enk  the 

love 
Of  all  urtituilftlL'  being*?     Feelt-st  thuu  :iol 
The  iimnUuiite  wimls  tMiiituoui^d  of  thee?     Ust\ 

[  Maiic. 

ASIA. 

Thy  words  are  eweotyr  than  aught  else  hut  his 
Whose  (jchoea  ihey  are :  jtl  nil  love  U  swuet, 
•  Given  or  r<^tur«ed.     Coninion  m  light  i*  love, 
jAad  it5  familiar  voice  weivric*  nut  ever. 
Like  the  wide  heuvL'iu  tho  alJ-jnu^staining  aifi 
It  makt!S  thu  ruptile  erpml  lo  the  god, 
They  who  iiii^inre  it  ino^t  ure  fortinmlLv 
As  I  am  now  ;  but  thoau  who  fed  it  most 
Artt  hupptur  still,  »Lfier  long  suifenngs^ 
Aji  I  shall  soon  become. 


Li^i  ]     Spirits  flpeak. 

VOICU  (m  i/it  tttr,  ainffituf,) 

Life  of  Life,  thy  lips  enkindle 

With  their  love  the  hreath  between  themt 
Ajid  thy  bmiles  hefon;  they  dwindle 

MiiJke  th<s  cold  air  firo  ;  then  screen  them 


so 
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In  those  looks,  where  whoso  gaten 

FauilSi  entangled  in  ibt;ir  raaKcs. 

Child  of  Light  I  thy  li-"-'    re  burning 


Througli  the  vest  w 
As  the  radiant  lines  of 

Through  the  clouds,  v 
And  this  atmosphere  div 
IShrouds  thee  wheresot; 


eemB  to  hide  them  J 

he  J  divide  them; 

it 

;ou  shinest. 


Fair  are  others  ;  none  be!    Ids  thee, 
But  th}^  voioe  sounds  low  and  tender 

Like  the  fairest ;  for  it  folds  thee 

From  the  sight,  that  liquid  splendor. 

And  all  feel,  yet  see  thee  never, 

As  I  feel  now,  lost  for  ever  I 

Lamp  of  Earth  !  where'er  thou  raovest 
Its  dim  shapes  are  clad  with  brightness, 

And  the  souls  of  whom  thou  lovest 
Walk  upon  the  winds  with  lightness, 

Pill  they  fail,  as  I  am  failing, 

Dizzy,  lost,  yet  unbewailing ! 


■    My  soul  is  an  enchanted  boat. 

Which,  like  a  sleeping  swan,  doth  float 

Upon  the  silver  waves  of  thy  sweet  singing ; 
And  thine  doth  like  an  angel  sit 
Beside  the  helm  conducting  it, 
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Whilst  all  the  winds  with  melody  are  ringing. 

It  seems  to  float  ever,  for  ever, 

Upon  that  many-winding  river, 

Between  mountains,  woods,  abysses, 

A  paradise  of  wildernesses ! 
Till,  like  one  in  slumber  bound, 
Borne  to  the  ocean,  I  float  down,  around, 
Into  a  sea  profound  of  ever-spreading  sound. 

Meanwhile  thy  spirit  lifts  its  pinions 

In  music's  most  serene  dominions ; 
Catching  the  winds  that  fan  that  happy  heaven. 

And  we  sail  on,  away,  afar. 

Without  a  cours<',  without  a  star, 
But,  by  the  instinct  of  sweet  music  driven  ; 

Till  through  Elysian  garden-islets 

By  thee  most  beautiful  of  pilots, 

Where  never  mortal  pinnace  glided, 

The  boat  of  my  desire  is  guided  : 
Realms  where  the  air  we  breathe  is  love. 
Which  in  the  winds  on  the  wave  doth  move. 
Harmonizing  this  earth  with  what  we  feel  above 

We  have  passed  Age's  icy  caves, 

And  Manhood's  dark  and  tossing  waves, 
And  Youth's  smooth  ocean,  smiling  to  betray: 

Beyond  the  glassy  gulfs  we  flee 

Of  shadow-peopled  Infancy, 
Through  Death  and  Birth,  to  a  diviner  day  ; 
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rBOUETiiKLS  vsnovso* 


A  paradise  of  vuuUt*d  boweri 

Lit  hy  downvvHi-J-guxuig  tl^iwers, 

And  watery  paths  that  wind  between 

Wilde nsessos  calm  an  *       eft, 
Peopled  hj  shapes  loo  I  to  see» 

And  rest,  having;  Wheld         iiewhat  like  tlie€; 
Wiiicli  walk  upon  ibe  m        1  cUimt  melodio'jsiy  ?  ^ 


3^ 


rmouKTUBVA  uitBavifD. 
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ACT   IIL 
9CEini  Lr— iBttttSi.    Jur  tTKR  on  lift  Thtvtie  f  Tuktu  aitd 


jtirtTKlt. 

Yc  congregaied  |>ower*  of  heaven,  who  dimre 

Tins  glcn7  and  the  stRnigth  of  him  jre  »(?«'<!, 

Rcjuice  1  honeyforJh  I  am  omnlpotrnt. 

AH  elit'  hud  hven  i^uhducd  lo  mt' ;  aloiio 

The  ioul  uf  man,  Uku  unL*xtmguyjud  iirt^ 

Yttt  burns  lowarda  hcnv^u  wUh  fierce  reproadi, 

and  doubt. 
And  laDiciitation,  and  relnclant  pmycr, 
HuFliiig  up  insurrection,  which  might  roakv 
Oui*  antlqui;  eitiiufe  insecure,  though  built 
On  dilesi  fliifh,  and  hrU's  l'oovaI,  foir ; 
And  though  my  curves  throt^gh  iht*  |icn<Utlims  air, 
Like  snoiv  on  herb]e»(«  [leaks,  full  ilitki;  by  ihike, 
And  cling  to  it ;  lho»gh  unch^r  tny  wrtah'^  nigl^ 
It  climb  lh<»  crags  of  \\\\\  *H'i>  ttfter  stt*p, 
Whkb  Wound  it,  as  jc«<  wounds  uu-tiitidalled  fttet. 
It  y«?t  rj^oiuina  supremti  o'er  aiti«rjr, 
A*pirlng,  u*iivpn.'i<Aed,  }el  mhjii  to  fall  : 
Even  now  liavo  I  btgotii-n  a  «lnirigc  wonder^ 
That  tatiil  cliild,  the  terror  of  the  varth, 
Wlio  waits  but  till  tlie  destined  hour  arrive. 
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Bearing  frora  Demo^rjjon's  vficant  throne 
The  dreaJful  might  ofcvcr-Uviug  Hrabs 
Whiyh  clothed  that  awful  spirit  unbeheld. 

To  rede?ceiicl,  and  tramijle  out  the  spark. 

Pour  forth  heaven's  wit)?,  Idtcnn  Ganjmed^ 

And  let  it  ftU  the  dajdal  cups  hke  fire, 

And  froiTt  tht^  flower-inwoven  soil  dirine 

Ye  :i]l-ti  tumphant  lutrmonies  nrke^ 

As*  dew  from  earth  undt?r  the  twilight  star* : 

Drink!  be  the  nectar  eii'ding  through  your  velos 

The  soul  of  joy,  ye  ever- living  gods. 

Till  exultation  burst  in  one  wide  voice 

Like  music  from  Elysian  winds. 

And  thou 
Ascend  beside  me,  veiled  in  the  light 
Of  the  desire  which  makes  thee  one  with  me, 
Thetis,  bright  image  of  eternity  ! 
When  thou  didst  cry,  "  Insulferable  might ! 
God  !  spare  me !  I  sustain  not  the  quick  flames, 
Tlie  penetrating  presence  ;  all  my  being, 
Like  him  whom  the  Numidian  seps  did  thaw 
Into  a  dew  with  poison,  is  dissolved, 
Sinking  through  its  foundations  :"  even  then 
Two  mighty  spirits   mingling  made  a  third 
Miglitier  than  either,  wliicli,  unbodied  now, 
Between  us  floats,  ftlt,  although  unbeheUi, 
Waiting  the  incarnation,  which  ascends, 
(Hear  ye  tlie  thunder  «.  f  the  liery  wheels 
Grading  the  winds?)  from  Demogorgon's  throne. 
Victory  !  victory  !  Feelest  thou  not,  O  world. 


\ 


riio  earthfiiiftke  of  Ins  ebarbt  tUutidering  U].i 
Olyropua  F 

I  The  Car  nf  thf  JTt> 0  ft  itmi*rt      1  > a m o<> <>  ftnos  tifnyfnd* 
ami  flimY^  tmmrS*  Vi%  Tfinnit  t^  JcrtTBR. 

Avpful  shape,  wbnt  art  (hoii  ?     Speak  T 

Etenu'fy :   ilemnml  no  direr  name. 
Descend*  and  follow  me  down  the  abys§. 
I  am  thy  d»ild,  as  thoti  wert  Satuni's  eliild  ; 
Mi'f^hlicr  thnn  lh«tii  and  we  rnuMt  dwfU  together 
lUttccfortli  in  (iarknes«,     Uil  thy  lJ<:litniDg8  not 
'Tbe  lyruiiny  ofhesiVBO  none  nnay  rt'iain, 
Urre-!i*Hiimr,or  hold,  fiuecccding  ihctt : 
Yet  ifihoii  wilt,  h*  'tis  liic  dr^iiny 
Of  irodden  worin«  to  vnrilliti  till  they  are  dead. 
Put  forth  ilvy  might. 

jiri«iTMit. 
Dvt«^sted  prodigy  I 
Even  thus  lieneuth  the  deep  Titunian  prisons 
I  tratnpld  ihee  !  Thou  liogej-^st? 

Mercy  I  merry  i 
No  ptty,  no  release,  no  respite !  O 
That  thou  wouhJsl  mnkc  mine  ern'my  my  judge, 
Even  where  he  hang:*,  d-farcd  by  my  long  revenge. 
On  Caiicrt«iU»  I  ho  would  not  doom  me  thus. 
Genile,  und  }n*t^  Mul  drendle:;s^  h  he  nut 
The  ruoujireh  tif  thi;  world  ?     What  tlitii  art  tlioy  f 
Nii  refuge  I  no  uppeul  t 
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Sink  with  roe  tUen, 


We  two  will  siok  on  the  wiJe  waves  of  niio^ 
EvoQ  as  a  vulture  and  a  snake  outspent 


figbt, 
^U  uulock 
gtuous  fire, 
I  bottomless  void 
;e,  and  me, 
lerc^  and  the  wrack 
ited. 

Al.  Ai ! 

The  elements  obey  me  not     I  sink 

Dizzily  down,  ever,  for  ever,  down. 

And,  like  a  cloud,  mine  enemy  above 

Daikens  my  fall  with  victory  !     Ai,  Ai  L^ 


Drop,  twisted  in  iner 
Into  a  shoreless  eea. 
Its  mounded  oceans  c 
And  whelm  on  them 
Ttiis  des*>hited  world, 
The  conqueror  and  thi 
Of  tbat  tor  which  Ih 


SCENE    II. 

Tht  Mouth  of  a  great  River  in  the  Island  Atlantis.  Oceam 
is  discovered  reclining  near  the  shore;  Apollo  stands 
beside  him 

OCEAir. 

He  fell,  thou  sayest,  beneath  his  conqueror's  frown? 


APOLLO. 

Ay,  when  the  strife  was  ended  which  made  dim 
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The  orb  I  rnU.%  nwl  dhook  the  »olid  stars, 

The  teri'oi'i  ofhrn  eye  iilumlued  heaveii 

With  s^nnguiric  light,   through   the  tbtck  tftggod 

Of  tilt*  victorious  (Ifirkncss,  as  ht»  ftsll  i 
Likfc  the  lag!  glar<*  of  cJnj's  ri;d  ugony, 
Wlikin  frrnn  »  rent  mnong  the  fi«ry  clouds, 
Bui'Q);  far  along  iho  tempegt^wrinkled  deep* 

H«  sunk  to  the  abyss  ?     to  the  dtirk  void  f 

AfOLtO. 

An  eagle  so  ciiu^ht  in  somft  hurslin*x  cloud 
On  CaumstH,  hU  thunrkn'-haflled  win^s 
Kntaiigli^J  in  Urn  whirlwind,  and  hi!*  **yes 
Which  ga/ed  on  the  i.inda/,KUng  •tin,  now  blinded 
By  the  white  lightning,  while  the  pondcrotts  hml 
Beats  on  hh  struggling  form,  \vhi<:h  ginks  at  length 
Prone,  and  the  aerial  ice  clings  over  iL 

oc8A$r. 
Henceforth  the  fields  of  Ileaven-rcflectinj*  sea 
Which  are  my  realm,  will  b«:BTe,  nnstmned  wttlt 

hloodt 
Beneaih  tho  ujdiftlng  winds,  like  pl&tns  of  com 
t*vvn}'ed  by  the  summer  air  ;  my  *tr<*ann8  will  rtow 
Kound  many  |ieo|tted  eoniinent?,  nnd  round 
Fortunate  bl<fB  ;  and  from  tlielr  gln.«ay  thrones 
Blue  Proteus  nnd  1ii«  humid  nymphs  »halt  mark 
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0   blow  uf  fiur  iihip&,  a^  mortaU  aee                   ^^^^| 

iting  bark  of  the  light-hvdt'n  nioou                  ^^^H 

[dut  white  etar^  its  si^^hties^  pilot's  crest^           ^^^H 

■V.  down  the  rapid                 cbbitvg  t-en ;                  ^^^H 

1  lueking  their  pnth  n               y  hlood  and  groans.            ^| 

And  dci^^olutiont  and  th«           ed  voice                            ^| 

Of  slavery  and  conitus                by  the  light                        ^M 

Of  wuvfe-refleeted  fiow                 floating  odors,              ^^^^B 

And  tnusk  isoft,  nnd  n               ,  gcntk  voices,            ^^^^| 

That  Ewccte^l  tutisic,  su            pirits  love.         ^^^^^^H 

APOLI^. 

And  I  shall  gaze  not  on  the  deeds  which  make 
My  mind  obscure  with  sorrow,  as  eclipse 
Darkens  the  spliere  I  guide.     But  list,  I  hear 
The  small,  clear,  silver  lute  of  the  young  spirit 
That  sits  i'  the  morning  star. 


OCEAK. 

Thou  must  away ; 
Thy  steeds  will  pause  at  even,  till  when  farewell: 
The  loud  deep  calls  me  home  even  now  to  feed  it 
With  azure  calm  out  of  the  emerald  urns 
Which  stand  for  ever  full  beside  my  tiirone. 
Behold  the  Nereids  under  the  green  sea, 
Their  wavering  limbs  borne  on   the  wind-like 

stream, 
Their  white  arms  lifted  o'er  their  streaming  hair 
With  garlands  pied  and  starry  sea-flower  crowns 
Hastening  to  grace  their  mighty  sister's  joy. 

[A  sound  of  waves  it  heard 
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t'tl  With  vt'inetl  fftntfraltl;  and  a  fotrotnm 
,  ihe  inidst  with  an  awakening  sound, 
i  uurved  roof  ihe  rnotiotain'ii  iVo^tiin  tejira, 


I  mo  mi  spines, 
i\  UouUl'uJ  light ; 
>ving  lur 
0  tree,  titid  blrda, 

led  w'nh  loTig  soft 

be  our  own ; 


or  Kilver^  ot 

spering  witKoiil  fm 
jviiu  Ueos  i  and  iitl  .itouu 
And  the  rough  wulb  nr^- 

grass; 
A  simple  dwplUng,  whieii 
Where  we  will  sit  and  talk  of  time  and  change, 
As  the  world  ehbs  and  flows,  ourselves  unchanged; 
What  can  hide  man  from  mntability  ? 
And  if  ye  sigh,  then  I  will  smile  ;  and  thou, 
lone,  shall  chant  fragments  of  sea-music, 
Until  I  weep,  when  ye  shall  smile  away 
The  tears  she  brought,  which  yet  were  sweet  to 

shed. 
We  will  entangle  buds  and  flowers  and  beams 
Which  twinkle  on  the  ibuntain's  brim,  and  make 
Strange  combinations  out  of  common  things, 
Like  human  babes  in  their  brief  innocence  ; 
And  we  will  S(^arch  with  looks  and  words  of  love, 
For  hidden  thoughts,  each  lovelier  than  the  last. 
Our  unexhausted  s|)iiits  ;  and  like  lutes 
Touched  by  the  skill  of  the  enamoured  wind, 
Weave  harmonies  divine,  yet  ever  new, 
From  difference  sweet  where  discord  caimot  be. 
And  hither  come,  sped  on  the  charmed  winds, 
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Which  nmet  from  oJI  the  pDinfa  of  htiuvi-n,  as  beei 

Fi-oiii  tivtTy  flower  (iln-tal  ICmm  fuL-da, 

At  thih'  knuwn  bhii  id -homes  in  liimci-A, 

Tlie  tichovs  of  the  Iminaii  wortd^  whkh  leU 

Of  the  low  xoWa  of  love,  iilmost  unheard, 

And  dove-ejod  [*Uy'A  rnuriiiuri'd  pain,  and  music, 

It«c'If  tbe  tfclio  of  ilko  heart,  and  all 

Thur.  tcinpurs  or  impri>vi>  nmn's  life',  now  free ; 

And  lovely  npjjuritions,  dim  at  fiidt. 

Then  nulijmt,  as  th<j  mi  ml  iimhig  bnjj;ht. 

Fi-otii  the  etnbrace  of'  beauty*  whence  tli<i  forms 

Of  which  thci»u  tiro  I  he  phuutom^,  cmi^  on  tUttiu 

Th<.'  guihfit^d  rays  which  art  reality, 

Bhall  visit  u<^  the  progeny  iminorUd 

Of  puinlingt  sculpture,  find  rajil  Voe^jt 

And  urts  thi>u*fh  unimagtucd,  yet  to  Im : 

The  wandering  voices  and  rho  ishndows  these 

Of  all  thai  nmn  befoineg,  ibt*  m«4tatoi^ 

Of  that  bust  w«iishij>,  \n\e^  by  hitn  iiml  us 

Given  tind  rrTurricd  ;  flwil^  shapo:*   and   aonnds, 

which  grow 
More  fuir  iind  soil  as  man  grows  wi*c  and  kind» 
And,  veil  by  veil,  evil  and  error  fall ; 
Such  V in  1*6  bus  the  cave  and  pUice  arurind. 

[Turning  tP  the  BrritiT  wr  Tiiu  How  a. 
For  tbee,  fair  Spirit,  one  (oil  ruitiiiins.     lone, 
Give  bcr  tJiat  ciirvcHl  shf^ll,  whioit  l*rotM»s  old 
Mad<^  Apia's  uuptiul  btion,  Imaihtng  wiihin  it 
A  \oi*hi  tu  ha  occatnpli^hed,  and  which  thou 
DifJat  bide  in  grass  under  thii  hollow  roek. 


K 
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ou  most  dtisired  Hour,  more  lored  and  lorely 

1  nan  aU  thy  eisiers,  raj'stic  shell. 

See  ihe  pale  azur*?  d  o  diver 

Lming  it  with  a  soft  7"  ring  light : 

Looks  it  not  like  lulN  s  sleeping  ttiere^ 


II  seems  in  truth  tbc  >hdl  of  Ocean: 

Its  sound  tuu£t  be  at  on^         h  sweet  and  Strang 

PROMETHEUS. 

Go,  borne  over  the  cities  of  mankind 
On  wliirhvind-footed  coursers:  once  again 
Outspced  the  sun  around  the  orbed  world ; 
And  as  thy  chariot  cleaves  the  kindling  air, 
Thou  breathe  into  the  many-folded  shell, 
Loosening  its  mighty  music ;  it  shall  be 
As  thunder  mingled  with  clear  echoes :  then 
Return ;  and  thou  shalt  dwell  beside  our  cave. 

And  thou,  O  Mother  Earth ! — 

THE   EARTH. 

I  hear,  I  feel ; 
Thy  lips  are  on  me,  and  thy  touch  runs  down 
Even  to  the  adamantine  central  gloom 
Along  these  marble  nerves;  'tis  life,  'tis  joy, 
And,  through  my  withered,  old,  and  icy  frame 
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Hie  warmdi  of  an  immorial  youth  stionts  Jov^n 
Cirdtiig.     HerKt^fortli  tUe  miLtiy  diildrctti  fkir 
FulUt-'U  in  my  suslaiuiag  anns  ;  uH  pbtUs. 
And  ureepiiig  funns,  and  iiv.secLs  minUuMf-wirigt«(l, 
And  bird^,  and  beasts,  und  (bli,  tind  liunnin  &lui])es 
Which  draw  distWrtBO  and  pain  fiom  my  wan  bosoiu, 
Prftininjj  the  poison  of  deupair,  tfhall  lake 
And  in tfr ("change  uswet-t  initritucnti  to  mo 
Sball  tht'jr  brcxmiu  like  ciislcr-antcliijifis 
By  one  t'nir  d^im^  i^no^v-whitt*,  und  &viii\  as  wind, 
Nursed  umong  lilicn  near  a  brimming  stream. 
The  dew-nii:!rti  of  my  sunles:^  slui!|>  sUull  tioat 
Under  tlic:  stiLTS  iikti  Uatm  :  uiglit-t'oldcd  Jbwers 
Sliiill  £uek  unvvitht^ring  hiii'sj  in  ihdr  rci>08e ; 
And  men  iind  bciL-tts  in  happy  dreitms  shall  galber 
Birenglb  lor  the  coming  diiy,  ami  all  ifs  joy : 
And  deiifh  a-hall  he  the  last  embrui't}  oi'  her 
Who  takes  th«  iif«  eht*  gJive,  even  an  a  mother, 
Folding  her  cliUdi  aaya,  **  Leave  me  not  again." 


Oit,  mother !  wherdbre  speak  ihc  uain«  of  deoib  ? 
Cfiise  they  lo  love,  and  tuove,  and  breuthef  and 

Who  die  f 


TUi  ajkatn. 
Il  would  avnil  not  to  reply : 
Thou  art  immurtah  and  this  tongue  U  known 
Bui  to  the  ttncommuaieating  dead. 


U  the  veil  which  those  who  Uw  caJl  Ufo: 
«j  frleep^  and  it  is  hfted;  tind  me^LiiwhUt) 
I  milt]  variety  tli<^  sea«on»  mtltl 


Wilh  rainboH'-tikirle*] 
And  long  bluo  mttU} 
And  ihe  life-kinillm;g 
All-pit*t*dng  how,  hik 
Of  the  eahri  inoonhea 
Stxa)[  clot  lie  th«  tort**!; 
The  crag-built  di^ifrts 
Wi(h  ever-liviujr  U^avm 


>$,  and  odoroui  winda, 
sing  the  dull  ntgbt, 
>f  the  keen  gui»*« 
w-mingled  rain 
Lift  iudtiencc  mild, 
bo  field*,  ay,  even 
harr&n  deep, 
fruits,  and  (lovvprs. 


And  thou  I  tliei*  is  a  cavern  where  my  spirit 
Was  panted  forth  in  anguish  whilst  thy  pain 
Made  my  heart  mad,  and  those  that  did  inhale  it 
Became  mad  loo,  and  built  a  temple  there, 
And  fspoke,  and  were  oracular,  and  lured 
The  erring  nations  round  to  mutual  war, 
And  faithless  faith,  such  as  Jove  kept  with  thee; 
Wljich  breath  now  rises  as  amongst  tall  weeds 
A  violet's  exhalation,  and  it  tills 
Witii  a  serener  iiglit  and  crimson  air 
Intense,  yet  soft,  tlie  rocks  and  woods  around. 
It  feeds  the  quick  growth  of  the  serpent  vine; 
And  tiie  dark  linked  ivy  tangling  wild  ; 
And  budding,  blown,  or  odour-faded  blooms 
Which  star  tlie  winds  with  points  of  coloured  light, 
As  they  rain   through  them ;  and  bright   golden 

globes 
Of  fruit,  suspended  in  their  own  green  heaven : 
And  through  their  veined  leaves  and  amber  stems 
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riie  flowers  wliose  purple  ond  Imnslyoid  Dowla 
Staitd  ^lvvv  tuantling  wilh  h^HuI  dew, 
Tlie  dj'ink  of"  S|iinfs :  mul  it  chvk«  fouttd, 
Likt;  tlie  soil  waving  wing^  of  nooirday  drcanid^ 
In^lifrin^'  Ciiliu  avid  Invpjiy  tlioiigtit*,  llku  inino. 
Now  thon  ftft  thus  ra^tortid.     This  ciivo  is  ihino 
ArbeS  Apin?ar! 

[A  Spin  IT  r*tra  i»  the  lilceneKs  &f  a  tc'fnjffd  eAUd 
This  h  my  torch-lieartT  ; 
Who  k>t  ills  tamp  out  in  oM  time  with  gnsiing 
Ou  t've?  from  wliidi  be  kindfed  it  ant^w 
Witli  !«ve,  wljiel)  h  a>s  lire,  swret  diu);^litt;r  mitie» 
For  «uc1l  is  tluit  wtthin  Uiiiie  owu.    Htai,  way* 

wiird. 
And  guide  this  company  beyond  the  penk 
Of  Bacchic  Nysa,  Miyniul-tmunrod  rnouirtiiin, 
And  beyond  Indus  and  iU  tribute  rivers, 
TnunpUug  the  lorreni  sjlrpams  and  gbi*>y  lakes 
With  ffH  unwct,  unwi'iiriRd,  uiidtdaying, 
And  up  the  ]*rmu  ituvine,  niiroBSs  the  vale. 
Beside  the  windless  nnd  cryptdltti«  pool 
Where  <^ver  liejs  on  imbntsing  waves 
The  imjige  of  a,  lemple,  built  iibove, 
Distinct  with  column,  iirch,  and  arehtlrave* 
And  pubn-like  cftpital,  and  overvvr*night 
And  populous  moat  with  living  Imagery, 
Praxitelexiu  6ha]M/s  whose  marble  smiles 
fill  the  bushed  air  with  everlasting  love. 
(t  it  de«ertcd  tiow,  bat  oncn  it  bora 
Thy  name,  Prometheus;  iLerethe  emubusyoDtlu 


96  I'ROMETHRQB    0BritOtnfD» 

Bore  to  Lhy  honour  throtigb  the  divtilf  glooia 
The  laaip  wliicb  was  ihrne  embhiu  ;  even  as  those 
Who  bare  the  un  trans  milted  torch  of  hope 
Into  the  grave,  acros^s  the  night  of  life, 
As  thoti  hii£t  borne  it  mo^t  Iriumphaiitly 
To  this  far  gOAJ  of  Time.     Defjart,  farewell  J 
Beside  tliat  temple  b  the  destined  care. 


A  Forest.    InthehnclgroundaCave,    PsOMETHECS,  Asia, 
Pantiiea,  Ion'e,  and  the  Spirit  of  the  Earth. 

lOXE. 

Sister,  it  is  not  earthly  :  how  it  glides 
Under  the  leaves !  how  on  its  head  there  burns 
A  light,  like  a  green  star,  whose  emerald  beams 
Are  twined  with  its  fair  hair !  how,  as  it  moves. 
The  splendour  drops  in  flakes  upon  the  grass  ! 
Knowest  thou  it  ? 


It  is  the  delicate  spirit 
That  guides  the  earth  through  heaven.     From  afar 
The  populous  constellations  call  that  light 
The  loveliest  of  the  planets  ;  and  sometimes 
It  floats  along  the  spray  of  the  salt  sea, 
Or  makes  its  chariot  a  ^o^^j  cloud. 
Or  walks  through  fields  or  cities  while  men  sleep 
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Or  o*er  tha  mountain  tops,  or  down  the  Hvera, 
Or  tbrougli  ihe  green  vvasie  wUdeniefis,  as* now, 
Wondering  at  all  it  scei*.     Before  Jove  reigned 
It  lovod  uiir  ^i-^^tcr  Aam,  aiul  il  c;iin(: 
EhcK  lei^nr^  hour  to  drink  the  Jitjuid  light 
Out  of  her  cyes^  for  whieh  it  suid  it  thifited 
As  one  bit  by  a  dipsiis,  nnd  with  her 
It  nJdde  h;^  cliihli.sh  tXJiitidenee,  luid  told  her 
All  it  liiid  known  or  geon,  for  it  ;$aw  much, 
Yet  idly  reasoned  whnt  it  stiw ;  and  t'^itled  her, 
For  whence  U  sprnng  it  knew  not,  nor  do  I, 
Mother,  de«r  mother. 

THE  flrlBlT  OP  THE  BAKXri  {ttmfiinff  to  ASIA.  J 

Mother,  denrcbt  mother  1 
May  I  thf*n  l;il1v  witli  Ihee  rts  I  wfti  wont  ? 
May  I  (Ijcn  hiilt;  inj  eyes  in  thy  ^oft  avtm. 
After  thy  looks  have  made  them  tired  ofjoy  ? 
May  I  then  ptay  beside  thee  the  long  no*^*^ 
When  work  i:^  none  in  the  bright  silent  air  ? 


1  love  thre.  gcnik'st  hpin«  !  and  honocforth 
Ciui  ch('i't<h  thee  unenried.     Spenk^  I  pray ; 
Thy  simple  talk  once  sol.accd,  now  dt'lighte. 


tPTICIT   OF    rHK   KAUTR. 

Mother,  I  jim  grown  wiser,  though  a  child 
Cannot  be  wi^c  like  Iheo,  within  thiit  day ; 
And  happier  too ;  happier  and  wber  both 
VOL.   u.  7 


^^^^1 

pn 

T^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^l 
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kt\owe«t  tbiit  (oadd,  and  snuke^^  and  loothljr        ^M 

•worms, 

^1 

ifcnotiious  and  malicious  bctaiit^  and  boughs         ^M 

c  ill  bc;rriea  k* 

ivoods,  wertf  ever                ^M 

jk\,        mnoe  (o  my  wu 

if  tbti  grtjeti  worJd  :     ^^^H 

j^iHi       »t,  ftntarig  the  1 

of  bu  mankind,            ^^^H 

Hot        iilurctl  tncn,  or 

proud,  ;tngry  looks,    ^^^H 

Or  coWj  ^Ittid  guit,  or  i 

md  hollow  ijRulus,        ^^^H 

Ov  tlie  dull  sutler  of* 

ad  igtionirice,                       ^| 

Or  ollivr  *«fh  foul  ma^ 

lib  wbieb  ill  (hougiits          ^* 

Hidt: 

lliul  fiilr  being  w 

» t:  spirit!?  etdl  inaii ; 

And  women  too,  ugliest  of  all  things  evil, 
(Though  fair,  even  in  a  world  where  thou  art  fair 
When  good  and  kind,  free  and  sincere  like  thee,) 
When  lalse  or  frowning  made  me  sick  at  heart 
To  pass  them,  though  they  slept,  and  I  un>een. 
W^ell,  my  path  lately  lay  through  a  great  city 
Into  the  woody  hills  surrounding  it: 
A  sentinel  was  sleeping  at  the  gate  : 
Wlien  there  was  heard  a  sound,  so  loud,  it  shook 
The  towers  amid  the  moonlight,  yet  more  sweet 
Tlian  any  voice  but  thine,  sweetest  of  all  ; 
A  long,  long  sound,  as  it  would  never  end : 
And  all  the  inhabitants  leapt  suddenly 
Out  of  their  rest,  and  gathered  in  the  streets, 
Looking  in  wonder  up  to  Heaven,  while  yet 
The  music  pealed  along.     I  hid  myself 
Within  a  f«nintain  in  the  public  square, 
Where  I  lay  like  the  reflex  of  the  moon 
Seen  in  a  wave  under  green  leaves  ;  and  soon 
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Those  Ufjly  buman  shapes  arid  vUages 

Of  wbkh  I  sj>i>ke  m  Laving  wixjujilii  me  pain, 
Piii^t  touting  tliruugh  lUe  alr^  und  fitdiiig  HtiU 
[iito  the  wJiuh  tltul  acatlereJ  them  ;  nml  those 
From  whom   ihey  past  seemed  mild  and  lovelj 

forma 
After  $ome  foul  di^gui.^u  had  fallen,  and  :ill 
Wece  somewliat  chuugod,  and  jiftt'r  hrluf  turpriae 
And  grot;ting:4  oi'dt^Jighrt-d  womli^r,  all 
Went  to  their  sleep  agiiin  :  and  when  the  d.awn 
Came,  woiitd^t  tliou  thhik  ilml  toitd^,  nitd  b^nakea, 

and  cAs, 
Could  e'er  he  bejiutjful  ?  yet  $o  tliej  were, 
And  that  witli  little  changu  of  tjhnpe  or  hue  : 
All  things  hfid  put  their  e\'il  nature  oll'r 
I  eannot  tell  m j  joy,  when  o*er  a  hike 
Upf>n  a  di'CKiptng  huugh  with  niglitshade  twined* 
I  6UW  two  ax u re  halcyona  clinging  downward 
And  thinning  one  bright  buiK'h  of  amber  berries. 
With  qiikk  long  heaks,  and  in  the  dt-'^'p  there  lay 
TU08Q  lovt.ly  iovmA  Imaged  m  in  a  sky ; 
So  with  my  thoughts  full  of  the*e  happy  ebangeSf 
We  meet  agmn,  the  happie&t  change  of  ull. 


And  never  will  we  part,  llll  thy  chaste  bisteri 
Who  guides'  the  frozen  and  int'inistunt  moon, 
Will  look  on  thy  more  warns  and  equal  light 
Till  her  heart  thaw  like  Hakes  of  April  ^aow, 
Add  love  thee. 
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at^IftJT  OF  THE  BA.RTn, 

What!  as  Asia  loveis  Proinetb6iia? 


Peace,  wanton!  tbgu  « 
Tlunk  ye  by  giizing  on 
To  multiply  jour  lov< 
liVith  spbered  tires  tb 


Qot  old  enougli. 
)tber*3  eyes 
;s,  and  fiU 
inar  air  ? 


SPiaiT  07  THE  EABTD. 

Nay,  mother,  while  my  sister  trims  her  lamp 
Tis  hard  I  should  go  darkling. 


Listen ;  look ! 
Tlie  Spibit  of  tue  Hour  enters. 


pnoMExnEus. 
We  feel  what  thou  hast  heard  and  seen  :  yet  speak. 

SPIRIT  of  the  hour. 

Soon  as  the  sound  had  ceased  who>e  thunder  filled 
The  abysses  of  the  uky  and  the  wide  earth, 
There  was  a  change :  the  impalpable  thin  air 
And  the  all-circling  sunlight  were  transformed. 
As  if  the  sense  of  love,  dissolved  in  them, 
Had  folded  itself  round  the  sphered  world. 
My  vision  then  grew  clear,  and  I  could  see 
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[tito  the  mystericf  of  the  universe. 

Dhzy  ns  with  rleliglit  1  floHte4  down, 

Wiiinowiii;?  the  Irghtsoriieair  vvirli  JiniguUl  jphjines, 

Mv  t'oiir-prs  stmghl  th«ir  birth |jI;icl'  In  tiie  sun, 

Where  they  henctforlli  will  live  exempt  from  toil, 

Pu^nirtng  flovri.irs  of  vi'gc((ihle  lirej 

And  whr^ric!  my  moonSike  cnr  will  ^tnnd  wilbhi 

A  temple,  griKHl  ufMm  by  Phidinti  forma 

Of  lhc<%  :uul  Asui,  nnd  the  Karth,  anil  nic, 

Ami  you  fiiir  nym|)hs^  looking  tlie  lovo  wo  feelj 

In  ttK'mory  of  the  litiings  it  1ms  borne  ; 

Beneath  a  domtt  frelled  with  griiven  flower*^ 

Poised  on  twelve  eolumn*  of  resphtmk'nt  stone. 

And  0[>en  to  the  lirlght  itnd  liquid  .>ky. 

Yoked  to  it  by  an  amphisbicnic  i'tinkt: 

The  liktinesa  of  tbose  winged  steeds  will  mock 

The  fli;;ht  from  which  they  And  rt'jMJse,     Alaa, 

WhitiHT  hu:i  wanckri'd  now  my  pjirtid  tongue 

When  uU  retniiltis  untold  which  ye  would  hear? 

As  I  have  said,  I  jlouieil  to  the  eurih; 

U  w£k8,  as  it  id  fttillf  the  pain  ol*bU.'<s 

Tu  inovr-*  ro  btciitho,  to  be.    I  wanihiring  went 

Among  ihf  hnunls  and  dwulHiig^  of  manktud^ 

And  fii-ist  wa«  di^appoinli«d  noi  to  9ee 

Such  mighfy  ehanj,'*.*  as  I  bad  fflt  wUhin 

Expressed  in  outward  ihijigs ;  but  «oon  I  lottked, 

And  hehohlj  tlj rones  were  kinglets,  and  men 

walked 
Ojie  with  the  other  even  as  Bpirita  do. 
None  fawned,  none  trampled ;  hate,  disdain,  or 

fear. 


MtOlfETaEUS   IfSBOt^im. 


f-Ioirc  or  seir~con tempt,  on  hooian  browi 
iXo  mor€  ini^cHbed,  as  o'er  the  gulc  of  belli 
*•  AJl  hope  nbandoa  ye  who  nnter  licrr  ;  * 


(on<!  with  tagvr  fcAt 

ij  comiuaiid, 

will 

t  of  Ub  own. 


[i-&ntaagting  lines 


None  froTvnM^tiOoe  treo 
Onicd  on  iiiJotia*r'*  pve 
Until  thp  subject  of  a  lyr 
Beffuiie,  worse  Uta^  the 
Whi<'li  rspjrred  bim,  1 

d«Htb  : 
None  wrought  hts  lips  n 
WliiHi   f-miki!  the   lie  fits  longue  dbduineO  to 

speak  ; 
None,  with  firm  sneer,  trod  out  in  his  own  heart 
The  spark?  of  love  and  hope  till  there  remained 
Tho*e  hitler  ashes,  a  soul  self-consumed, 
And  the  wretch  crept  a  vampire  among  men. 
Infecting  all  with  his  own  hideous  ill ; 
None  talked  that  common,  false,  cold,  hollow  talk 
Which  makes  the  heart  deny  the  i/es  it  breathes. 
Yet  question  that  unmeant  hypocrisy 
With  such  a  self-mistrust  as  has  no  name. 
And  wom<-n,  too,  frank,  beautiful,  and  kind 
As  the  free  heaven  which  rains  fresh  light  and  dew 
On  the  wide  earth,  past;  gentle, radiant  forms, 
From  custom's  evil  taint  exempt  and  pure ; 
Speaking  the  wisdom  once  they  could  not  think. 
Looking  emotions  once  they  feared  to  feel, 
And  changed  to  all  which  once  they  dared  not  be, 
Yet  being  now,  made  earth  like  heaven  ;  nor  pride. 
Nor  jeiilousy,  nor  envy,  nor  ill-shame, 
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riitt  biWcRst  of  those  drttps  of  trt*«siir«(l  gnll, 
Spoilt  ihe  swiiul  taste  of  ilie  m*penth*j,  Jov<a, 

TijTOHes^  altars,  judj^muLit-seuli?,  ajitl  |irl4(tn?» 

vvlierein, 
And  bi?*i(,le  vvliifh,  by  wretched  men  wer<*  borii« 
SeL']iire:^»  tiiiras  ^words  and  t-hnins,  nnd  tomes 
Of  reusoiictl  wmng,  gjoxed  on  by  igimmnoci 
Were  like  Iho^e  morislrntis  utiil  biirhnm  ^litipeA, 
The  gbo!»ti  of  ti  nu-trioru-rc*rneriil>t'rt'd  fsime, 
Wliicit  from  ihuir  unworn  obt?!i!*k^,  took  forth 
In  triuniptt  o'er  the  ptihicup  and  lombs 
Of  tUoiis  who  were  their  oonquerors  :  tnouMorifig 

round 
Those  imngc'd  to  the  pride  of  kin^  mnd  priest*", 
A  dark  yet  mighty  tliith,  a  power  iij*  wide 
As  is  the  world  it  waited,  and  lire  now 
JJut  tin  iiiiloiiishmt'iit ;  even  so  the  tLMila 
And  cmbleniu  of  it**  hiM  ertptivity, 
Amid  the  dwelHng*  of  the  peopled  earth, 
StainJ,  not  o'erthruwn,  but  unregnidfd  now, 
Atrd  ihoHO  foul  shf»pes»  uldiorml  hy  goil  «uid  miui. 
Whieh»  under  niHiiy  a  numn  nnd  tnjuiy  a  fortn, 
Strange,  &avage,  gha*lly»  dark,  and!  execrable. 
Were  Jupiter,  the  tyrant  of  the  worhl  ; 
A  lid  whii:h  the  njitions*,  pjinie-stricken,  ^eri'cd 
With  blrMxl,  iind  hearts  broken  by  long  hope,  nnd 

love 
Drugged  to  hh  tiUtir&  soiled  itnd  gurbmdles^, 
And  slain  fimong  uien*s«  unreclttiming  tenxs, 


lOi 


PBCI)l£TnE17&   OKlSOtllfD. 


Fbttei'ifig  the  thing  thej-  ^ared^  wbieh  feair  wat 

bate, — 
Frown,  mouldering  fast,  o'er  their  abantloued 

The  paimcMl  veil,  liy  thosi 

Wliich  mimicked,  as  with 

All  men  believed  and  h 

The  loathi^omt!  mask  ha^ 

Settptreks*.  free,  utiuircm 

Eqtiul,  unctji^^cd^  tribeltiiis, 

Exempt  from  awt,  wor^ibip,  u^gree,  the  king 

Over  himself;  just,  gentle,  wise:  but  man 

Passionless — no,  yet  free  from  guilt  or  pain, 

Which  were,  for  his  will  made  or  suffered  them; 

Nor  yet  exempt,  though  ruling  them  like  slaves. 

From  chance,  and  death,  and  mutability. 

The  clogs  of  that  which  else  might  oversoar 

The  loftiest  star  of  unascended  heaven, 

Pinnacled  dim  in  the  intense  inane. 


\  were,  called  life* 
irs  idly  spreiidT 
y  lorn  aside  ; 
I,  (he  man  remalua 
bed.  but  man 
L  natioiilef^. 
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Wet  the  dmty  pall  with  tear^  not  dew  I 

Be  tlie  fiided  flowers 

Of  Death's  bare  lK>wera 
Spread  on  the  corpse  of  1  ing  of  lloura  I 

Hast«i  O,  baste! 

A»  shades  are  ch& 
TrembUn^,  by  day«  front  en*s  bluu  «ru(s, 

We  mcltaiTay, 

Lite  (liiisolring  ipraj. 
From  the  children  of  a  diviner  daj-, 

With  the  lullaby 

Of  winds  that  die 
On  the  bosom  of  their  own  harmony  ! 

lONB. 

What  dark  forms  were  they  ? 

PA  NT  II EA. 

The  past  Hours  weak  and  gray, 
With  the  sj)oil  wliich  their  toil 

Raked  together 
From  the  conquest  but  One  could  foiL 


Have  they  past  ? 


They  liave  past, 
They  ontspeeded  tlie  bhist, 
While  'tis  said,  they  are  fled ! 
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rhe  voice  of  the  Spirit*  of  ALr  and  of  E&rtli 
Has  drawn  back  the  figurtd  curtain  of  sleeps 
Whicli  coveft?d  our  being  aijd  darkeoed  our  btitfa 
In  tlie  dei'p. 

A  TOlCEr. 

In  tbe  deep? 

KKHICIIOROS  II. 

Ob  I  below  ihe  deep. 

SEMICUORUS   I. 

A  hundred  ages  we  had  been  kept 

Cradled  in  visions  of  hate  and  care, 

And  each  one  who  waked  as  his  brother  slept. 

Found  the  truth — 

8£UICnORUS   II. 

Worse  than  his  visions  were  ! 

BEMICIIORCS   I. 

We  have  heard  the  lute  of  Hope  in  sleep ; 
We  have  known  the  voice  of  Love  in  dreams ; 
We  have  felt  the  wand  of  Power,  and  leap — 

SEMICnORUS    II. 

As  the  billows  leap  in  the  morning  beams  I 


CtlOBUS. 

Weave  llie  dance  on  the  Uoor  of  the  breeac ; 
pierce  with  song  heaven's  silent  light  t 

Enchant  the  day  tjiut  too  swil'tly  litre:*, 
To  cLt'ck  its  liight  tie  the  cave  oi'  nighL 

0)1  Re  the  hnngi'v  iloura  wore  houuil^s 

Which  cliut^eiJ  tho  day  Uko  a  hleeding  deer, 

And  it  limped  and  stumbled  with  imin)"  wounds 
TijiHHrgh  the  oighily  d«IJs  of  the  desert  )'eAi*. 

But  now,  0«  iveavo  the  m^siic  mejusuj-e 
Of  Qiusiic,  ftnd  dAUCi\  uiid  shapes  of  lij^hl, 

Let  the  Hour^  and  the  gpiiitd  <uf  nii^ht  and  pleft- 
£uro, 
Like  the  clouds  and  aunbeami,  UQiie. 

A   VOIOS. 

Unite. 

iMsinii*. 
See,  where  the  Sjtirils  of  the  humun  mind, 
Wrujjl  in  sweet  gDund»,  Ua  in  brigLt  vcib,  HpproftCll. 

cnoBi's  OF  ftrmiT*. 

We  Join  the  throng 

Of  the  dance  and  line  song, 
iiy  the  whtrhvind  of  ghidnc«&  borne  «]ong  ; 

As  the  flylng-fiab  leap 

From  the  Indian  deep, 
ind  mix  with  ibe  sea-birds  htilf-ftsleop. 


^^^Bi 

- 

FKOMETHStTS 

UN0OU!f&.                             ^^^1 

Clio  BUS   QT 

eoirsi.                               ^^^^1 

Whence  come  ye,  so  wiM 

add  60  lleetf                     ^^^H 

For  sandAk  of  light  n 

iri  your  feet,                 ^^^H 

AjuI  your  wing^  are 

wiA  aB  thought,         ^^^H 

And  your  eyes  are  a^  lo' 

icb  b  TeiJed  not  ?            ^H 

CUOBUA 

^^^^1 

We  comu  froai  l! 

^^1 

Of  huruan  khid. 

^^H 

Wluch 

was  Irtte  so  dusk, 

>1>5ceEe,  and  bllad  i          ^| 

Now  'tis  an  ocean 
Of  clear  emotion, 
A  heaven  of  serene  and  mighty  motion. 

From  that  deep  abyss 

Of  wonder  and  bliss, 
Whose  caverns  are  crystal  palaces ; 

From  those  skyey  towers 

Where  TIjought's  crowned  powers 
Sit  watching  your  dunce,  ye  happy  Hours  I 

From  the  dim  recesses 

Of  woven  caresses, 
Where  lovers  catch  ye  by  your  loose  tresses  ; 

From  the  azure  isles, 

Where  sweet  Wisdom  smiles, 
Delaying  your  ships  with  her  siren  wiles : 

From  the  temples  high 
Of  Man's  ear  and  eye, 


I'KOMKTOKtra  cat  lAO  us  p. 
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Bixifed  over  Sculpttiru  and  Pocsj; 

From  ihe  inurmiulngs 

Of  xha  iin&eflU'd  springs 
Where  Science  Ut'dt'W:,  hU  dicdal  wing^. 

Yirara  af'i'iv  ywu's. 

And  a  thick  lu'II  <if]iuti-utl.t  and  liopca  and  fetrm 

We  wudt'd  and  llcw» 

And  the  iwlvfs  were  few 
Wlier^f  xlw  bud-bliglited  flowers  of  happincasgrew. 

Our  feet  now,  every  jiahn, 

Arc  MinilrilhHl  with  tratm, 
And  the  ilcvv  of  our  wiii^is  is  ii  rain  of  biilm  i 

And,  beyond  oar  eyes. 

The  luunnri  luvu  lii)i$» 
Which  niukcs  uU  it  gaxcs  on  Pumdrse* 

Then  weave  the  web  of  tlie  myjstic  measure ; 

Fmin  thu  rlepth;^  of  the  sky  and  the  t:nd^  of  tbe 
eiiPth 
Come,  awifl  Spirits  nf  might  und  of  ph'asurc, 

Fill  lUe  dtince  aud  the  nuii^ic  of  itiirih. 

As  the  waves  of  a  thousand  ^treatna  rush  by 
1\)  an  oeean  of  splendour  and  harmouy  ! 


ciioaci  ov  Brtuira. 

Our  spoil  is  won  J 
Our  tiisk  h  done. 
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Wo  art;  free  to  dive,  or  soar,  ar  run ; 

Dej'ond  tind  around, 

Or  within  the  bouad 
Whicb  clips  the  world  darkness  round. 

Wfc'U  puss  the  ( 

Of  thui  slurry  sKi^ 
liito  lli«  hour  dt't*|}  tt> '         EO : 

Death,  Chaos,  ight, 

B'rooi  the  suunu  vi  *  ur  flt^lii, 
Shall  flee,  liky  miat  from  a  tempest's  mighu 

And  Earth,  Air,  and  Light, 

And  the  Sjiirit  of  Might, 
"Which  drives  round  the  stars  in  thtir  fiery  flight; 

And  Love,  Thought,  and  IJreatli, 

The  powers  that  quell  Death, 
Wherever  we  soar  shall  assenihle  beneath. 

And  our  singing  shall  build 
In  the  void's  loose  field 
A  world  for  the  Si)irit  of  Wisdom  to  wield  ; 
We  will  take  our  plan 
From  the  new  world  of  man 
A.nd  our  work  shall  be  adled  the  Promethean. 


CllOaUS  OP  HOURS. 

Break  the  dance,  and  scatter  the  song ; 
Let  some  depart,  and  some  remain. 
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sKiiicauttui  I. 
"We^  beyond  liuavon^  iire  Urivtn  along ; 

■ESICUOHDB   II. 

tJs  iho  enclmntmenls  of  earth  retain. 

»l&MlcnOflDS  1, 

Ceaseless,  and  rapids  and  fierce,  and  free. 

With  ibe  Spirits  whit-h  build  a  new  efirth  and  sea, 

And  a  heaven  where  jei  heaven  could  never  be. 

HKHlClt&ItL?B  U. 

Solemn,  and  &low,  and  serfiie,  and  bright. 
Leading  the  Day,  and  tnil«?pet*diiig  ihu  Niglil^ 
With  tl»e  power*  of  a  world  of  i>eri'«t:l  light ; 

BEllICllDltUI    I. 

We  whirl,  singing  loud,  i-outid  I  he  gathering  i^jihcrc, 
Tilt  the  treej;,  and  the  bi'as.t>4,  find  the  i.lou<l»  app^^ar 
From  its  chaos  made  ciUta  by  Iotc»  not  Ibftj". 

BMUcnoRca  ii* 
Wq  encircle  the  ocean  and  niouniain»  of  eiarlb^ 

4nd  the  hupjiy  forms  of  iiji  d<fath  and  birth 
Change  to  the  idu^ic  of  our  i^wtct  niirth. 

cnonts  or  notias  ajcd  iPiaita. 
Break  the  dance,  and  sctUtcr  tbc  song, 
Let  somt  depart,  and  ^ontc  rcuiuiu, 
VOL.   II.  8 
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Wlierever  we  fly  we  leafl  along 
Iii  1  easier,  like  star-beiiKiiS,  soft  jet  sstrong, 
TUq  clouds  lliat  are  heuvj  with  lovers  sweet 

Ha  t  the  J  are  gaae ! 

Yet  feel  jou  no  delig^bc 
From  tlte  post  svt'uclness  ? 

As  the  bare  green  hilL 
When  some  soft  cloud  vanishes  mto  rain, 
Laughs  with  a  thouj^aud  drops  of  sunny  water 
To  the  unpavilioned  sky ! 

lOSE. 

P^ven  whilst  we  speak 
New  notes  arise.     What  is  that  awful  sound  ? 

PAX  Tin:  A. 
'Tis  the  deep  nuisic  of  the  rolling  world, 
Kindling  within  the  strings  of  the  waved  air 
>3Eolian  modulations. 

lONE. 

Listen  too, 
llow  dvery  pause  is  filled  with  under-notea. 
Clear,  silvery,  icy,  keen-awakening  tones, 
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Which  pierce  the  sense,  aod  live  wiUiiu  the  eoQly 
As  the  sharp  stars  pieit.-e  winter's  crystal  olr, 
A.Dd  gtizc  upou  themselves  within  the  &ea. 

FAN  TUBA. 

But  see  where,  ihrough  two  opening*  in  ihe  forest 
Whit.-h  hangiitg  Imnehca  overcaiiopy, 
And  where  two  runnels  of  »  rivulet. 
Between  the  close  moss,  viok^t-in woven, 
Htive  nittdc  their  paJh  ofmelodj,  Wkv  j^hterA 
Wiiii  part  with  siRhs  that  thej'  niny  meet  in  smile*, 
Tumitig  their  dtiitr  iliaunion  to  au  hh 
Of  lovtlj^  grief,  a  woi>d  of  sweet  sad  ihonglits ; 
Two  visions  of  &tmugc  radiance  float  ujton 
The  iicean-like  enchtuilment  of  §lron|»  »out«J^ 
Which  flows  inlenser,  keener,  deeper  yetp 
Under  the  ground  an<l  through  the  windless  air^ 

I  iee  a  chiiriot  like  th^tt  tbinnest  boat 
Ifln  which  the  mother  of  the  moiilhs  itt  boro« 
By  thhin^  ni-'ht  into  lier  we*tifm  cave, 
When  she  upspriirgs  fmin  iut(<rlt)nar  druaaaa  j 
O'er  which  is  curbed  an  orb-like  canopy 
Of  gcrill«  darkness,  and  the  hilljf  and  woods 
iJistincUy  utmii  through  lluU  du&k  aiiy  veil, 
Regard  like  shapes  in  an  euchantvr^s  glass. 
Its  wheels  are  solid  cloi)(1i!»,  azure  and  gold, 
Such  as  the  gcnti  of  the  thunder-«toriu 
PUe  un  the  floor  of  the  illumined  sea 
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Wlien  the  sun  rushes  under  it ;  Ibej  roll 

And  move  dnd  grow  as  with  an  inward  wind* 

Within  it  sCta  a  winged  inrant,  white 

Its  eountetiiince,  like  the  '        ;nes5  of  bright  snow, 

ltt>  plumca  are  ita  feathers       gunny  fTost^ 

Its  limbs  gle^in  white,  tl        |h  the  wind-tiowtJig 

folds 
Of  its  white  robe»  woof  of  wthereal  pcarL 
Itii  hair  is  white^  the  brightTiesa  of  white  light 
Scattertyi  in  Strings  j  yetita  two  eyes  are  heavens 
Of  liquid  dHrkne<i;,  which  the  deilj 
Within  *ee(n5  pourin;:,  us  a  storm  h  poured 
From  jagged  clouds,  out  of  their  arrowy  lashea, 
Tempering  the  cold  and  radiant  air  around, 
With  fire  that  is  not  brightness  ;  in  its  hand 
It  sways   a  quivering  moon-beam,   from  whase 

point 
A  guiding  power  directs  the  chariot's  prow 
Over  its  wheeled  clouds,  which  as  they  roll 
Over  the  grass,  and  flowers,   and  waves,  wake 

sounds, 
Sweet  as  a  singing  rain  of  silver  dew. 

PAXTHEA. 

And  from  the  other  opening  in  the  wood 
Rushes,  with  loud  and  whirlwind  harmony, 
A  sphere:  which  is  as  many  thousand  spheres. 
Solid  as  crystal,  yet  through  all  its  mass 
Flow,  as  througii  empty  space,  music  and  light: 
Ten  thousand  orbs  involving  and  involved, 


Purple  and  azure,  whU@,^i'eufi  and  goldont 

Sphere  witliin  sphere  -,  and  every  apticc  helwceit 

Peojiled  will  I  uruirmgiruible  ».lwiie^. 

Such  as  gfiodt^  di'euin  rivvi-ll  in  thehunpless  deep. 

Yet  each  intcr-^trjins^picuousi^  aud  they  whirl 

Ovur  each  other  wiUi  a  thousand  mati{>n», 

U[)on  a  thousand  sightless  axle^  f^pinning, 

And  with  the  fiirce  of  eflf-desttt^jiug  swiAneAS, 

Intousfly^  siowly»  salcmtdy,  roll  on* 

Kindlini^  with  mingted  «ounda,  and  many  tonef, 

Intf  Ujgihle  woni^  ami  mii^ic  wild. 

With  mighty  whirl  tlic  multitudinous  orb 

Grinds  tho  bright  brook  into  an  luure  niiat 

Of  elementnl  subitety,  like  light ; 

And  the  wild  odour  of  the  Ibre^t  lowers, 

The  mu^ic  of  lh«  living  gra&s  Aiid  air, 

Tbc  tuKiniU  light  of  k«uf-t»«tHngt«?d  beam.<!, 

Kouutl  its  inicnso  yut  sellH-oDtliufhig  spt'«d 

Seem  kn^.^adcd  iuto  one  ai^riul  iimss 

Which  drowns  the  ^nsc.     Within  tlio  orb  itself 

Pillowed  u|K>ii  its  lJahui»tl^r  anna, 

Liki3  to  a  chilli  o'erweiined  with  sweet  toil, 

Oil  its  own  foldi^d  wings  niid  wavy  hair 

The  spirit  of  the  Earth  is  laid  asleep. 

And  you  can  see  il*  IiKle  ljp3  are  moving, 

Amid  the  changing  light  of  their  own  siailt^&s 

Like  one  who  talks  of  what  he  luvea  b  dreata. 


Tts  only  mocking  the  orb's  harsiony. 


us 
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And  from  a  star  upon  It^^  forebi^,  shoot. 
Like  swords  of  axm-e  f\\  goldun  spt^re 

Wi«h  tyniiit*quelluig  mjinc  uvertvvined, 
Embleming  heaven  and  earth  united  now^ 

Va^t  ]>eams  like  spokiia  of  acme  iuvi&ible  n-hcet 
Whicli  whirl  as  tlie  orb  whLrU,  awifW   thoa 

thcugkt, 
Filling  the  abyss  \nth  s«n-l)ke  lightoings, 
Aud  perpendicular  now^  and  now  transverse* 
Pierce  the  dark  soil,  and  as  thej  pierce  and  pass, 
Make  bare  the  secrets  of  the  earth's  deep  heart ; 
Lifiuite  mine  of  adamant  and  gold, 
Valueless  stones,  and  unimagined  gems, 
And  caverns  on  crystalline  columns  |X)ised 
With  vegetable  silver  overspread ; 
Wells  of  unfathomed  (ire,  and  water-springs 
Whence  the  great  sea  even  as  a  child  is  fed, 
Whose  vapours  clothe  earth's  monarch  mountain- 
tops 
With  kingly,  ermine  snow.     The  beams  flash  on 
And  make  appear  the  melancholy  ruins 
Of  cancelled  cycles ;  anchors,  beaks  of  ships  ; 
Planks  turned  to  marble  ;  quivers,  helms,  and 

spears. 
And  gorgon-headed  targes,  and  the  wheels 
Of  scythed  chariots,  and  the  emblazonry 
Of  trophien,  standards,  and  armorial  beasts, 
Bound  which  death  laughed,  sepulchred  emblems 


projii:tuku3  ukuound. 
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or  dcatl  desrruetion,  ruin  within  mm  ! 
The  wrecks  beside  nf  many  a  city  rast, 
Whoee  popiiliUion  whieh  tlie  earili  grew  orer 
Was  mortjil,  but  not  liumiin  ;  si-e,  ttiey  lie 
Their  monstrous  works^  luid  uncouth  gkektoua, 
Their  statatfEi  honiea  atid  (tiunA ;  prodigiuus  sliajieiii 
IIudillBd  ill  gi-ajr  annilitltLtioti,  »|>Ut| 
Jummeil  In  the  hard,  hltick  deep ;  And  over  ihesc, 
The  aniUomies*  of  unknown  vnn^etl  things, 
And  ISsshes  wliich  were  istes  of  living  :&ca\<i^ 
And  serpents,  Uony  elialns,  twilled  nround 
Tlitr  iron  eragij  or  v\  itliin  Uk«|>a  of  du^t 
To  wliit*h  the  tortuous  strength  of  tlicir  last  panga 
Hml  eruiihed  tlie  mm  cviv^i  nnd  over  tliefie 
The  jugged  alligHinr,  aiul  thu  might 
or  uarlh-convulging  b^hemoih,  which  onoe 
Were  monarclj  bea»tj,  and  (»n  I  lie  friiuij  shored, 
And  weed-ovfrgi'own  eonlineuts  of  earth, 
Increased  and  rnnlfijiJkil  hkc  *u»i(ner  wonas 
On  an  nhmtdoneil  coriise,  till  the  blue  {flube 
Wiiipl  deluge  rourid  it  like  a  clokc,  ttnd  ihuy 
YeJk'd,  gaspeil,  und   were    uholi^bud;   or  some 

god 
Who^Q  tbrono  was  m  a  comet,  past^  and  cr{ed* 
Be  «ot  I  and  like  my  words  Ihcy  were  no  mora 
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The  joy,  ihci  trium)>b,  the  delight^  the  madtiet^  I 
Tho  boundie-is  overibwing^  hui-stiiig  {♦ludno'^ 
The  vaporous  exultation  not  (o  be  oonfluedl 
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Ha !  lilt !  the  animartoa  of  delight 
Which  wraps  ine,  like  an  ai:mos|.ihere  of  light, 
And  bears  mti  as  a  cloud  Lj  borne  hy  its  own  wind. 

tBB  Hf>Oir. 

Brotlier  mioe,  calm  wanderer, 

Happy  globe  oi"  hind  am  air, 
Some  S}>ir)t  is  darted  like  a  beam  from  tliee, 

Which  penetrates  my  frozen  IhuneH, 

And  parses  with  the  warruih  uf  flame, 
With  love^  und  odour,  and  deep  melodjr 

Through  me,  through  me  ! 

TBE    EARTH. 

Ha !  ha !  the  caverns  of  my  hollow  mountaing, 
My  cloven  fire-crags,  sound-exulting  fountains, 
Laugh  with  a  vast  and  inextinguishable  laughter. 
The  oceans,  and  the  deserts,  and  the  abysses, 
And  the  deep  air's  unmeasured  wildernesses, 
Answer  from  all  their  clouds  and  billows,  echoing 
after. 

They  cry  aloud  as  I  do.     Scei)tred  curse, 
Who  all  our  green  and  azure  universe 
Threatenedst  to  muffle  round  with  black  destruc- 
tion, sending 
A  solid  cloud  to  rain  hot  thunder-stones 
And  splinter  and  knead  down   my  children*a 
bones,  [blending ; 

All  I  bring  forth,  to  one  void  mass  battering  and 


Until  each  crag-like  tower,  ftxid  storied  column, 
Palace*  ftiiU  oUtilisk,  auJ  lemjilti  sol«riin» 

My  imperi'Iai  mguntaiiiii  crovruc^J  with  cloud  unj 
siiow  and  flro. 
My  sen- 1  ike  forest*?,  every  blade  and  bloiSsom, 
Wbicli  linds  u  ^rave  or  crndb  in  my  bosom, 

Wereatamiwd  by  tby  aUwig  bate  inton  lifiale^  mire. 

How  art  thou  sunk,  wit  hdrawn, covered,  drunk  up 

By  ibirsty  notbing,  its  the  brnckish  cup 
Druined  by  a  deauri-troop,  a  liftlu  drop  for  all  I 

And  from  bt:nealli,  nrotiiid,  witliin,  ul»ove, 

Filling  ill  J  void  annibihiiion,  love 
Burgle  in  like  ligtu  on  cavtits  doveti  by  the  Ibun- 
dvr-bulb 

TJtH  UODX. 

Tha  snow  upon  my  Ui€ile»a  mountains 

Is  bjo^eiicd  into  living  Imintiiins,, 
My  i&olrd  oceans  fluw,,  and  sing  atid  ^bine. 

A  qiirit  from  my  Ucttrt  bursts  fortht 

ll  cloibi^s  ivitb  unexpected  birth 
Mj  cold  bare  bus<)ui :  O,  it  must  be  tliiiie 
On  mint; J  on  mine  1 

Gazing  on  ibce  I  feel^  I  know. 
Green  ttalkM  burst  fortli,  and  bright  flowen 
grow* 
And  living  sbnpcii  upon  my  basoiu  moTe : 


PR0VETir£C8    UNSOITKIK 

Music  u  in  the  $ea  nnd  air. 
Winged  clouds  soar  here  and  there 
Durk  with  t!ie  rwin  new  bu<Js  ar«  dreaming  of: 
*T\s  love,  ai'  "   re  I 


It  mterpenetrales  my  g 
Through  tangled  roots 
pass 


na  ti*<Ml(Jeu  clay  doth 


Into  the  utmo:it  leaves  and  d^   mtest  flowers ; 
Upon  the  ^intl^,  nmong  the  cloiiiis  *tk  spread. 

It  Wilkes  a  life  in  the  forgotten  ileiidt — 
They  breathe  a  spirit  up  from  their  obscurest 
bowers, — 

And  like  a  stonn  bursting  its  cloudy  prison 
With  thunder  and  with  whirlwind,  has  arisen 
Out  of  the  lampless  caves  of  unimagined  being. 
With  earthquake  shock  and  swiftness   making 

shiver 
Thought's  stagnant  chaos,  unremovcd  for  ever, 
Till    hate,   and  fear,   and   pain,   liglit-vancpjished 
shadows,  fleeing, 


Leave  Man,  who  was  a  many-sided  mirror, 
Which  could  distort  to  many  a  shape  of  error, 

This  true  fair  world  of  things,  a  sea  reHecting  love  , 
Which  over  ail  his  kind,  as  the  sun's  heaven 
Gliding  o'er  ocean,  smooth,  serene,  and  even. 

Darting  from   starry  depths   radiance  and   light, 
doth  move: 


PROUETIIEUS    DKBODNU. 
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LettYe  Man  even  us  a  leprous  cltikl  iB  left. 
Who  ibllows  a  sick  hmsl  to  some  warm  cleft 

or  rocks,  (hmu<.4L  which   tbo  niight  of  healing 
epriuj^rs  h  poured, — 
Then  when  it  wanders  home  with  ro!*y  smile, 
Unconscious,  and  Us  mother  fears  awhile 

1 1  is  a  spirit,  then,  weeps  on  her  child  restoiei! : 

"Man,  rih,  not  men  t  a  diuin  of  [inkiMl  thought. 
Of  love  nnd  might  to  be  divid4:;d  not^ 
Coinpellitij^  tlie  elements  with  adumttntlne  stress; 
A>  iliu  sun  rules  even  wiiii  a  tymtti'it  giiiee 
The  uncjuiet  re  pith  lie  of  the  mu^^e 
Of  ^luncts  struggUng  Berce  towards  heuveu's  free 
wilderness : 


vgtL0«J 
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Man,  one  harmonious  soul  of  many  a  soul, 

Whose  nature  »  its  own  divine  t'onlrolf 
Where  all  tilings  flow  lo  all,  as  river*  la  the  ma, 

Faniih'ar  aet£  are  Ixjautlful  through  luve; 

Labour,  nuA  pnin,  and  grief,  in  Hfe'a  green  grove 
Sport  like  tame  beasts:  none  knew  how  gentle  the/ 
could  be  ! 


ilis  with  with  uU  mean  passiou:!.  bad  delighta, 
And  Bullish  care^  it:t  trembling  siitelUti'ji, 
A  spirit  ill  to  guidi',  but  nitghly  itj  obey, 
Ta  as  a  lemprfit. winged  ship,  whose  helm 
Love  rulea  tiirough  waves  which  dare  not  otm^ 
whelm, 


FKOlKTBEra    UKBOUim. 
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aretng  !ife*a  wildest  shores  U)  own  ila  soremign 
sway* 

AU  tbiaga  confess  bis  str    iglh.     Through  Uie 

cold  muss 
Of  marble  and  of  colour  b  i  dreiims  pass, 
firegbt  threads  whence  ma      ^rs  weave  tUe  rob«« 
their  children  wear ; 
Langurtge  tfj  a  pei-petual  Orphic  song, 
Which  rules  with  dsedsil  liiirmonj  a  ibrong 
Of  tboughia  aiid  forms  which  else  senseless  and 
dhapclesis  were. 

The  lightning  is  bis  slave ;  heaven's  utmost  deep 
Gives  up  lier  stars,  and  like  a  flock  of  sheep 
l^hey  pass  before  his  eye,  are  numbered,  and  roll 
on  1 
The  tempest  is  his  steed,  he  strides  the  air ; 
And  the  abyss  shouts  from  her  depth  laid  bare, 
Heaven,  hast  thou  secrets  ?     Man  unveils  me  ;  I 
have  none. 

TUE    MOON. 

Tlie  shadow  of  white  death  has  past 

From  my  path  in  heaven  at  last, 
A  clinging  shroud  of  solid  frost  and  sleep; 

And  through  my  newly-woven  bowers, 

Wander  happy  paramours, 
Less  mighty,  but  as  mild  as  those  who  keep 
I'hy  vales  more  deep. 
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Aa  tlie  dissolving  warmlb  ot'dawn  inny  fuld 
A  half  unfroxen  tlew-gbbe,  green,  and  gold, 

And  crystalline,  till  it  b*-eomej3  a.  winged  mist, 
And  wnndei's  up  tbe  vault  of  the  bliiedjtj, 
OuUires  the  noon,  and  on  the  sun's  liist  ref 

Hangs  o'ur  the  5e%  a  fleece  of  (irt)  and  amethyst ; 

Thnn  »rl  folded,  thou  art  lying 

In  the  tight  whitih  i»  undying 
Of  thine  own  joy,  ftnd  hoaven's  gmiltj  dime  ; 

All  suns  iind  t'otisi  tell  at  ions  shower 

On  thee  a  light,  a  life,  a  power 
Which  dotii  array  thy  >pli(ire ;  thou  pourest  thine 
On  mine,  on  tulnu ! 

Tttm  HARTtl, 

I  spiE.  l»3neath  my  pyramid  of  night 

Whifli  [M)ij>fa  into  the  hf-nven*,  dreaming  delight, 

Murm  a  ring  vietoriotis  joy  in  my  enchanted  steep ; 
Ag  a  youth  lulled  in  bve-drcams  faintly  sighing, 
Under  the  shadow  of  his  iMtittity  lying, 

Which  round  his  rest  a  watch  of  light  and  warmth 
dnh  keep. 


As  m  the  soft  and  sweet  edipse. 
When  soul  laeets  soul  on  loverV  Ups^ 


p 
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I     ^h  hearts  art!  calm,  and  brightest  ejrc3  ara  dull  t 

So,  when  tby  sfmdovv  falls  on  nie, 

Then  am  I  (uute  and  still,  by  Ihee 
Covered  ;  of  thy  love,  orb  most  beautiful. 
Full,  oh,  too  full » 

Tbou  art  speeding  round  the  sun, 
Brightest  world  of  many  a  One, 
Gr^en  and  aj&\ire  sphere  which  ehlnest 
With  a  light  which  is  dt  Finest 
Among  all  the  lamps  of  Heaven 
To  whom  life  and  light  is  given^ 
I,  thy  crystal  paramour, 
Borne  beside  thee  by  a  power 
Like  the  polar  Paradise, 
Magnet-like,  of  lovers'  eyes ; 
I,  a  most  enamoured  maiden, 
"Whose  weak  brain  is  overladen 
With  the  pleasure  of  her  love, 
Maniac-like  around  thee  move, 
Gazing,  an  insatiate  bride, 
On  thy  form  from  every  side, 
Like  a  Mienad,  round  the  cup 
Which  Afjave  lifted  up 
In  the  weird  Cadmean  forest. 
Brother,  wheresoe'er  thou  soarest 
I  must  hurry,  whirl  and  follow- 
Through  the  heavens  wide  and  holIoWj 
Sheltered  by  the  warm  embrace 
Of  thy  soul  from  hungry  space, 


Drinking  from  thy  sense  and  siglit 

Beauty,  majesty,  and  might, 

As  a  lover  or  chamdeon 

Glows  like  what  it  looks  irpon, 

As  a  violet's  gentle  eye 

Gazed  on  the,  azure  sky 
Until  its  litic  gt'»\vs  like  what  it  beholds. 

As  a  gray  ami  watery  ntbt 

Glows  like  solid  um^'lhyst 
Athwurl  the  western  mountain  it  eufoldi 

When  I  lie  snnsel  ileeps 
tJpOJi  il*  snowy 

XUM  KAftTU. 

And  the  weak  day  weeps 

That  it  should  bt*  so. 
O  gt'jille  Btoon,  tlits  voice  of  thy  doliglit 
Falls  on  me  like  thy  clear  and  tender  light 
Soothing  the  sctirnan,  borne  iiie  sumtntir  nijB^ht 

Through  isle^  for  tvnT  ctdm  ; 
0  gtinile  Hoon^  thy  crystal  accents  pierce 
The  cavemi  of  my  pride's  deep  universe, 
Charming  the  tiger  joy,  whose  trampling 
fierce 

Made  wound^i  wliidi  need  thy  batm. 


I  nse  as  from  a  bath  of  sparkling  water» 

A  ball)  of  azure  light,  among  dark  rock^ 
Out  of  the  i  I  ream  of  sound. 
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Ah  me !  sweet  sister. 
The  stream  of  FOunt\  has  ebbed  away  from  ua. 
And  yoa  pretend  to  rise  out  of  Ub  wave. 
Because  your  words  fnll  like  the  clear  soft  dew 
Shaken  from  a  bathing  wood-njmph's  limbs  and 
hauv 

rxvrTtmk* 
Peace,  peace  !  a  mighty  Powt^r,  which  is  as  dark- 
ness., 
Is  riBing  out  of  Earth,  and  from  the  sky 
Is  showered  like  night,  and  from  within  the  air 
Bursts,  like  eclipse  which  had  been  gathered  up 
Into  the  pores  of  sunlight:  the  bnght  visions, 
Wherein  the  singing  spirits  rode  and  shone. 
Gleam  like  pale  meteors  through  a  watery  night 

lONE. 

There  is  a  sense  of  words  upon  mine  ear. 

PANTUEA. 

A  universal  sound  like  words :  O,  list ! 

DEMOGORGOX. 

Thou,  Earth,  calm  empire  of  a  happy  soul. 
Sphere  of  divinest  shapes  and  harmonies, 

Beautiful  orb!  gathering  as  thou  dost  roll 

The  love  which  paves  thy  path  along  theskie^ 

THE    EARTH. 

I  hear :  I  am  as  a  drop  of  dew  that  dies. 
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DEMOOORGON. 

Thou  Moon,  which  gazest  on  the  nightly  Earth 

With  wonder,  as  it  gazes  upon  thee  ; 
Whibt  each  to  men,  and  beasts,  and  the  swift 

birth 
Of  birds,  is  beauty,  love,  calm,  harmony : 

THE   MOON. 

I  hear  :  I  am  a  leaf  shaken  by  thee  I 

DEMOOOROOM. 

Ye  kings  of  suns  and  stars  I  Daemons  and  Gods, 
Ethereal  Dominations !  who  possess 

Elysian,  windless,  fortunate  abodes 

Beyond  Heaven's  consteUated  wilderness: 

▲   VOICE    FROM   ABOVE. 

Our  great  Republic  hears  ;  we  are  blest,  and  bless. 

DEMOGORGOIT. 

Ye  happy  dead  !  whom  beams  of  brightest  verse 
Are  clouds  to  hide,  not  colours  to  portray, 

Whether  your  nature  is  that  universe 
Which  once  ye  saw  and  suffered — 

▲   VOICE   VROM    BENEATH. 

Or  as  they 
Whom  we  have  left,  we  change  and  pass  away. 

DEMOOOROON. 

Ve  elemental  Genii,  who  have  homes 
VOL.  ir.  9 
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From  mnn's  high  mind  even  to  the  ceotial 
fltone 
Of  sullen  lead  j  from  Heaven's  star-fretted  domee 
To  the  dull  weed  aoL  ^worm  buttena  on : 

We  bear :  thj  words  waken  Oblivion* 

HSUOOOKGOir, 

Spirit:) I  wliose  homes  are  flesh:  ye  beasts  and 
birdS; 

Ye  worms  aud  fish  ;  ye  living  leaves  and  buds ; 
Lightning  and  wind ;  and  ye  untamable  herds, 

Meteors  and  mists,  which  throng  air's  solitudes, 

A    VOICE. 

Thy  voice  to  us  is  wind  among  still  woods. 

DEMOGORGOX. 

Man,  who  wert  once  a  despot  and  a  slave, 

A  dupe  and  a  deceiver,  a  decay, 
A  traveller  from  the  cradle  to  the  grave 

Through  the  dim  night  of  this  immortal  day : 

ALL. 

Speak  !  thy  strong  words  may  never  pass  away. 

DEMOGOROOX. 

Thia  is  the  day,  which  down  the  void  abysm 
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At  tbe  Earth-bom'a  Bpell  ^^awns  for  Heavea*a 

despotism, 
And  Conquest  is  di"«gged  captive  through  the 
deep  I 
Love,  frona  i<3  awful  Ihmne  orpulleDt  power 
Iti  Iht?  wiBC  heart,  froni  (lie  Inst  githly  hour 

Of  dread  endurant'e^  IVotn  the  slipper)',  steep) 
And  imrrow  vcrgt;  of  cimg-like  agowj,  spfinga 
And  ibids  over  the  world  its  healing  wttigs. 

GfTilk-ness,  Virtue,  Wi^doiu,  iind  Enduj-ance» 
Thr^je  are  the  seals  of  thai  mmt  firm  a&<^ui'ance 

Whielj  liurs  the  pttover  DestniL-tion^ii  strength; 
And  if,  with  Ini'trm  hand,  Etentiiyf 
Mother  of  many  Acts  and  hours,  should  fr^e 

Tim  serpent  ihiit  would  cla»p  iter  with  his 
lengthy 
Tlre^e  are  the  apell*  by  wliich  to  rc-a*#uiiie 
An  empire  o'er  the  dibentiingletl  doom. 

To  suffer  woes  whit^h  Hope  thinks  infinite  ; 
To  forgive  wrongs  dfirker  thnn  d«jitU  or  nigljt  , 

To  defy  Power,  which  seems  omnipotent; 
To  love,  and  benr;  lo  hope  till  IIopu  cruiUes 
From  its  own  wreck  tlm  thing  it  eontemplates  2 

Keilhtir  to  chang«»  nor  falter,  nor  repent ; 
This,  like  thy  glory,  Titan  I  U  to  be 
Good,  great  and  JoyoDs,  b^'autiful  and  froei 
This  in  alone  Life,  Joy,  Empirie,  and  Victory  t^^ 
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NOTE  ON  THE  PROMETHEUS  UNBOUKIX 


BY   THE   EtXTOR. 


Ov  Ibe  I3th  of  MarcK,  IBIB,  Shelley  quitted  En^Iant),  awm 
to  nstum.  Uii  priucijiid  motive  wiis  the  tiopo  tiial  his  UcnUUi 
woahl  be  lnij>rnve'l  by  ii  mtlilcr  climate  i  be  *n(l'ered  very 
much  dtirin^  tho  winter  pr^viotii^  to  hii  emtj^tiont  atiLi  thii 
decided  his  Tiicillatiijg  purpose.  In  TieccmUor^  IS17,  he  bad  j 
written  from  Miirlow  to  a  frienrt,  esying! — 

•*  My  hiiiiUh  lui»  been  nwterirtlly  worse.  Sty  feclhigB  ii£ 
iutermis  wre  of  r  deHdty  rind  torpid  kind,  or  nn'nke!)e<t  to  trtch 
a  «t«te  of  Tiiiniitnral  nnd  keeu  GxciternGtiL,  tliiit  only  to  i(t> 
itnnc*  the  orjcmi  of  sight,  I  find  the  very  bludw  »if  griv**  «nd 
tlie  boQghK  of  diitiint  trees  present  thrinftciYn  to  me  wicli 
mlcrtrtcoftie  iltjtiiietneAi.  Toward «  «veuiiif(  I  iink  Into  a 
itato  ofletlutfgy  mid  in  animation,  and  ott«n  remfllii  Oir  hnan 
on  tite  iDfii  between  Al«i«p  anr)  WELlfiing,  a  prry  to  tliti  most 
pftlorul  irrttnbiUtf  of  thought.  Such,  with  litliu  iRlemii&AiuTl^ 
it  my  cntidilion.  The  hoxitt.  devoted  to  study  una  ftilectiNl] 
witb  vjgllfiiit  caution  Cmm  umong  thf«e  fMjTtoda  of  endnratici|.  i 
It  11  not  for  thli  tliiit  I  ttiliik  of  trnvelliiig  to  Itnly,  even  If  I 
ln]ew  thai  Italy  wrmld  relievo  mc  But  I  hnvo  expoiictieed 
s  dfcifiivc  |iitlmonnry  flttmck,  nitd  nlthough  fit  present  It  hni 
pit»$ed  nwriy  witluiitt  any  eonsidenvble  ve*tigc  of  its  eitist- 
cncc,  yet  tbk  syraptora  iiifBciomJy  «h0'W»  Uio  true  nntiit"*  of 
my  diseiifC  to  hi  coiifUtnptlve.  It  it  to  my  a<kmit»go  tliHt 
this  nmindy  if  tn  itj  imturti  slo^v,  und,  !f  oiie  i^  <u/1kloiitlT 
aHtc  )o  \is  advnnco'f.  Is  suEcceptible  of  cure  from  ft  wsvrin  t\it- 
niil«.  Ill  the  eneiiit  of  it*  wRsuming  nnydecideii  »b».p«,  •!  i 
KOtitdite  mif  ijuly  to  go  to  Italy  without  ddny.  It  Is  not  nwr^^ 
liMith,  but  life.  tliaC  1  tlumld  ie«lt,  sad  that  tio^«  ^r  my  owv 
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inkp;  I  M  T  urn  ea|»iibl«  of  tmmpUng  on  ittl  «uob  weakaou 
—Lut  for  ilie  sftko  of  those  to  witoiii  my  lifo  nmy  bo  a  »ttUf«« 
of  !)nj[t|iiii£»s,  utHUy,  sat'.tirilf,  and  Uonoi»— hik!  to  »ome  of 
Whr»tji  my  iltsKth  might  bti  all  tlnit  it  tliu  j-uvune.** 

Til  lUnfHt  fvery  t\"<|K.'i'i  Ivin  journey  to  Italy  vtm  VkiivMiU^ 
fcous.  Ife  lt»fl  belifmJ  friend*  to  whmn  hd  wri»  nttiiched,  but 
(^■rea  of  a  tl]oti»i\n<)  kimtj,  mnny  iifiTlrif^iiij;  from  ]ii»  luvlish 
ff^ncrmily^  crowded  routal  bim  in  bi«  tintive  counUy:  «itul, 
except  iLd  ftucicty  of  one  or  two  rrteiiil:^,  U«>  bad  nti  ctHniic^i* 
■Atton.  Tbii  climiite  cjiii««ti  bim  to  cotisuTut]  bolf  bis  exist* 
ewe*  Iti  helpless  aun'oriiig;,  Hi«  denwst  pIiriSBiirc^,  tii*  fiwB 
eryoyiuoiit  of  tlio  tcQuoa  of  iiitturo,  wnt  miirrcd  by  tbo  tund 
oii'cum^ttiDcdt 

lie  went  direct  to  llftly,  avoiding  ev«n  I'ari*,  and  did  not 
bQOlii  any  fiftuxe  till  be  urrived  ut  5(ibiii.  Tii«>  l)r>T  iD^pert  of 
Italy  eticimritud  8lrclky;  Vt  «t:eiiitid  it  giirdtinuf  tioli);hl  pinced 
bencrith  n  cLQur«r  tind  Iriglitcr  huiivcn  tlnui  uiiy  hn  hrul  Lived 
luider  Uetbre.  llo  wrote  long  dest".ri(it(v«  Ictfitts  (iurliijc;  tli» 
&Bt  yc(U- of  bla  n!«idettc«  in  Ttnly,  wUicb,  nn  t'oirijuMtiloiiA, 
An  Ihfi  most  boJiiitlfMl  in  tjic  worlJ,  ami  *how  liow  truly  Iw 
«{t{ir«olnt»d  a»d  itii«Ufd  tba  woudcni  of  tiAture  «iid  art  In  thiU 
divine  Ittnd. 

Tba  po«tlciil  »p«n't  witbid  him  ^pcojily  revived  vrilb  all  tbo 
power  imd.  wiih  uioro  tbiiii  nil  ibc  benuly  of  bi»  flwt  ntt^mptAt 
He  meditated  ibr^o  iubject«  it»  tlie  groMitdwork  for  lyrical 
Prutiioi.  Oti«  IV119  tiie  story  of  Tnsno:  of  i)ti«  a  eltgtit  trn^ 
ftieiit  of  IV  sntvg  of  Tiisko  r«iu>iiiiH.  Tim  other  \v:iii  on»  fnnnded 
on  tlifl  book  of  Job,  wbicli  ho  novor  nbotuIooiKl  in  idt'n,  bat 
of  which  no  tinco  r^mJibii  nmong  bis  papcn,  Tbn  third  vriui 
tb«  '*  l*romoiiioos  Unboiuid.*'  Tha  Ureek  tmg«dlium  wc» 
oow  hia  [no6t  fuijiilbr  ooinptmioiia  in  bis  wniiderings,  itiul  tb« 
iabliine  mojenJy  of  jEsfbylu*  fllle<J  him  with  wnndcr  »nd  de- 
light. The  fntln«r  of  Grpok  irnjredy  doe*  not  pw8€»*  »b«  pa^ 
tboa  of  S>jpboclo3»  nnr  ttio  viiriety  and  tendcmou  of  Enti- 
pidwj  tho  Intcroit  on  which  be  PountU  tola  tlmtunj  Uoft«n 
•Je7ii.tod  atK)Te  tiuinan  TiciuitddcLS  into  tbo  mljfUty  p^Mion* 
and  tbrOBfl  uf  gods  and  detnigod*— «iiub  ftt<eitinT.iid  tin  ab> 
•tract  imaginntion  of  ShoUvy. 

W»  ap«at  a  mo&tb  at  MUm«  vMUug  ttia  lAkM  of  Conto  in- 
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h^  l^t  intefvtL    Tbence  we  pswted  h>  mc<^e«*tiofi  to  Piai«, 
L«^iOTti,  the  Baths  of  Luccn,  Venice,  E«ie,  Rome,  NiiplBH|,J 
And  Niek  a^^iaiu  toRmne,  wiiithm-  we  niturned  early  in  Slarcti 
1«]».    bunttf  Mil  tiii»  titu«  ShfflWty  iTt«<liMited  tht  .subject  of] 
bU  drmna,  nn<J  wiwt©  pnrtion*  of  iL    Other  poems^  were  ema 
poeed  iJnringfhi*  mterrol,  nntl  wliil«  st  fJie  Urtpii  di  Lucca  I 
bo  trtiTi^hrrff  Pftn/g. Syinp<j*inm.     But  though  lie  tti-renitfl**! ' 
his  »tn  npht*  L"«iitffril  to  tlie  "  I'roinetlieu*.*"     At 

iBit,  w  ,  tlurinp  a  brijjlit  and.  bcimtiful  »(>ritie,  he 

Ruve  nj>  Ui*  winjlti  time  fo  the  compcMitioti.    Thn  »pot  selectod 
Ibr  hi»  nitiJy  wn*,  its  he  mentiods  in  bU  profacf*  tli«  wnitn- 
tnitiniig  niins  of  tfae  Ba,lli»  of  CflracnllN,    Those  nrr  tittle. 
IttiowD  tij  the  oriiiiiory  viiitor  at  Home.    Ho  de^cnboa  tiLeta 
(n  a  letter,  with  that  poetry,  and  delicaejr,  and  tnitla  of  d©-  | 
•criptiiin,  which  rendei  hii  uamited  impreecions  of  *ceii«y  ' 
of  ainoquailed  beauty  mid  interest. 

At  flr*t  he  cnnipletoil  the  dmiufi  in  thre«  ftctn.  It  v,  sx*  not 
till  ?eveml  nvonths  nfter,  whou  at  Floreiies,that  hecoirrc!T»d 
that  nfDurth  act,  a  sort  of  Ig^imi  of  TeJolcIn|r  in  the  fnlfihnffnl 
of  the  pmpheoiw  wUh  regnrd  i^  Prometheus,  ought  to  b© 
idded  to  complete  the  eompositit/n* 

The  promlrient  fenture  of  Shcltoy'*  thwiry  of  th«  deatinj 
ftf  the  hnm)nt  tf«<iet  wns.  that  evil  if  not  inheroiit  in  theiv^ 
tein  of  the  creation,  but  nn  iiGcldent  thnt  dilght  bo  ejtpcJledi 
Thh  ulst)  torms  a  portion  of  ChfinUftuity ;  God  mftdc  oarth 
and  miui  p«rfv^t,  till  h(i,  by  bit  full, 

*'  Branght  deatJi  into  the  world  toid  all  our  woe." 

Shelley  believed  that  mankind  hod  only  to  wlU  thai  thttit 
thonid  Ive  no  evily  nnd  tliere  woald  be  tione.  It  Is  not  my 
part  in  these  note?  to  notice  the  ■rgiiineiil!i  tbnt  have  hf^a 
urged  aftninst  tbii^  opinion,  but  to  mention  the  fttct  thnt  ha 
entertaiiied  It,  and  was  Indeed  iittncbcd  to  il  with  ffervent  en- 
thusiasm. That  mnti  cotild  bo  m  perfoutionlted  r%  to  bo  ahtt 
lo  expel  evil  from  hi»  own  nHture,  uM  from  the  gfcjiter  perl 
if  Ibo  creation,  wrb  the  enrdintil  point  €if  hi«  systena.  And 
the  subject  he  loveil  best  to  dwell  on,  wris  tlio  Imagm  of  Olio 
warring  with  the  Evil  Principle,  op^iTUsaeil  ncit  noly  by  It,  bnt 
by  allf  even  ihe  good,  who  were  deluded  into  Don«ideriwg^  evU 
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%  n«e«*nm7  (virtbti  of  bumnnlty;  m.  vietim  fVill  of  fbrtitadi 
tiid  1«if)e,  nnd  the  ii|)tKt  of  triumph  emrinatinj*(  I'rutn  a  rt% 
U)ca  Ui  iljfl  ultimate  omiiipotcKcoof  gfxnL  Sut'lv  !w  hail  d^ 
picled  hi  fti*  httt  pe»«in^  when  Isti  twu«l(!  Livod  i!w  «it"my  mid 
th«!  rjrtim  nf  tvniittj.  He  ruiw  ttxik  A  tnuri!  itknli/tid  iiniigQ 
of  th&  tiiTfic  »nbj*et,  Ft»*  fo!k.Jw«(l  cprtnin  cIjwkIcuI  ituthori- 
ti*3  in  fipiirlng  Saturn  »s  t)w  jpxhl  prmuipK  Jopll?r  tb« 
usurping  evil  one,  mud  Prouiothuus  in  the  regviieriiiar,  who, 
uiinbfo  to  Unnff  aiiuikUiil  Uiu'^n.  to  primitive  tinu>c«iic*,  attd 
kRovritiiae  n*  n  we:i.|iori  to  tlafcut  pvil,  by  Iffadihi;  tiiiLttkind 
heynttd  ibo  wtjita  wbiarnbi  tiiey  Hre  aiiilans  tbnmgU  igtHjriVttee, 
to  tliiit  in  witirb  they  iinr  %>lTtuniis  tlirmt^b  wintkinu  Jupit«r 
piiiii»1tB<i  lii«  temerity  (»f  ibe  Tilrtn  hy  cbttintiig  »titti  to  a  pkiIc 
of  CnucitJiU!*,  nn*]  cflTi<»iiig  r  vutmi-e  to  dovouf  iii»  ki  lll-ronewed 
heart,  Tbere  wiu  n  pixtpinwy  ur)<^it  lu  bpnvon  portptifltrig  the 
full  of  ilnTe,  Urn  ?<crwt  uf  nvcrling  which  ww*  ktiowaouHy  to 
I'fomcthcusi  (ind  tJio  god  offi'fe*!  (ViMdom  from  lortufii  on 
eondltioii  of  it*  being  CfnTitiitininiti«d  to  )tlm.  AiTortlinf;  to 
the  m}'tholtipicftl  story,  this  refer«Kl  tft  tlie  olTBi»rii*g  (if  I'lieti*, 
ulto  was  dcstiiiod  lo  be  greater  tttan  Ul»  ftLtbM*.  Pitrint^thcui 
a,t  t]L«t  bi>nght  pHnlon  fur  bis  crime  af  enriching  mnnkind 
with  Ills  glfta,  by  rttveiiHtig  the  [impbeoy.  Hercules  killed 
Ihe  vuUnrertnd  »et  him  (we,  auJ  Theti*  wb*  married  to  f*. 
teui  thn  fatlier  of  Ac  hi  lies. 

S1i«lley  nd»j*!«d  ttie  c^atantmpha  of  this  «tr>iry  to  Eii«iHicu1i«r 
rfewR.  Tb«  sou,  i;r(mt«r  thim  Ills  fiitber,  born  of  tbe  nuptlnlt 
of  Jupiter  nml  Thetis,  whs  tu  dethrotto  l^vil,  mid  bdii^  buck 
n  bnppler  reigR  thmi  thnt  of  Siittim.  Promethew  ilftfles  the 
power  of  hit  ctietiiy,  au*i  ondanM  eeDturtcf  of  torture,  till 
the  hour  arrives  when  Jove,  btind  to  tiie  renJ  event,  but  diirkly 
guofiing  tbut  mime  gj^erit  gooi)  to  biniMir  wilt  (tow,  »«po(i»e« 
Titetl*,  At  the  ounmiiit,  the  I'rimn!  Power  uf  the  world 
dfires  Ithii  fnmi  hti  iiittrjieit  thrmtep  tind  Stntn);th,  in  thi%  {Hnr- 
ion  of  Hercu!es,  libfimie*  Kisrrttiiitry,  typifietj  in  Proinetheui, 
from  jb«  tnrnim'*  genenit^fi  hy  pvil  dotie  or  ■wflVred.  Aal*, 
one  of  the  OcennldfH*,  is  the  wiffl  of  I'rometbeu*— «lio  vu, 
ji£«or(tLi>|^  to  other  rnythologicAl  Jnterpretntiotit,  the  mima  ai 
Venu»  uQt)  Nntur«,  When  thn  Beucfaetar  of  Miinkirad  bt 
Ub«nt<2ilf  KfttQre  re^nmei^  the  beiiuly  of  Uer  priniie,  ind  ii 
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nIM  to  lur  Inrimnd,  dM  ««Mw  or  1fc»  teBM  Me 
p«rfb«r  and  huppj  anion.    In  ttm  fonfk  Act,  tbt  pMt  j 
nuttaar  MOiw  to  liu  inu^maio^  uid  MadtoM  tlw  i 
trmtkm^  each  u  v«  know  tlMin,  ia^Md  of  Mch  a»  tbcy  i 
peftfttl  10  tht  6t««1c«.    MKtrmai  Ennh,  ite  cfelgtttT  ] 
la  >ii|Mn«4«4  by  The  Sjiuit  of  tltc  Ejirdk^^ite  Kukla  oT  i 
planet  tbmugii  tlie  mtlma  of  »ky — while  }m  fm^  and  «« 
oompsiiion  jitid  KdiiDkliuitf  tb«  Sptrlt  of  tbe  Uooih  ivoetvM 
bllM  fram  ttia  umtliUatiua  of  £ti]  Id  iht  topevlor  qtere. 

Shelley  di!ir«)op«,  tfnra  purtjciilarij  in  the  Irrio^  of  1 
drama,  hh  abttman  mai  irot^iiAtive  theories  tiiih  rtgui  i 
tiw  Creatloa.    It  re<juira  a  minJ  a*  cubtle  aad  peticUiUia 
W  bl«  own   to  unitentaud   tb&  myotic:  niennjn^ 
thnntgliuot  tine  pcxim.     Tbey  elude  the  ordtuary  tnsuioe  1 
Iheir  ab»lr»eiiwn  uid  delic*;/  of  iIistJDction,bal  thoy  «n  1 
IhRD  Ta^«.    It  wna  hit  <lv«i|^  to  write  pra»e  miitBfrh} 
MMTt  on  the  tuniiti  of  >lnn,  which  wouM  have  $ened  to  < 
fdaio  mneh  of  whnt  ]•  obscure  in  tii«  poetry;  a  few  i 
At^paeutt  of  observations  wtd  rcniailc^  alone  remiUo. 
wxittiderod  time  pUiiosopUicul  vie»9  of  utiitd  and  wuuni  I 
tw  inititict  with  the  intitt^wit  i«|iirtt  uf  poutry. 

Uore  popular  poeu  clothe  the  ideitl  with  iktniliar  »sx&  mi^^ 
iable  imagery,     Shelley  l»ved  to  itiealJxe  the  reai — to  gtft  lb* 
meeluuiua  of  the  imitcrinl  iintvor^  with  a  toul  and  a  roic^  < 
and  to  beslow  lucb  nbo  on  the  most  delicatt  and  iilift] 
emotion*  And  thongliti  of  the  inlind.    Sophoclet  was  his  gemS"^ 
ma»Ur  in  lli»epeck«  of  imagery. 

1  find  h)  oaie  of  hia  munafCtipt  boukf  toma  TcncmrkA  tm  • 
Utit  la  lh»  (Ed)pii«  Tymiinut,  which  »howi  at  once  the  criti- 
isat  iubtlply  of  ShoIIty's  mtml,  am]  csssphiiiis  hlsiippnthenAioij 
of  ihoi*  "mintite  fliid  rfimote  disiinciions  uffrcling.  wheihiir 
wt»Hve  to  fxlenml  nature  Of  tin;  Jivnig  bt'inge  which  nur- 
roniui  n»,"  which  he  pronouucw,  in  the  letter  qiiotcd  iti  the 
m>te  lu  Uiio  liovoU  of  I^Umt  to  conipTeheiid  ntl  ihiit  is  eubliata 
ia  mntu 

'*  b  llm  Greek  &hiik8{>enre,  5ophocle&,  we  §wi  th«  Itna^^^ 

HoVl^  f  6dt^(  iX&^a  ^pgvTiSog  nXm^'. 
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«  line  of  rnUsmt  onfnlhosiftble  depth  of  poeiay,  y«|  liow  tlm- 
b1«  are  1J19  Images  fa  wbioh  it  ii  arrayed  1 — 

Comini^  to  many  Mmye  !ii  the  wanderings  of  carefkil  thought. 

If  the  word*  AMf  anil  nXtivoic  liad  not  b»Bn  ushiI,  tha  titie 
might  liiirQ  been  oxpIniikh]  m  a  intstAfthadoftl,  Etittmd  of  a,n 
nbsotiitc  ft^ue,  nswesuy  'ways  ^itl  luoan*,'  nii<l  w&utlortrigs, 
far  error  iirni  oonftifion?  hu%  lh«?y  inuiial  UtenUly  pnUia  or 
roads,  etieh  u*  wc  (rerid  wltli  our  fc^t;  iwid  WMrnleriii;.TS,  such 
u  a  mnn  nrnket  when  ho  Joseis  himself  lu  m  flcjcrt,  (ir  rtwtiift 
rrotn  city  to  city,  ni  lEdipui,  the  e|)eiik«r  of  thl»  vefi«,  wal 
d«stinca  to  witnder,  bljixd  md  luking  diori^.  WhAt «  pao- 
turo  doc:}  tiiifi  Ihte  eiiggest  of  Ibe  mmd  b»  il  wSbleniMA  df 
intricjite  {»»ths,  vridc  im  the  unlv«rf«,  wlii^'h  i»  bora  ninde  tt* 
fjmbcil,  a  world  vnthja  a  wnrld,  wlilch  ha  who  tedui  lome 
ktiawlGdge  wtih  roapect  to  wtiKt  ho  ought  tc»  do,  Ki^miche* 
durooghout,  ju  he  would  wurch  the  extcnini  uj»v<»reo  for 
iome  vaduod  thing  wMuli  waA  hidden  from  hxm  uptfU  Itt  ciuv 

In  rending  ShoHey'f  poetry ,  wq  ofi«n  finii  ^nilhir  TGm^i, 
rBfetnbltirig,  but  not  iroitftting,  the  Gvenk  in  this  spocies  of 
InmgTiry;  for  though  be  adnpted  ttie  sty)l^,  he  gif\6tl  il  with 
that  nr{|;iTintity  of  form  and  colouriug  wbJch  s|iruiig  rnjin  his 
own  gcTii[ii=i. 

In  ihti  fronifltheitt  Unboand,  Shelley  tid(!lt  the  prqfniM 
quoted  rir»>in  n  letter  in  the  Kote  on  the  fievolt  of  Lslitm,^ 

•  While  correetlnfrthe  proof-ehept*  of  thnt  I'o<«m»  H  ttraak 
me  tlmt  tho  I'oct  hud  rndul^d  in  mn  o)tnpj;ci'*tti'd  viow  of  the 
tvih  of  Mstonrd  de^jiOilsm,  which, however  in jttriouA  luid  de- 
gmdtng,  wt^ro  ksa  ojtutdy  iiHiiKdiiiHrj  tltmi  the  titiunph  of 
vinrt!hy,  Muoh  iia  it  nppenred  itt  Frtitice  Ht  the  cUtm  uf  lite 
;iiit  century.  But  ivt  thin  time  11  hoiik,  "  Scenes  uf  HjmttUin 
lift."  trnti*  III  ted  by  Lieutennnt  Crwwford  fVi«M  «ha  G*innnn 
of  Dr,  Hiibcr,  of  (Imtock,  fell  info  ray  hiinds.  Thu  wrroqijt 
of  the  trininph  of  tltw  iirlatu  and  the  »orr^1oji',  nfter  the  Krvtieta 
Intmiou  of  {iiuviii  hi  lb43,  U«siir»  A  sLmnjjttfid  friftlitrid  fCMin. 
Mjuice  to  some  of  tliu  iJcucripliuiis  u('  liti  uuuatnitti  o(thifm. 
triott  is  the  RnnTilt  of  I»Uto. 
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Ttxo  totifl  of  tbt  CMBpotldaa  b  e«lnMP  And  tn«ir«  niAJMtl«,tl4 

fKietryniare  p&rfKtM  a  whole,  auH  t1i«  truajrhiutJon  ilbftlnjsd  i 
■t  once  man  fieatiagly  lienutjful  unil  more  vurir«l  an<]  (Imtti^  ' 
The  descriptioD  of  tliu  Huurs,  us  tliey  are  ft««ii  in  Uie  cnvo  of 
DemogoT^n,  is  an  itirtnnce  of  this — it  lUlU  the  jiiinti  n*  Una 
moft  cbsrming  pichiT«— vr«  iaitg  to  Me  m  Rftitt  at  work  to 
bring  to  <mt  viw  tht; 

COTS  druwti  by  miftbOTr-TS'iogod  Btemla, 
Which  Irampl*  the  Utm  wind*:  in  cath  ttjero  Ktiuidi 
A  w]ld-ey»d  chariftioer^  ur^«g  thebliglit. 
ScHoe  looked  bchiud^  lu  fiunds  purauetl  them  therSi 
And  j^t  t  nee  noaliiipee  tmt  tlie  keen  stun; 
Others,  with  biirohig:«y«»,  Icbti  forth,  and  drink 
With  eag^r  lifk»  tho  vini  of  thoir  own  speed. 
As  if  the  tiling  they  loved  lied  oii  Uefuto, 
And  now,  even  now,  Uiey  olnspeil  it.    Their  bright  took* 
StrvaiB  IDce  a  cooiaCb  Awhitig  tmlr:  they  vdi 
SwMp  oawftrd. 

Through  tho  whole  Pn«*m  U^^re  reigiH  ■  fort  of  cHfm  «ad 
toiy  Bpirit  of  lore;  it  *ootho»  th«  torturtd,  untl  i*  U«Jii«  to  tb« 
expectsut,  till  tLie  prophecy  is  rultiliwL  nnd  Lave,  untainted 
by  any  evil,  become*  tlte  hwv  of  tho  world, 

Eup-lnnd  had  boea  rpntlureil  a  pHiufuI  rc*it}eiiw  to  Sholley, 
fts  Toucii  by  the  sort  of  persectition  with  which  in  those  days 
nil  men  of  iibeml  opiiiioriB  w*»(-e  visited,  and  hv  the  (nju^tica 
he  hod  hitely  endured  in  the  Court  of  ChntiCtfry,  m  by  tli« 
iymptoitiJiof  disease  wliicli  made  hlin  rognrd  n  vmt  to  luajf 
as  necessary  to  prolong  Iit!^  TH'o>  An  exile,  ant)  atroitgly  Im- 
fretsed  with  the  feelittp  llml  tli«  mnioiJty  of  Ui*  countrymaa 
TliHiided  him  with  ststilitnciil^  of  ii>Tr»ioti,  lOi^li  a»  hi»  owm 
he^rt  could  experience  townrde  onne,  he  shel(ure<I  liInitMlf 
from  such  diiij^ftting  nod  pniiifut  tJiottghti^  in  thn  valm  tO' 
trenU  of  pootrvj  *7id  built  op  &  wnrld  of  his  oi»ti,  wilh  th« 
more  t^letuure,  si]if«  ba  bopoil  to  induce  tome  oiio  or  two  tQ 
Mierf  that  theenrth  migUt  become  »uct>,  did  minikiitHl  tls«|iw 
•«!««>  oonsant.  Tiio  ctoinn  of  ilse  Roin.i\n  cliinnto  ticl|>ed  t4f 
flJotha  Ids  Uiougiitfriti  grvtiter  buiiuty  tlinii,  th^<y  bnU  evvr  wom 


DEDlCATtON. 


TO    LEIGH    HUNT,   ESQ. 


1  UTBcatDft  with  your  name,  from  a  dUtani  cou«»try,  »nd 
^tlvr  an  iibsenQo  n-lio«c  tnouUiA  have  beotned  )*i!ikrs,  this  tb« 
latftst  of  my  lllersry  effofti. 

l'|;iC5«  writiHj;*  whtcli  I  Imve  bltlicrto  published,  ^^att 
beta  little  et>e  dmn  vbiodi  which  ttnp<«rtonnto  my  owo 
•pprehon&iotK  of  the  beaiitit^^t  unit  the  Jiut,  I  ana  ilUo 
p«rc«W«  In  ihcm  tb«  Utemry  disfects  iiiel4«iital  to  yoiiiii 
mni  iropftTicncoi  th«y  tin»  droAini  of  wb>l  ongbt  to  b«^of 
iniiy  be,  TUe  drarnm  winch  I  now  present  to  you  U  ft  ti^ 
re&Uty.  t  luy  nsiile  the  prajumfttuoui  attitude  or  im  iti- 
ttruclor,  nni!  nm  coiitmit  to  piiJrst,  vvSUi  6uct  coloun  m*  my 
own  htutrt  6tmi«b«A,  tbnt  which  Itiu  bouit. 

Fbd  1  known  n  jwjTson  m()r«  highly  emluw^tj  (h!*n  yvnr- 
Hlf  with  uU  ihiu  it  b«coniei9  a  rnini  t<>  )H>wci»,  t  hH'i  toti- 
tibftd  fof  tbii  wofk  ili9  onjKmont  ol'  hU  umne.  One  mofc 
I^tl9,  bQQonriible,  intioocnt,  nuil  brovo;  erne  ot  luotti  ojutttdd 
loltmtlon  Tor  nil  wha  do  ruitl  think  evil,  am)  y<tl  liuuMir 
mom  fh»  ftuin  tvil ;  nn«  who  Un»wv  bitttdr  how  (n  rec«>v)*, 
%ud  how  to  confer  »  beneflt,  diough  ha  roust  ever  eooAw  fiiv 
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mare  thsn  ho  can  recelTe;  one  oftinipkr,  axiil,  b  the  hff^esl 
M!ni«  of  the  word,  of  purer  Ufa  and  miuiniir?,  !  nevier  kneir; 
ind  I  bud  nlreadj  beBo  rartnuAte  in  fnendidiips  vhcm  your 
niime  was  &dded  to  the  Ifst. 

In  that  patient  and  Irreconcilable  eamlty  witlj  donuesXic 
ftod  polilico!  tymnny  nod  Imposture  vrliich  th<j  tenor  of  yoat 
lif«  has  niujthntedt  and  which,  hnd  1  h^lth  and  tnJejits, 
thould  {Ttuatrato  mine,  let  us,  comrortitig  each  otbei-  in  ati]> 
telle,  liYa  and  dio, 

AU  hftpplnosa  attend  yaa  I 

Tour  aiArctioniito  friend, 

Pbkct  B.  Shbixbt. 
BOMK,  Mag  29,  1819. 


PREFACE. 


K  MAjfOgCBrrt  wns  cfitnniutiicaief!  to  me  ilnrjng  iny  tm- 
r«la  In  ltrtl)%  which  win  copietJ  frrtu  tins  arrhivM  of  tbi 
Qenci  Pittnco,  nl  Rotn«,  litid  eotilaina  a  drtiiikd  ii««ottiit  of 
t:b«  horron  which  ended  in  the  «xtinotkiti  of  one  of  ibi 
nobU>»t  and  riclicit  rnrajllcf  of  tlmt  city,  «1tiring  tjie  pontl< 
ficittt!  of  ClLMiietst  VIU  I  iu  the  veiir  l&Ud,  Tlie  stury  i«,  timt 
Sii  old  itiim,  hnv*inR  *i»eiU  hi*  life  m  dtjlmachcr}'  und  wick- 
•dnwa,  eonoflvtd  at  lenRth  nn  impJncuble  hiiirfd  towiird*  Ul» 
ehlldroij;  which  fhowud  itself  lowntds  on«  dnnghter  tinder 
tht  fi»nji  of  an  ineostuous  po^skiinf  nggruvnted  by  every  clr- 
cumfttmiee  of  cruelty  nud  vriojcfice,  'I'hia  dnuKt'itjr,  «ftj»r 
kitg  »iid  Vftifi  (jtiejiipU  to  e*cnpe  fmn  whiit  ehc  cofi!«itIcr*d  • 
p«ir(«nua,l  cootiiminiitjon  both  of  bo<!y  and  mUi*i,  nt  length 
l^iluttad  witb  hcf  inoihcr-ui-Lnw  onJ  brother  to  munlesr  ihBtr 
eoitiuiori  tyriijtt.  'i'lie  youuj;  inuiUcn,  vrho  yrm  argued  to  iJtii 
iTVinenilinift  deed  by  iin  hn^iuloe  which  overpowered  ilK  hor- 
ror, ^i-ria  evidently  «  rnojit  gtiitifl  iLiid  nrriinble  tuning;  n  ct«&- 
lure  formed  in  ndorti  nnil  tto  ndiiaitMl,  luu]  rhu«  violcintlj 
thwirt*d  fifoiti  hrr  n5tiir(<  by  ihe  in'ce<i«hy  of  oirciimiloocei. 
»nd  opiulon,  Ttie  d«ed  was  (jnickly  di*covereid,  nnd  iu  tpH& 
of  tbi6  Oio«l  Rurncft  prnyon  init«Io  to  the  I'op«  by  tiiA  higtiimt 
|>rr»ori«  Ut  Ilotne,  tlio  cirimliiitlii  were  put  to  death.  'Vha  aid 
jnan  imd,  iluriuf;  hb  Uf«,  rvjiuutcdly  bi>iighC  his  pardou  from 
the  Tope  for  citpli»l  Crimea  <»f  the  itnt%l  «imnn<iitft  and  tin- 
•y«nknble  Vhvl^  (tt  tli(«  price  nf  a  hurtdreil  ihotiMittid  erpwiiit 
tlw  dentil  therefore  of  hlit  rlctitna  e»m  *c:nren>Iy  be  ncecmtitod 
Cor  by  the  love  of  justicB.  1  hi  Pope,  among  other  niotltM 
(br  »evcrity,  probably  fett  lliat  whoever  killed  the  OomM 
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Ouci  deprive  J  ]\h  trsiiaury  of  s  certain  and  oopuitw  faiiTve 
Df  WfviMmi!.'  Such  ft  siftry,  if  told  90  M  to  prr*ciit  Iq  tb« 
render  all  tho  feeling  of  th(yi6  who  once  aeti^d  It,  their  hope» 
Aud  Tgon,  tbuir  cotiflJvricfu  aud  niifgivinj^  thoir  Tnrioat 
interttts,  pfliRftioi]?«,  and  opinion*,  nutidg  uptiii  -i)jd  with  t^ch 
othot,  yet  nJl  conspiring  lo  one  tretnenfloiis  end,  worild  h9  Afl 
n  liglit  to  mjike  tippurent  Mime  of  The  taosi  dark  und  »bcr^t 
ciivera*  of  lije  liunHin  hcnrt. 

Or  my  nrrival  nt  Kttme,  I  found  that  ttte  tAttfy  of  the  Cftnet 
wea  «  subject  not  to  be  mentioned  lit  Ifcillitii  socletjr  wlthoi^t 
nwdkeulMg  a  deep  nnd  hreAT|dt.'<;4  iiirere«t;  aad  that  til* 
feelinp  of  the  compniiy  Dfiver  Ikiled  to  Int^Una  to  a  rommitic 
pity  for  tlifl  wrong^f  and  a  pjiflLiJoimtc  axcflput'on  of  tbtt 
horrible  deeil  to  wbi^jh  thfljisrged  lier^  who  )in«  been  mingled 
two  cetjturics  with  the  comitioti  dust.  All  mnk*  of  ||)eo]4« 
knew  ihe  outline*  of  thif  history,  nnd  piirticl)>!ifcd  in  tlue 
nvervljelminff  ijitcre»t  \*hich  ii  ^cenif.  to  htivp  the  initgic  of 
exciting  ill  the  liuniaii  heart.  I  li:ui  a  copy  of  Guide's  pic- 
ture of  Beatrice,  whicli  is  jiroicrvod  in  the  Colonua  I'nlace, 
and  my  servant  instantly  recoj,Miizcd  it  as  the  j;ortniit  ol' La 
Cttui. 

This  national  and  nniver-^al  iiifcre«t  whicli  tl:c  story  pro- 
duces and  has  produced  for  two  ccnturic'^,  and  among  all 
ranlvs  of  people  in  a  great  city,  w  lie  re  the  imagination  is 
kept  for  ever  active  and  awal^e,  fust  .-ngi:e-tcd  to  mo  the 
conception  of  its  fitness  for  a  liramatic  purpose.  In  fact, 
it  i<  a  trai^ody  which  has  already  received,  from  it«  capacity 
of  awakening  and  sustainino;  the  sympathy  of  men,  appro- 
bation and  success.  Nothiii;^  remained,  as  I  imagined,  but 
to  clothe  it  to  the  apprehensions  of  my  c<Hmtrymen  in  such 
languajje  and  action  as  would  bring  it  home  to  their  liearts. 
The  deepest  and  the  subliinest  tragic  compositions,  King 


I 


*  The  Papal  Government  formerly  took  the  most  extra- 
ordinary precautions  again-t  the  publicity  of  facts  wliich 
jffer  so  tragical  a  demonstration  of  its  own  wickedness  and 
weakness;  so  that  the  communication  of  the  MS.  had  )>ecoine, 
»ntil  very  lately,  a  matter  of  some  difficulty. 
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Uiir*  and  the  two  play*  in  which  the  tale  af  CEiUpJs  U  told, 
•Wf«  ttfirle*  «lii<^.h  ntrcndv  vxt»t(n1  iu  tnntJtivm,  0*  maCttn 
9f  paplilar  I'Clkf  mid  (ntcvcii^  b#for»  .Sh(iVis|nmrt  »tm)  So- 
pltoclaa  iMiitlii  ihciii  fjtwiiUur  to  the  li^rupnUiy  of  sill  auisecrtiliii^ 
gttiiPratJnnf  of  iiiiinkii»il, 

[_THi«  it»iry  of  tlia  Cer>cl  f*  tudctid  cnjlnertly  fearful  urnl 
iiitm«s:  iinv  tl»itiff  ltk«  a  tlry  i-xlilbitloni  of  U  00  flio  ttnge 
d]i(  l«i  iT)-ii|)jK)iinljlc.  Thu  pi-ri»oii  who  wauM  treut  ftuch 
n  Buti.|f*ct  ittt|.<t  JTtuiTnttf  l\w  ithin],  nud  dhiiin^Ah  tho  Ai'tUiU 
barror  vf  Ihf  rvcHts,  «o  tliiit  the  jilctmui-c  which  :iri»»i!*  laiin 
th«  poetry  w!iiph  i?xi»«3  in  these  U'liiiK'ntiuvuiii  exiRiring*  utid 
crhaes,  (imy  iiiirlgrtt<i  tho  ^wiln  of  thn  (.'out^mivlftUnri  of  iho 
ItiomI  tlcfumilty  from  wlnth  they  ii^rmiK.  Th<io  iiiu»l  ain? 
be  nnOiitt;,'  mreejuptcd  fo  tnjikc  iho  txhihition  fiilweivkiit  t*> 
whiit  i*  vsitpirly  lf«mic<1  n  rri'Tnl  ptirp^K.  Th«!  hl|:hnhl 
ta»m\  piirtioMi!  ninicH  e.t  iti  tli*  liighu^t  sfM«rirs  of  Llio  dmnm, 
k  th«  tpacliih^  of  the  hutiiAU  licfirt,  throttgli  iU  s/mpnthiaa 
ijid  iiti1t[)i)tlii<>«,  tho  kuowlfifgc  of  itself;  in  proportiuii  to 
Ol*i  p<w»0»aicni  rtf  wrhlch  kiJwwrU'djro  trnty  hnniUtir  boiti{!;  U 
wUa,  .i"^lf  5hir/)n!(  tnlurmitf  hiiiJ  kiml.  If  tlopim*  run  rlo 
morr,  it  b  wvih  Imt  d  diumn  i»  no  tU  |ilao«  for  tlio  oufoftM 
mpdt  oif  tliem.  riirloublwlly  no  pfron  can  l«  <tiily  di*- 
bonqiiird  l»y  tin?  nor  of  iinotiicr:  ii,ii4  tlio  fit  rntiirn  to  inuke 
td  the  mtrti  rnoTtnoiii  iigitrici  i*  kiirlncfls  and  forhoiifniiua, 
vml  K  rckolutioo  to  couvQtt  tho  n  tiU  dark  pA>- 

Atotu  by  jicnea  iitul  love.     I{cv>  1  lion,  rttaneracnt, 

ai«  f«7Qlcloos  miatnke*.  If  thmUicM  huU  thought  hi  thk 
BUKOatg^  the  would  bAve  been  Hl»r!i-  imd  hr.ticr;  but  ilio 
ircniUl  never  Jikive  hevii  m  lrit{;ic  chiiracLer:  tliu  f«w  \ihum 
•Dtiib  lA  exiiibltlcii)  wimlil  intve  iritcra^tOi(,  rouLt  nuvfir  liare 
bcon  tutni-'icMtly  iiitfinystm!  ftir  h  <tniiTinttc  pnq'<o<;<<,  frnm  lh« 
WBiilfif  fl tiding  «y in jjntliy  in  thuir  icit(fn?«t  iiniong  tho  mtM 
who  iiurruuitti  tlietit.  It  [■  in  tlm  rc»tlou  and  mintomtiicig 
snvuiftry  wiltt  v>hi<-'h  tncn  Ecck  thft  jitttiflcMTiun  qf  Uciitricei 
f«t  foo]  ttint  fthc  hat  dojin  wbiir  '         .1;  It  la  Iu 

4m  scipcntilloa*  borror  wUh  v  liitc  tUlkt 

htr  wponp  iiiid.  thtir  rtvougo,  tinu  mc  ummuLic  dmtuctw 
of  ytbat  slio  did  niiid  Auflurc4  coiuiat*. 
[  h«\'«  tiuduuvvurvd  M  nwr]j  ■•  f^McIblt  to  roprtiani  tlv 
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elianjf  («r»  M  they  probably  were,  «n<i  Iibtc  soaght  to  ivoldl 

lti«  crrur  of  mnking  Ihem  ocfwnttMl  by  my  f>wT«  i -■  • — i 

of  righr  or  wmng,— rnl'ii  or  trtic;  tbu*  undor  n  tf 

'!  ij  of  my  own  mTinJ.    Tliey  sire  i  op  relented  «s 

1   .  :.         ,  ,.;ij  ns  Cuthollr*  cfo<-i.i*'  Hn   .--l  with  n-liitjifm.     To 
n  Krote^tiutt  appnTlicit»(oii,  th*  .  .j   eomutijhtg  nn- 

itntur.ll  id  tho  rftm»*t  aod  jh-^,  :nent  <if    li 

tion<  l>rlwet>tii  G  wl  ntnl  mnn  wlifcli  permrJo  t>u 
Ibe  Ccnol     II  will  <*|>ecinlly  bo  *tnrtlod  nt  thir  <  -j^ 

of  nn    mdotiljting  pfrr^itnatnti  of  tho  tmtb  of  tho  popul 
relljB^toii,  with  o  oool  und  tlclomiined  porsoTcmnce  in  oo 
mou«  );iUlf.     But  religion  in  Italy  t«  not,  lu  in  lV<tnslimt 
pountrre*,  n  donk  to  bo  worn  on  imrtfcutar  days;  or  «  !«■*- 
pcifl  whlcb  tliLise  who  do  not  wi*b  to  ba  ruiInU  at  csirry  wttb 
Ihetii  to  exhibit  ^  or  si  gloomy  p!u.sion  for  fKjtictrattiig  the  itit*- 
penetnible  mysf«!rle9orourb«!Hg,  wWcli  ttirnfii^  ita  t»c»s««soir 
iLt  The  tUiiknt^s*  of  fbu  nityss  to  the  brink  of  wlticb  it  tima 
conduoUnl  him,     Kfliginti  cocxi*^*,  lu  it  wene,  in  the  tnioil 
of  im  Itidinn  Cntbnlic  wilii  n  fuitb  in  thnt  of  which  nil  men 
tmvfl  the  most  certain  knowledp;?.    It  is  Interwoven  with  tliaJ 
wliolo  fhbrio  of  life.    It  i»  nrlorjition,  fhitli,  «inbiiii«Blun,  p«iii-l 
teiJL-fl,  blind  adujimtion ;  iiot  n  rolo  for  icoml  cottdiiet.    It 
hn»  no  ncocfciftry  corvijoctiou  wifli  any  oat  vifiBe,    Tlte  mcwt 
BtroeJottfl  villnln  may  be  rigwliy  devimt,  and^  without  »ny  < 
tliock  lo  estiildii^hi^d  fiiitb,  roufeeiii  himself  to  be  «<i.     RellstoiftJ 
perTMiles  iu(et)»>iy  the  wluile  (Vitmts  of  society,  ntut  h^  iuoeon^I 
tug  lo  the  temper  of  ihts  iTiiiul  wtiicb  it  inlinbirf,  n  pas»iQii«  %\ 
WsrsMitBion,  ttti  «xcfi»e.  n  refuge;  rwrer  n  check.    Cetirl  hiro- 
b«lf  built  n  cbn]j«i  in  the  court  of  Uh  phlac«,  and  d<!dic9.i«<) 
it  to  BU  Tliomni  ilie  Apostle,  nnd  cstablUhed  n3Aw«»  Tor 
the  t>encft  of  hit  soul,    Tims  in  tho  first  scene  of  tJxe  fourtlj 
act,   LniticUti'ft  tlwtpti  Iji   cxfiovitjg   heraclf  to  Ihn  con**- 
qufntM  of  ^u  uxpc^tulntiun  willt  tJ«tK:t  »{ter  Imvinj;  :vilml- 
alatcrwi  tlio  oi>inte,  wim  t«  iiidM€0  lihu  by  n.  felgne*)  Nip  t^ 
confess  him*otf  itpforo  dciifhj  tliii  being  estocvmnvi  by  Ofitbo- 
U->  A»  «<*cntiiii  to  fuivrtttot);  njid  nhe  only  rvlinqukboi  her 
|tiir]i(i<n  vbfn  *ht  perceives  ihwt  lier  perKsvemaoo  wotlMl 
tiptwo  Uantrico  to  m<iw  oatmgtti 
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1  hiive  riToid<>d,  widj  grwt  egre,  in  wfiHr,^  thU  jiJiijv  th« 
^trciduction  of  whnt  fi  commonly  cnllpcl  lyero  poecrji  and 
[  imngicio  then  will  f^carcelv  b«  found  w  dctnchcd  tiimiio  ot 
ft  liiigjt  ifeolat**!  (lo»erlpi?lou,  iiii!e»»  licotrivvV  Ucfyrlption  ot 
ihti  chfiAm  appointed  for  licr  ftvihor's  manlor  »houi«3  b* 
jiiflj^wd  tft  ti<»  of  tltiit  (iiviiire,* 

Til  A  draniKtic  i.MjR]|KJ!>ttlon  the  Unapjry  ant]  the  ptusitti) 
tliottlt]  tititir()cii«tmFe  tma  Aiiolher,  ttie  fanner  bfttiig  ro9erv«d 
elmply  fur  the  ftill  rlevBloputent  nti^t  llluiitnitioit  of  tho  Ut- 
ter. Iijinptmlir«n  Is  re*  thp  imnwrtitl  Ood  wlikh  »hoitttl 
iinKUme  flcsb  for  l)ja  n'tlprnpfiou  <)f  morlat  jinAttion,  It  U 
thy*  Umt  tlio  most  reinufc  ndtl  tlie  rowt  fumiiinr  iitingeiy 
miiy  nltk«  be  fit  for  ilrniimfic  piirjioiics  whco  croploycJ  in 
tko  flluijtmtion  of  strtrnf  fnding,  which  rulses  Tchm  is  low^ 
find  leveb  tn  tbe  upprehonsioii  tlint  wlncJi  U  lofiy^  crtaling 
or«r  all  the  ahii*iow  oi'  its  own  grvatnc«>,  tn  other  respcetA 
I  Lrivc  written  tttitm  carel6»iil/:  that  is,  wltjiiottt  ntj  orcr- 
fiutkfJiouA  HTid  learned  cholcti  of  «rord«.  tti  thii  r^ipcct,  I 
pjitircly  tigrco  with  thotp  ronfluni  crities  who  nftsei%  ihnt 
In  onkr  to  vnove  mon  to  true  sympathy,  we  iini«l  ut^e  tl>e 
fiHiirllar  Iftjngiiftgc  of  m(»ti  ami  thut  our  grout  ain.tvst'.vr*,  tlie 
»n«li*t*l  Eni^ltsh  poeta,  lire  tlie  writiir!i,  a  ina4y  of  whom 
might  incite  us  to  do  th*t  for  otir  owti  ago  nhich  Ili«y 
bav«  done  fnr  thAlrs.  Hut  it  must  ba  the  n:)itt  th»guMg«  of 
toen  Iti  i^nuntl,  Htid  not  thnt  of  any  pnrtlculnr  otiui,  to 
whofo  society*  thf!  \fTilor  hujtf>ciiii  to  belong.  So  mnrh  ft>f 
what  1  have  nttcmptP'I:  I  a»»ci|  not  he  jusured  that  tticeeai 
H  a  very  dtffcreut  mutter;  [mrtJculMrly  fur  on«  whoso  sttcn- 
iiou  hiu  but  newly  be«ti  iiwuktnod  to  th«  study  of  tlmnratJo 
lltemtujno, 

I  cjideavouted,  whilst  at  Roni«,  to  obter*r«  imcb  iiwum- 
iu«nt«  of  thin  &tQ'ry  u  might  bd  acSfiMibta  to  a  iinittg«r. 
The  portrait  of  Beatrice,  tl  the  Colonaa  Palauue    ia  moit 


*  An  id«4)  In  thii  i|)««eh  w&s  tn  ghosted  by  a  racait  lahlim* 
ptiMp  in  *•  El  Purgiitorio  de  Sua  Patricio,"  of  Culderonj 
tba  only  pijigisrism  which  I  bnve  iDtentiouftUy  commiued  in 
*lii  whole  pifloi. 
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ulroiPible  »»  o.  work  (*f  ort:  it  wm  tiJtm  by  (Nldo  dnrixq( 
her  ccmtlDeniertt  ia  prboi)'  But  it  h  matt  ttit«l«BtJitg  mA  • 
just  reprc^euuiba  of  Gtvs  of  tlit  lordiMC  »p«einicn»  of  tb* 
^■Qrknuuialijp  of  Nature.    There  i«  a  fi.XMl  aiiil  ptde  coznjitj- 

iiire  upon  tbe  fenturafti  thv  Ee«rttB  khiI  itnd  ^trtoken  di(.»wii 
in  spirit,  yet  the  despair  tlsus  <fjtprc«Md  ii  ltgb(cn«d  by  tbm 
p«ticnc«  of  geiitlenes*.  Her  ])ead  u  botind  with  ToitU  of 
Tbit«  dmpery,  from  wliich  tbe  y^Iuw  »triiig4  of  b«r  ^d«vi 
hajr  ewjtipfi,  wid  fal)  about  her  peck.  The  moullinif  of  hmt 
fkoa  it  exquisitely  Jelicfttc;  tbe  tye^tovrt  lav  difCloct  ami 
arobed;  the  lips  hnve  tbat  perm n do i it  meaniDf  of  toMgl* 
uttion  and  (enaibility  >vbicb  ^uft^rijig  has  not  ro|*iiuUiiJ, 
Hud  wlijch  it  B«:em3  as  if  demb  ncnrccl}'  cvii]<l  «!xUjigul*li. 
Ber  rorehe&d  ii  krg«  imd  ckitrt  b«r  eytw,  which  w«  af* 
told  were  remarkable  r:'r  tlieir  vivnclty.  r^rc  -vnllrn  i^itli 
veepiug  nnd  lustreless,  but  beautifully  tender  and  serene. 
In  the  whole  mien  there  is  a  simplicity  and  dignity,  which, 
united  with  hor  exquisite  loveliness^  and  dcp  eorr^iw,  are 
inexpressibly  pathetic.  Beatrice  Ct'i;ci  appeai-s  to  have  been 
one  of  those  rare  pei-sotis  in  whom  cucrgy  and  gontlenes^ 
dwell  together  without  destroying  <  no  ;ini,itiicr:  her  nature 
was  simple  and  profound.  The  crimes  and  miseries  in  wliich 
she  was  an  actor  and  a  siiflerer,  are  as  the  ma.*k  and  the 
mantle,  in  which  circumstances  clothed  her  for  her  imper- 
sonation on  the  scene  of  the  world. 

The  Cenci  Palace  is  of  great  extent;  and,  though  in 
part  modernized,  there  yet  remains  »  vast  and  gloomy  pile 
of  feudal  architecture  in  tlie  same  state  as  during  the  dreati- 
ful  scenes  which  -.ire  the  subject  of  this  tragedy.  The 
palace  is  situated  in  an  obscure  corner  of  Ki>nie,  near  the 
quarter  of  the  Jews,  and  from  the  upper  windows  you  see 
the  immense  ruins  of  Mount  Palatine  half  hidden  under 
their  profuse  overgrowth  of  trees.  There  is  a  court  in  one 
part  of  the  palace,  (perhaps  tliat  in  which  Cenci  built  the 
chapel  to  St.  Thomu>i,')  supported  by  granite  columns  and 
adorned  with  antique  friezes  of  tine  workmanship,  and  built 
ap,  according  to  the  ancient  Italian  fashion,  witli  balcony 
over  balcony  of  open  work.  One  of  the  gates  of  the  palace, 
formed  of  ioimense  stones,  and  leading  through  a  passage 


TItE  CENCL 


ACT  I. 


EiOtf  Covnt  Chjtct  aiitt  CAMmmL  Cajuli^o, 

IJAMII.LO. 

That  mailer  i>f  tliu  murtJur  h  tiushed  up 

If  you  con^etrt  to  yicKi  iii*  IJoiineas 

Your  tt<'f  tUnt  lies  Iwyoiui  tlie  Piiician  giUe. 

It  uectlecl  ull  ray  inlttrest  in  the  cc»ncilave 

To  leml  hitn  to  tlii^  |*«jli<t :  lie  aaiU  lltnt  you 

BougUt  periiuu:^  iiufiiKnty  %vhh  yourgukl  ; 

Thalcrimt'i  Ukt*yours  if  onet'  tn  Iwuo  compounded 

Enriclied  (hu  Churdi*  nnd  respiU'd  lK*m  liell 

An  emng  boul  wliicli  iniglii  repuH  aud  llv^t 

Bui  tlial  the  gloj'y  nrnl  llje  itileir»jt 

Of  the  Kigh  lUrouv  iw  lilh,  little  coQ^iSt 

With  tnukieig  ii  a  duiJ/  mart  of  guUt 

So  mttnitbhJ  uiid  hitieous  ua  the  duedii 

Which  you  sciirce  liide  fj*om  nien'i  rtavoUeil  eyes. 


Tbe  tlard  of  my  [>oase^^ioll^ — let  it  go  I 
A.y«  I  onuti  Uctudl  llie  iit^pliew  of  tliy  l'ai>6 
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Had  sent  hi-:  nrcliitect  to  view  the  ground. 
Meaning  lo  build  ft  villa  on  my  vincj* 
The  next  time  I  com|K>undeil  with  hU  ttncl« 
I  little  titouglit  ht;  i^liQuld  outwit  me  so! 
llenccrurtli  no  witnc^s^ — uot  tko  liimjj^ — ^htdl  aee 
That  which  the  A'ltssal  thrcat<.-tied  to  divulge^ 
Who^  thmal  U  choked  with  du.^t  for  hh  rewiinl 
The  dtft'd  he  ^aw  cmild  not  have  niti'd  (>ight*r 
Thau  his  mo<  worthies*  life  :^— it  angers  inc  1 
Resi^ittd  JVum  Hull  !— So  mny  the  Dt*vil 
RespUt*  ttwiv  5onlsfrom  nruven.    No  doubt  Pope 

Clement, 
And  his  most  charitable  nepliews,  pray 
TLa:  tlie  Ai»os:le  P«'(cr  and  ilie  saints 
Will  grant  tbr  their  >ake  tliat  I  long  enjoy 
Strength,  wealtli.  and  pride,  :ind   lii>t,  and   length 

ol"  days 
Wherein  to  act  the  deeils  which  aie  the  stcwaixi^ 
Of  their  reveraie. — IJut  njucli  yet  i-eniains 
To  which  thev   ;ht)w  no  title. 


CAMILLO. 

( )li,  Count  Cenci  ! 
So  much  that  thou  mightst    honoialdv  live. 
And  reconcile  thy-^clt"  with  thine  own  heart 
And  with  thy  God.  and  with  tlie  oti'eiidcd  world. 
How  hideously  look  deed>  ot"  lust  and  hlood 
Through  those  snow-white  and  venerable  hairs! 
Your  children  should  be  sitting  round  yon  now, 
But  that  yon  tear  to  read  upon  their  looks 


lun   CEKCL 


The  fllmniij  and  uii>iiry  }'Oii  hrtve  written  lli«.<i*e- 
Wliero   k   your  wif«?    Where   h  your  gentle 
Jiiuglrt«r?  [«Ue 

Met  bin  ks  bt.'r  nvveei  lookd,  which  make  all  rhingd. 
Beaiilt'uui^  and  glml*  ini>^ht  kill  tJieflfiHl  witltin  yo\i. 
WUy  U  she  barriyci  from  all  society 
Out  liec  own  atrttiii,'o  and  nneomphiinUig  wrong*? 
Tulk  whh  me,  Otunt,  yua  know  I  mean  you  welL 
I  sIchkJ  besidt'  your  dark  iiud  fiery  yotith, 
Watiihing  its  bold  and  bad  career,  a^  men 
Wntdi  lui'fcoi's  but  it  vanished  not  i   I  mnrked 
Your  dusperntc  mid  remorseless  manticxid  ;  now 
Do  I  btiMd  yoU|  in  diaboncitimd  age, 
Clijvrgeil  witti  a  tliousand  (inre(»enicil  crimcA, 
Yet  I  have  ever  hoped  you  wonid  amend, 
A.ud  in  tbat  bope  have  «avc;dyour  life  three  timet* 

CRSOI. 

For  which  Aldobrandino  owes  yoti  now 
My  lief  huyund  Ihe  Piisoiau— Cardinal, 
One  thing.  I  pray  yttu,  recolltit'l  hentrdorth, 
And  iiu  we  sh>dl  con  verse  with  Ic^a  n»*iniinr. 
A  man  yon  knew  spoke;  of  my  wife  unddungbter: 
I  la  WHS  Hecugjarot-d  to  ftt'fiuenl  my  house  ; 
So  the  iifxt  duy  AiV  wifti  und  dm*gbter  camti 
And  a>ked  if  I  had  seuri  httu  ;  atid  I  simikd; 
I  think  tbey  UttV^r  fiuw  btin  any  inortv 


Tboa  rx«&nil>le  taan,  beware  I 
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TOK   COO. 


i  I  li^t, 

I]  force  or  guile, 

bve  half  refurrn^  mai 
ktn^p  jou  silent 


Of  thee? 
Nay,thi^  h  idle: — we  slimilrl  koow  each  other. 

As  to  my  clmnicter  for  w^"*;  men  call  crime,^ 

Seeing  I  [iluu^  my  &tmt 
A.nd  vindicate  ih^it  Hg^lit  i 
It  is  a  public  mutiuff  am 
If  I  di*cu!?ij  ii  wiih  you, 
Alike  to  you  ami  niy  own 
For  you  give  out  that  you 
rherefure  stmng  vanity  sv 
Cf  fear  should  not;  iHtth  will,  I  do  not  doubt- 
All  men  dcliglit  in  sensual  luxury, 
Arl  men  enjoy  revenge,  and   most  exult 
Over  tlic  tortures  they  ean  never  feel ; 
Fia.tering  their  secret  pence  with  otliers'  pain. 
But  I  delight  in  nothing  else.      1  love 
Tht;  sight  of  a2ony,  and  the  sense  of  joy, 
Wlien  this  shall  be  another's  and  that  mine; 
And  1  have  no  renior.-ir,  and  little  fear, 
Which  arc,  1  think,  the  checks  of  other  mea. 
Tills  mood  has  grown  upon  nie,  until  now 
Any  de.-igii  my  captious  fancy  makes 
The  picture  of  its  wi>h,  (and  it  forms  none 
But  such  ai  nun  like  you  would  start  to  know,^ 
Is  as  my  natural  food  and  rest  debarred 
Until  il  be  accomplished. 


CAMILLO. 

Art  thou  not 


Most  miserable  ? 


T&£  CEKGL 
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Why  miserable  ? — 
No.     I  ma  wlmi  youv  ilicologiuns  call 
HaitJeiied ;  whicii  tliej  iinifit  be  in  impadeiK^ 
So  to  revile  a  man's  peculiar  taste. 
True,  I  wa^  liavtpier  than  I  am,  wliUe  jet 
Mjmbood  remaineJ  to  mi  tlic  lliuig  I  llioughl — 
While  lu^t  wa&  sweeter  ihuii  revenge;  aiid  now 
[nvention  pjdU;  Ay^  wa  must  all  grow  old  : 
But  that  iiwra  yd  rcmams  a.  deed  to  act 
Wliose  hoxTor  miglii  make  sharp  an  appetite: 
Duller  than  mine- — ^l  'U  do,— I  know  not  wlmt 
When  I  was  )'uung  I  thought  of  nothing  else 
But  pleasure  j  and  1  ti?d  on  Ijoney — sweets, 
MeOf  hy  St.  Thomus  1  cannot  live  liku  hvniSf 
And  I  grew  tired :  yet,  till  1  killed  a  Ibe,  [gruiuis, 
And  heard   Uh  groans,  and   heard  his   ehildreu^i* 
Knew  I  not  what  deSight  wns  tjlse  on  earth, — 
WbicU  now  delights  nm  IJtUo.     I  the  i-atlitir 
Look  on  such  pangs  aa  tenior  ill  cunctalfl  ; 
The  dry^  fixed  cj'e-ball  j  the  pale,  quivering  lip; 
Which  tell  me  that  the  spirit  weeps  wiihin 
Tear*  bitterer  than  tlie  Uowlr  sweat  of"  Christ, 
I  rarely  kill  the  body,  which  preserves. 
Like  a  sUxjiig  prison,  tl»e  j^oal  witliin  my  power, 
Wherein  1  feed  it  with  the  breath  of  feur 
For  hourly  pain, 

CAHILLO. 

Heira  ino9t  abandoned  fiend 
Did  aeveTt  in  the  dininkenneg^  of  guilt. 


1S8  THS   CKHCt. 

Speak  to  his  Loart  as  now  joii  speak  to  me  t 
I  lliank  m/  God  that  I  believe  jou  doL 


Hj  Lonlf  a  geuttemaji  from  Salamaiica 
WouM  speak  with  you. 

CBKOt. 

Bid  biro  attend  me  in  the  grand  saloon. 

[Exit  Ain>aKA 

OAMIIXO. 

Farewell ;  and  I  will  pray 

Almighty  God  that  thy  false,  impious  words 

Tempt  not  his  spirit  to  abandon  thee. 

[Exit  Camilix) 

CENCI. 

The  third  of  ray  possessions  !  I  must  use 
Close  husbandry,  or  gold,  the  old  man's  sword, 
Falls  from  my  withered  hand.      Hut  yesterday 
There  came  an  order  from  the  Pope  to  make 
Fourfold  provision  for  my  cursed  sons  ; 
Whom  I  have  sent  from  Kome  to  Salamanca, 
Hoping  some  accident  might  cut  them  off, 
And  meaning,  if  I  could,  to  staive  them  there. 
I  pray  tliee,  God,  send  some  quick  death  upou 

them  ! 
Bernardo  and  my  wife  could  not  be  worse 
If  dead  and  damned  : — then,  as  to  Beatrice — 


im 


Sincgf  ou  an  April  midnight,  unddrooatb 
The  moonlight  ruin^^  of  Mount  PalalJiie^ 
X  dill  cunfesa  to  you  my  secret  mind. 

OR«nio. 
^Tou  ^nld  you  laved  me  then. 

*  BBATBICB- 

Toti  are  a  prievt : 
Speak  to  me  not  of  love. 

oa^ryo. 

I  may  obtain 

The  dispensation  o(  the  Pope  to  marry. 
Because  I  am  a  priest,  do  you  believe 
Your  image,  as  the  hunter  some  struck  deer. 
Follows  rac  not  whether  I  wake  or  sleep  ? 


DEATRICE. 

As  I  have  said,  speak  to  me  not  of  love  ; 

Had  you  a  dispensation,  I  have  not ; 

Nor  will  I  leave  tiiis  home  of"  misery 

Whilst  my  poor  Bernard,  and  that  {gentle  lady 

To  whom  I  owe  life,  and  tliese  viiluous  thoughts. 

Must  suffer  what  I  still  have  sti-ength  to  share. 

Alas,  Orsino  !  All  the  love  that  once 

I  felt  for  you,  is  turned  to  hitter  j)ain. 

Ours  was  a  youthful  contract,  which  you  first 

Broke,  by  assuming  vows  no  Pope  will  loose. 

And  thus  I  love  you  still,  but  holily, 


THK   CENCI. 


ICA 


Even  »s  a  aJster  or  u  spirit  niight ; 

And  so  1  swe»ir  &  eold  fi«rleli  i y. 

And  it  h  wiM  pcrluip!*  we  si  wit  I  no(  nftarry. 

You  have  a  sly,  eqjjivoeuting  vein 

That  siiirs  rae  not.— Afi,  wrett'hijrl  that  I  am  t 

"Wliere  *Itull  I  lurn?     Even  now  you  bok  on  me 

As  you  vvere  not  my  fri<*ntl,  »nd  tis  if  you 

ni&t^overerl  thfit  I  tLoui,'Iit  so,  with  ftilstf  smil«?a 

Mnkin^  my  U'wo  sttspk-iou  st-ein  your  wfiHij;:. 

Ah  I  Noi  forgive  me  i  Borrow  makes  me  seem 

SterniT  tlinn  vhe  my  na«ui'e  miglit  havt?  hern; 

1  have  n  weijjht  oi'  mt'luncholy  though fs 

And  they  tbrebode,^ — ^but  what  caG  ibey  Tore- 

bodc 
Worse  rlian  I  now  endure? 

OhaiMO. 

Alt  win  be  welU 
Is  the  petilion  yri  pr*'pfir(?d  ?     You  know 
My  zt'iil  for  lilt  you  v^-ish,  sweet  Ikatriee  j 
Doubt  not  but  I  will  iHO  raj  otraost  skill 
Ro  thnt  the  Pope  attend  to  your  complamU 


nNATnicK 
You  I-  sjoal  for  nil  l  wish? — Ah  tnc,  you  are  cold  T 
Your  ulino.ll  skill  ?^ — sprnk  hnt  ooti  woitl — 

(Asi'd^.)     Alas! 
Weak  and  deserted  L-ri'atui'c  that  I  uin. 
Here  I  stand  bickering  witb  my  only  friend  I 
T&L.  U.  11 
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CEXdi 


(To  Onts^f 
I  in  J  fatlier  gifei  a  wmptoiMW  fewi^ 

i ',        .  ...  liafi  be»n3  soaa  i>a|^jr  new* 
Fmm  Salamaoco,  frova  m^  iimdicrs  them, 
Aad  wtUi  ilttt  otttwani  §bov  of  love  lie  ouidc* 
Ilk  imrard  Iwle.    Tis  bold  li/pocfvir, 
For  he  wouM  glmUier  vvl^brate  iJitdir  dcallis, 
Wbjch  I  have  lit'iirOl  liim  pnij  for  on  htts  knees 
Gr^at  Gtxl !  ibut  such  a  Hiitier  j^liuuU  be  mmel^ 
Hut  ibert'  h  ouglily  {jreparution  max]«» 
Aud  all  our  kin.  the  CcDci*  wUl  be  tbore, 
Ait<J  all  the  chk-f  nobiJUj  of  Bome. 
A(i4  be  lia<i  bidden  me  «nd  lu/  {tale  mother 
Attire  om*aclves  inf  festival  sirraj. 
Poor  bid  J  !  she  expccta  «o<n»  Ii^ppy  cbange 
In  his  dark  spirit  from  thh  net  ;  I  jjanc 
At  Mt]»|ici'  I  will  give  )'0U  tbc  (ledtion : 
Till  when — furewell. 


Qft4IXO. 

Farcttell.        \  Etit  nB.ATatvm 
I  know  I  he  Pope 
Will  ne'er  absolve  me  fmm  my  {iricstly  vow 
But  by  absohirifl;  uit  fi'oin  the  revenue 
Of  nmny  a  wt^althy  see  ;  and,  Bentriee, 
I  (hink  to  win  tlicc  at  an  easier  rate. 
Nor  ahull  he  rejul  iujF  vloqueiit  juiitioa  : 
lie  might  bestow  her  on  aoihc  [lOur  rctatioo 
Of  hU  8i.\tb  cou^ij),  m  he  did  her  sister^ 
And  I  should  be  debarred  iVprn  it,ll  acceiss. 


THE  CEKCI. 


Tlien  as  to  what  »h€  Buffers  from  lier  fatlier, 
In  all  this  there  U  much  exaggemtbti : 
Old  mtfii  art*  tealy,  and  h111  have  iheir  way ; 
A  man  may  Htah  liia  eneinvt  or  hi^  va^'hul, 
An  J  live  a  free  life  as  to  wfne  or  wonion, 
And  wirli  a  pvcviwh  temper  may  retitrn 
To  a  dull  bom*',  Rnd  raif;  hw  wife  and  childraaf 
Dfiu^hters  attd  wives  cull  lliiji  foul  tyranny. 
I  shall  he  WL'll  r*mrcnt,  if  on  my  conscience 
There  rest  no  hitavier  sin  than  what  lliey  auffor 
From  the  dw vice's  of  my  love— a  net 
From  whu^h  she  slinll  esnipo  not.     Yet  I  futir 
Her  subtle  mind,  her  awe-inspiring  gaze, 
Whose  beams  !inat<nni*e  me,  nervp  hy  nurvf. 
And  liiy  mv  bare,  and  make  niH  hlusb  to  ««« 
My  hidden  thonghls.— Ah,  no!  a  fi-ietidle^s  girl 
Who  ehng*  lo  me,  us  (o  Ikt  only  hope  : — 
I  were  a  fool,  not  less  than  if  a  paniher 
W*Te  panic-strioken  by  the  antidope^t^  eye, 
If  she  escape  me,  (-S** 


A  Bmqmt,    Enter  CfiNCl.  Lccrkti*,  BeathiCM, 

OttSXItO,  CaMILIX),  NOBLfeS. 


Welcome,  my  friends  and  kinismen  ;  weleowa  ye, 


Hi 


THE    CEKCt. 


Prinee--;  and  Cimlimils,  PiUnna  of  the  otiuri^. 

Whose  presence  hoiionr-j  our  Teatinty. 

I  have  too  long  lived  like  nn  nnchorito. 

And,  in  my  Absence  from  3    11  r  inerrjr  meettogSf 

An  evU  word  is  gone  abroa    of  me ; 

But  I  do  hope  th it  youj  mj  nublr  friends 

Wlien  you  Imre  shared  the  enlertainmcnt  here. 

And  heard  the  pious  cnuse  for  wbleti  'tU  given. 

And  we  have  pledged  a  health  of  tvra  tpg«tli«r. 

Will  think  me  Re^h  and  bluod  n^  well  as  jou  i 

Sinful  indeed,  for  Adam  made  nil  eOf 

But  tender-hearted,  meek  and  pitifuL 


FIRST  GUEST. 

In  truth,  my  lord,  you  seem  too  lii^ht  of  heart. 
Too  spriirhtly  and  companionable  a  man, 
To  act  the  deeds  that  rumour  pins  on  you. 

[  To  his  companiom 
T  never  saw  such  blithe  and  open  cheer 
In  any  eye  ! 

SECOND  GUEST. 

Some  most  desired  event, 
In  which  we  all  demand  a  common  joy, 
lias  brought  us  hither  ;  let  us  hear  it.  Count, 


CKNCI. 

It  is  indeed  a  most  desired  event. 

If,  when  a  parent,  from  a  pan^nt's  heart, 

Lifts  from  this  earth  to  the  great  Father  of  all 


TOE  OEHCL 
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^  prayer,  boili  wheri  be  lays  him  <Iowu  to  sleep. 
And  when  be  rises  up  from  dreaming  it ; 
One  supplication,  one  dosin*,  otw  hope, 
Tliat  he  would  grant  a  wish  for  his  two  soD% 
Kven  fill  that  he  demtinds  in  ihetr  re|;ar4l<^ 
And  suddenly^  beyond  hh  dearest  hope, 
It  ia  accompli: •hud,  hu  should  tht^n  rejoice, 
Aud  call  his  I'nends  and  kinsmen  to  a  feast, 
And  task  tli'/ir  love  lo  grace  his  murriraent, — 
Then  hoDour  ate  thus  fttf — ^for  I  am  he. 

SKATftlQK  (h  LuGRBTtAJ 

Great  God !  How  horrihle !  some  dreadful  ill 
Must  have  befallen  ray  brotliera. 


LOCBETIA^ 


He  aftflftka  too  frankly. 


Fear  not,  child. 


neAfittcE. 

All  1  My  blotid  runs  cold* 
I  ftiar  ibEit  wicked  hiugiiter  round  his  t^ye, 
Which  wrinkltts  up  the  §kin  evtn  to  tiie  hair. 


ciEircr. 
Here  are  the  letters  brought  from  Salamani^  j 
Bealrjce,  read  them  to  your  loothcr.     Gml, 
I  thank  tliee  t  In  one  nii,dit  didiit  thou  pt'dbrm. 
By  ways  inscrutable,  the  thing  I  sought. 
My  disobedient  and  reheilious  sona 


Hf!  THE   CKNCI. 

Arn  dead ! — Why  dead  '—What  means  tfaw  cbaiigQ 

of  eheer? 
Too  hear  me  not,  I  tell  yoM  they  are  dead ; 
And  they  will  need  no  food  or  raiment  more  : 
The  tapers  that  did  light  them  the  dark  way 
Are  their  last  eosL     The  Popei  I  ihhik,  will  not 
Expect  I  should  niaintiiin  them  in  their  coflSus. 
Eejoioe  wiiU  me^my  heart  h  wondrous  glad. 

Bk4TBICB.     (Lvckktia  sinhi,  hatf^intinff;  BkatHCB 

It  is  not  true  I — Dear  lady,  pray  look  up. 
Had  it  been  true,  there  is  a  God  in  Heaven, 

He  would  not  live  to  boast  of  such  a  boon. 
Unnatural   niau,thou  knowst  that  it  is  false. 

CENCI. 

Ay,  as  the  word  of  Gotl ;  whom  here  I  call 
To  witness  that  I  speak  the  sober  truth  ; 
And  whose  most  favouring  providence  was  shown 
Even  in  the  manner  of  their  deaths.    For  Rocco 
Was  kneeling  at  the  mass,  with  sixteen  others. 
When  the  Church  fell  and  crushed  him  to  a 

mummy ; 
The  rest  escaped  unhurt.     Cristofano 
Was  stabbed  in  error  by  a  jealous  man, 
Whiht  she  lie  loved  was  sleeping  with  his  rival. 
All  in  the  self-same  hour  of  the  same  night ; 
Which  shows  that  Heaven  has  special  care  of  me, 
I  beg  those  friends  who  love  me,  that  they  mark 


TilK    C&HGI.  Kt7 

The  flay  a  ftio&i  upon  tlieir  caletidui's. 
It  waa  the  twenty-sevonth  of  Dt.*combepi 
Ay,  read  thr  k-ttors  if  you  donht  my  oath. 

[3 'hi  uiteiuL^if  ajijmart  oou/ii$eti;  teixrai  0/  tfut  gaeMt  rim 
FiaST  GUBST. 

Oh,  hornble  I  I  will  depai'U 

And  L 

Till  lit*  iiirKST. 

No,  stay ! 

'  da  believe  it  is  aotne  jest ;  though  faith, 
*T\i  mocking  us  same  what  too  solenioly. 
I  iliink  his  t»on  Uus  murried  tht;  Infaaia, 
Or  found  a  nimc  of  gold  iu  El  Dorado : 
Tia  but  to  season  some  such  news ;  *t«y,  stay  1 
I  see  'tis  only  raillery  by  his  smlltu 

C£XCi  f/Wny  (t  bmet  0/  wint,  and  Ufiijt^  it  vp,j 
O   thou  bright  winct  whose  purple  splendour 

leaps 
And  bubbles  gi^'b'  "*  ^'^^^  golden  bowl 

Under  the  himp-Uyihl,  as  my  spirits  do, 
To  hear  the  dcjith  of  my  iiccurst-d  Siiiifl  I 
CSould  I  believe  thou  wert  tUvir  miaglud  hbod. 
Then  would  I  tti^te  thee  like  a  •acrtiineut, 
And  pli'dge  with  llieo  the  uitghty  DevU  in  lleU  i 
Who.  if  a  lather'tf  cur^ea,  as  men  say, 


16^  mm  csirct* 

Climb    with   swift  wings  «Aer  ihmr  children'R 

soulsi, 
A«d  drag  Uuim  from  the  Tery  throoe  of  Heaven, 
Now  triumphs  In  my  triumph  ! — But  thou  art 
Superfluoui  j  1  have  drunken  deep  of  joy. 
And  I  will  taste  no  other  wine  (o-nighl. 
Here»  Andrea  1     Bear  the  bowl  around* 

Thou  wntdil 

WUI  Dune  among  this  noble  company 
Check  the  abandoned  villain  ? 

CAillLLO. 

For  God's  sake. 
Let  mo  dismiss  the  guests !     You  «'\re  insane. 
Some  ill  will  come  of  this. 

8ECOXD  GUEST. 

Seize,  silence  him  I 

FIRST  GUEST. 

I  will  ! 

THIRD  GUEST. 

And  I  ! 

CBNOI  (addressing  Otose  who  rise  with  a  threatening  gesture.) 

Who  mr  ves  ?     Who  speaks  ? 

[7\trning  to  the  company 
*Tis  nothing, 


TllJE    CliKCI, 


im 


Eiijo}  yourBulves. — Rewwel  form)-  revenge 

I9  as  tlie  ^t'uk'd  cvmuiissioii  of  a  king, 

Ttat  kilU  mi4  none  durn  t)uin6  tlm  murderer.. 

[The  MaRtfuet   a  iroktn  u/t;  aeverai   0/  tht  Gutalt  an4t>^ 

I  do  inlreat  you,  gf  not,  nobl«  guofiU  ; 
WbiU  although  lyranny  ami  imjjious  hnttj 
Stand  sheltered  bv  a  fiulier'ii  hoary  hitir  ? 
What  if  ^i^  he  who  clolht'd  us  in  t\wi&  limbs 
Who  torttirc-s  ihym,  mid  triiirnphs  ?    Wiuil,  if  wfl^ 
The  df^ohite  and  the  d<'ad,  were  hi^  own  Jiwsh, 
His  diildrt-n  and  his  wife,  %vhom  he  U  bound 
To  love  And  shelter?     Shall  we  ihei-efgre  lind 
No  refuge  in  this  incrdless  wide  world? 
Oh|  thfttk  what  deep  wron^^^nmst  have  blullcd  out 
First  lavu,  ihcn  reverence  iiiadiilUft  (irone  tnind. 
Till  il  thus  vtinqtii;^h  bham«:^  and  feti^r  )   Oh,  think  ! 
1  have  borne  much.  tim\  kissed  ihc  facrtMl  bund 
Which  crushed  us  la  the   earth,  and  thought  itff 

atmke 
Was  perhaps  iome  paternal  ehiL-ili'i'.'nterit ! 
Have    excu,si?d    inucb,    doubi'jd  :   and    wben   no 

doubt  f  tears. 

Remained,  liave  aought  by  patience,   love   and 
To  soften  him ;  and  wlien  tbin  couUl  nut  be, 
I  hare  kntik  down  through  the  long   ilcepleaa 

nights, 
And  UAed  up  lo  God,  the  Ikther  of  alt,       [hetird, 
Paesionaie  prayers:  ajid   when   lhes«  were  nol 
I  have  sttlJ  bume ; — ^iintit  1  meet  vuu  heie. 


tTO 


Tti£   CEStCt. 


Frmees  and  kinsmen,  at  thLi  Lideo  is  feast 
Given  at  my  bivthers-'  dcaiLs*     Two  yet  rcmttin  j 
His  wife  rciutiius  and  !«  vvliom  if  y&  ^ve  Dot, 
Ye  niay  s^ooii  ^hare  such  inerriineut  ji^^it 
As  fathfi':^  make  over  I  heir  diildren'*  gnives. 
Oh!  Prim-o  Culonna,  ihuu  urt  our  m-ar  Lttismiui  ; 
Ctirdiniilt  iliou  urt  thu  Pojju'h  chuitiWHiiiii  ; 
Cuijuilo,  tiiou  art  cliief  juatldnry  i 
Tttkti  tii  away  1 


OUilfOI.     (//a  Aod  Vn  ataaersing  ufilh  CxHthUO  durtN^  l4f 

^fM  patt  0/  BiiATMCMi's  speech ;  ht;AtaftlhtcsnKiuMvi^ 
and  now  adcances.) 

I  hope  my  j^ood  friends  here 

AVill  think  of  thuir  own  daughters — or  perhaps 
Of  tliC'ir  own  throats — before  they  lend  an  ear 
To  this  wild  girl. 

BEATRICE   {not  noticiui]  the  words  of  Ckh CI.) 
Dare  no  one  look  on  ine  ? 
None  answer?     Can  one  tyrant  overbear 
The  sense  of  many  best  and  wisest  men  ? 
Or  is  it  tbat  I  sue  not  in  some  form 
Of  scrupulous  law,  that  ye  deny  my  suit  ? 
Oh,  God  !  that  I  were  buried  with  my  brothers  ! 
And  that  the  flowers  of  this  departed  spring 
\Vere  fading  on  my  grave!  and  that  my  father 
Were  celebratinjr  now  one  feast  for  all  I 


CAMILtO, 

A  bitter  wi>h  for  one  so  young  and  gentle  ; 
Can  we  do  nothing? — 


TSE  CEKCZ* 

Nothing  rhut  I  wo. 
Count  Ceiici  wtu'e  a  dttngorous  enemy : 
Yet  I  wauld  setotid  any  unv. 
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A  CAJt»IKAI» 

And  L 

CEKCI. 

Retire  to  your  cbambor^  iBsoIent  girl  1 

Betire  thou,  lin|>ions  intiti !     Ay,  liiJe  llmelf 
Where  never  eye  can  Iwik  upon  thee  more  I 
Wouldst  (hou  IiuVe  honour  and  obediem^e^ 
Who  ttrt  a  torlurer  ?     Father,  never  dreura^ 
Though  thou  mAjrSt  overhear  thU  company, 
But  ill  must  come  of  ill.— Frown  not  on  ine  I 
HiLStc,  hide  tliy?eir,  lest  with  averijjing  loolts 
Hy  brothers*  ghosts  should  hum  the(^  from  Uiy 

scut  I 
Cover  lliy  face  from  every  living  eyci 
Ami  start  if  lliou  but  Wmr  a  Immari  step  : 
Seek  out  some  dark  and  silent  corner*  there^ 
Bow  thy  while  head  before  ofll-nded  God, 
Atid  we  will  kneel  avounfl,  and  fervently 
Pray  that  he  pity  both  oureelves  and  tlice. 


RIy  fi'iendi?,  I  do  himeut  this  Intone  girl 
Has  spoilt  the  mirlh  of  our  feslivi(y. 


1738 

Good   nigUt,   farewell  ;    I 

longer 
SpeoUitor^  of  our  dull  dotntisUc  quarrda. 

Auolher  time, — 

[EntHii  4U    but     :;:BKCt   atid   B&ATKXOS. 

Hj  brain  b  ^winiming  toood  1 
GiTc  me  a  bowl  of  uiite 

{ i;»  B  E  A  Tit  I  c«. )         loo  painted  v  Jper  I 
BeASt  tluit  tliuu  art  !     Fa>^  .  Jid  jet  terrible  I 
I  know  a  chann  ^h»1l  make  Jiee  meek  and  tauie^ 
Now  get  tliee  from  m^  sight !  [i^  BjutTittcw. 

Ht*re,  Andrea, 
Fill  up  this  goblet  with  Greek  wine.     I  said 
I  would  not  drink  this  evening,  but  I  must ; 
For,  strange  to  say,  I  feel  my  spirits  fail 
With  thinking  wliat  I  liave  decreed  to  do. 

[iJiiukiny  (he  wimM 
Be  thou  the  resohition  of  quick  youth 
"Within  my  vein-,  and  manliood's  purpose  stem. 
And  age's  tirni,  cold,  subtle  villany  ; 
As  if  thou  wert  indeed  my  children's  blood 
Wliich  I  did  thirst  to  drink.     The  charm   works 

well  ; 
It  must  be  done,  it  shall  be  done,  I  swear ! 

[ExH 


1?4 

Ah  I  no,  that,  U  his  step  upon  the  etairs  | 

*Ti9  nearer  now  ;  hig  hand  is  on  tbe  door  t 

Mother^  if  I  to  tbee  have  ever  been 

A  duteous  cbikl,  now  save  ii*e  I    Thou,  great  God, 

Whose  imAge  upon  earth  a  »tber  ii. 

Dost  thou  indeed  abandon  uie  ?     He  comes ; 

The  door  is  opening"  now  ;  I  see  hia  &ce ; 

He  frowna  on  othei-s,  but  he  smiles  on  met 

Even  aa  he  did  after  the  feast  last  ulghL 

Almighty  God,  how  mercifal  tboti  nrt? 

Tis  but  Orsino's  servant.  —  Well,  what  news  ? 

SERVANT. 

My  master  bids  me  say,  tbe  Holy  Father 
Has  sent  buck  your  pelition  tbus  unopened. 

[  Gicinff  a  Paper. 
And  he  demands  at  what  hour  'twere  secure 
To  visit  you  again  ? 


At  the  Ave  Mary. 

[Exit  Servamt 
So,  daughter,  our  last  hope  has  failed  :  ah  me. 
How  pale  you  look  !  you  tremble,  and  you  stand 
Wrapj)ed  in  some  fixed  and  fearful  meditation, 
As  if  one  tbought  were  over-strong  for  you  : 
Your  eyes  bave  a  chill  glare  ;  ab,  dearest  child! 
.Aje  you  gone  mad?     If  not,  pray  speak  to  me. 


THB  csirct. 


T7'7 


You  wee  I  am  not  mad  ;  I  speak  to  you. 

Tou  tallied  of  something  ilmt  }*ourfniher  did 

After  that  dreadful  f<.'ust  ?     Caiild  it  bo  vfor^e 
Than  w)*t'n  be  stniJetl,  and  cried ♦  My  sou."?  are  deadl 
And  every  one  lotjked  iii  Ilia  neigh boiir*n  fact 
Ta  aee  if  others  were  as  white  iw  he? 
At  the  fitisi  wor(i  he  spoke  T  l"«dt  the  h\md 
Rush  to  my  heart,  and  full  into  a  tmnee  s 
An  J  wheu  it  pust  I  s&l  all  weiik  and  wild  : 
Whilst  yoii  alone  stood  up,  and  with  strong  words 
Check 'd  his  unrmlurnl  pride  i  and  I  could  sec 
The  dcvii  wiu-s  i*ehuked  that  Hvei*  in  hi<m 
Until  this  hour  thus  you  have  ever  stood 
Bylweea  us  and  your  fathtft-'a  moody  wrath 
Lik«  a  protfctiiig  ppe*cnco  :  your  tirm  raind 
H118  been  our  only  reCu'^c  and  dcleiuf  : 
What  can  hiive  thus  »uUiucd  it  ?     \V\mt  tsnn  iww 
Have  given  you  that  cold  melancholy  look, 
Succeeding  to  your  UQac4:uslumed  feiir  ? 


BKATIttet. 

VVlint  h  it  that  yon  *ay  ?  J  wag  just  thinking 
'Twere  better  nut  to  *trugg:le  any  move. 
Men,  liki:  my  father,  have  hecn  dark  and  bloody. 
Yet  never— oh  1  before  worse  romcs  of  it, 
Twere  wise  to  die :  it  endjs  in  that  at  last. 
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ms  c&Nct. 


Lucmrru, 
Oh^  talk  not  so,  deiir  child !  Tell  me  at  onoo 
What  did  jour  fathifr  do  or  say  to  you  ? 

He  stayed  not  after  ihat urged  fc^ast 

One  moment  in  your  chs       ;r. — ^Speak  to  m«. 


OU,  aister,  sister^  pritbee, 


mk  to  as  t 


It  was  one  word,  mother,  on  i  littlo  word  i 
One  look,  one  smile.  [  Wihify^ 

Oh  !  he  has  trampled  me 

Under  his  feet,  and  made  the  blood  stream  down 
My  pallid  cheeks.     And  he  has  given  us  all 
Ditch-water,  and  the  fever-stricken  flesh 
Of  buft'aloes,  and  bade  us  eat  or  starve, 
And  we  have  eaten.     He  has  made  me  look 
On  my  beloved  Bernardo,  when  the  rust 
Of  heavy  chains  lias  njangrened  his  sweet  limbs  ; 
And  I  have  never  yet  <lespaired — but  now  ! 
Wiiat  would  1  say  ?  |AVoixnn<7  heraeif 

All !  no,  'tis  nothing  new. 
The  sutferings  we  all  share  have  made  me  wild : 
He  only  struck  and  cursed  me  as  he  passed  ; 
He  said,  he  looked,  he  did, — nothing  at  all 
Beyond  his  wont,  yet  it  disordered  me. 
Alas  !  I  am  forgetful  of  my  duty, 
I  should  preserve  my  senses  for  your  sake. 


TIIK   Ci;KCl. 


177 


Nty,  Beatrice  ;  have  courage,  my  9w(«et  girl. 

If  any  one  drspairs  it  ehoiild  be  h 

Who  loved  dim  once,  and  now  muatlive  wiiii  him 

Till  Gfjd  in  pity  ejiH  for  him  or  me. 

For  yoo  muy,  like  your  sisler^  find  some  husbtmd, 

And  smile,  jtnvA  hcneCi  with  children  round  your 

knees ; 
Witilst  I,  then  dundf  nnd  all  this  liideoua  coil, 
Shall  be  rem<^nibt)red  only  as  a  divnm. 

DEATRICK. 

Talk  not  to  me,  dear  lady,  of  a  husband* 

Did  yon  not  nurs^e  me  when  my  moltier  died? 

Did  you  not  shield  me  and  that  denrtst  boy? 

And  had  we  jiny  othflr  fnond  but  yoti 

in  iiifiincy,  with  gentle  words  and  luok^, 

To  win  our  fiiiher  not  to  murder  us? 

And  shall  I  now  de>ert  you  ?     May  (he  ghoet 

or  my  dead  raotl»;r  plead  against  my  soul, 

If  I  abandon  her  wIuj  Hllctd  tlie  place 

She  left,  with  more  even  than  a  mother's  lo?o  I 


ttKttKJ^RDO. 

And  I  am  of  my  Bister's  mind.     Indeed 
I  would  not  leave  yon  in  this  wrctchedneBSt 
Even  though  the  Pope  'liould  make  me  Cree  to  liv« 
In  some  Iditbe  place,  like  i>th«?ra  of  my  nge, 
With  epori4,  and  delicate  ftKKJ,  and  the  fresh  air. 
Oh,  never  think  thai  I  will  leave  you,  mother  I 
TOL.  ti.  12 


na 


My  dear,  dear  cbUdreQ  I 


CENCI. 

What !  Beatric6  here  ? 

Come  hitlier !  [-S^  tkriaks  inct,  artd  c<fi*ert  hgrJUet. 

Nsijt  bide  nol  your  face»  *iia  fair  ; 
Look  up  I     AYhy,  je$t.t:rnigb|  you  Jared  to  look 
With  disobedient  insolence  upon  me, 
Bending  a  ,'^terD  and  an  inquiring  brow 
On  what  I  meant ;  whilst  I  then  sought  to  hide 
That  which  I  came  to  tell  you — but  in  vain. 

HBATUICE  [icildly  slnggerin'^  loicanls  the  door.) 
O  that  the  earth  would  gape  !     Hide  me,  O  God! 

CENCI. 

Then  it  was  I  whose  inarticulate  words 
Fell  from  my  lips,  who  with  tottering  steps 
Fled  from  your  presence,  as  you  now  from  mine. 
Stay,  I  command  you  !     From  this  day  and  hour 
Never  again,  I  tliink,  with  fearless  eye, 
And  brow  superior,  and  unalten'd  cheek, 
And  that  lip  made  for  tenderness  or  scorn, 
Shalt  thou  strike  dumb  the  meanest  of  mankind 
Me  least  of  all.     Now  get  thee  to  thy  chamber, 
Thou  too,  loathed  image  of  thy  cursed  mother, 

[7b  Bernardo. 
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:k  face  miikes  me  sick  w'tiU  Imta ! 

mucU   lias  passed  beiwt;cD  us  as 
<iake 

fearful. — 'Tis  an  awful  thing 
li  mischief  as  I  now  conceive : 
shivering  on  the  dewy  bunk 
chill  sti-etini  wilh  Ihiiir  feet — onr.'e  In, 
eligliied  spirit  pauU  for  joy  ! 

CUTlJk  (odWfHrmy  timidly  htpardi  htm,) 

ud  I  pmj  forgive  jioor  Beatrice. . 
iint  not  any  ill. 


Nor  you  pi^rhapd  ? 
that  young  imp,  w  hf>rn  you  linve  tauglit  by 
rote 
Tfidde  witU  Im  uiphabet  f  nor  Giacomo  f 
or  thofiti  two  mo6l  unnalumi  sons,  who  stirred 
Enmity  up  against  me  with  the  Pupe  ? 
Whom  in  one  nJglil  mereifdl  Gc«i  cut  off: 
Innocciii  lanib*!    They  thought  not  any  ill. 
You  were  not  here  conspiring?  you  «aJd  nothing 
Of  how  I  uiJ<^ht  bti  dungeoned  a&  a  maduitm  ; 
Or  be  condemned  to  death  for  some  oU'enee, 
^nd  you  would  bi»  the  witnesses  ? — ThiA  ftviUafif 
How  just  it  were  to  hire  a»sa,^iii^f  or 
Put  sudden  poison  in  my  evening  drink  ? 
Or  binother  me  when  OTeroome  by  wine  F 
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Seeing  we  had  no  other  judge  but  God, 
And  he  had  sentenced  rae,  and  there  wei>c  n 
But  you  to  he  the  executioners 
Of  hts  dec  ret:  enregL^tercd  in  hearen  ? 
OK.  no  I  You  said  uot  this  ? 


LtroueviJ^ 

So  help  me  Gwl, 
I  never  thought  the  things  you  charge  me  witb^  I 

If  joti  dare  to  spenk  that  wicked  lie  again, 
I'll  kill  you.     "What!  it  was  not  by  your  counsel 
That  Beatrice  disturbed  the  feast  last  night  ? 
You  did  not  hope  to  stir  some  enemies 
Against  me,  and  escsipe,  and  laugh  to  scorn 
What  every  nerve  of  you  now  trembles  at? 
You  judged  that  men  were  bolder  than  they  are  ; 
Few  dare  to  stand  between  their  grave  and  ine. 

LUCRETIA. 

Look  not  so  dreadfully  !     By  my  salvation 
I  knew  not  aught  that  Beatrice  designed; 
Nor  do  I  think  she  designed  any  thing 
Until  she  heard  you  talk  of  her  dead  brothers. 

CENCI. 

Blaspheming  liar!  you  are  damned  for  this! 
But  I  will  take  you  where  you  may  persuade 
The  stones  you  tread  on  to  deliver  you : 
For  men  shall  there  be  none  but  those  who  dare 
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All  ihhxgi !  not  qaestjon  that  which  I  eoromand. 
On  Wedneiidfiy  next  I  nhnlt  stit  out  i  yon  know 
That  savage  mck,  the  Castle  of  PutrdU  ? 
Tis  finftily  wiilled»  mid  motiled  roum)  about ; 
lis  dupgeoii*  under  ground,  and  \t^  thick  lower* 
Never  told  tule^;  thtjugh  thi,'}'  Uhvh  hearil  and  seen 
Wnal  might  mtike  dumb  tilings  speak.     Why  do 

you  li  tiger  ? 
Make  speediest  prefiaratbn  for  the  journey  I 

[Eml  Ldcrstu. 
The  all-l>ehoHIng  sun  yet  sliint'«  ;  I  hear 
A  busy  stir  of  inL'ti  nbntit  the  streets; 
I  see  the  briglil  sky  through  the  window  panes: 
It  is  a  garish,  broad,  and  peering  day  j 
Loud,  bgbt,  suspicious,  full  of  eje?  and  t'UTS ; 
And  every  llttlr?  eo finer,  nook»  Hud  hole, 
Is  |M.*iieiratcd  with  the  insolent  light. 
Come,  darkne^l  Tet»  wlmt  is  the  day  to  me? 
And  wherefore  abould  I  w).<h  for  night,  who  do 
A  deed  which  shull  confound  both  nighi  uinl  day? 
'Tia  she  shall  grope  thruugh  a  bevvilderiag  mist 
Of  horror:  if  there  be  a  sun  in  heaven. 
She  &h:itl  not  dare  to  look  upon  it4  beams; 
Nor  feel  it^  warmth.    Let  Irer.thefi,  wUh  for  nigbt ; 
The  act  I  ibink  shall  soon  extinguish  aU 
For  me  ■.  I  bear  a  darker,  di*adt)er  gloom 
Than  the  earih's  shndt«,  or  it  trrbinar  air, 
Or  constelhuion^  quenched  in  tnurkicst  eloud, 
Tn  which  I  walk  siecure  and  unbebetd 
Towards  my  pnrpose. — Would  that  it  were  doa«l 
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SCBITB    IL 

A  CAambfT  in  tJie  Vaftam, 

filler  Cjucillo  ofid  Glaqomo^  m  c^wMmtvK. 

CJJttLLO, 

There  is  au  obsolete  and  t\  ubiful  law, 

Bj  which  jou  might  obuiiu  a  bare  proTisioii 

Of  food  and  do  thing. 

OIACOMO. 

Nothing  more  ?  Alas  ! 
Bare  must  be  the  provision  which  strict  law 
Awards,  and  aged  sullen  avarice  pays. 
Why  did  my  father  not  apprentice  me 
To  some  mechanic  tnide  ?     I  sliould  have  then 
Been  trained  in  no  liigh-born  necessities 
Whicli  I  could  meet  not  by  my  daily  toil. 
The  eldest  son  of  a  rich  nobleman 
Is  heir  to  all  his  incapacities ; 
He  has  wide  wants,  and  narrow  powers.     If  you. 
Cardinal  Camillo,  were  reduced  at  once 
From  thrice-driven  beds  of   down,  and  delicate 

food, 
An  hundred  servants,  and  six  palaces, 
To  that  which  nature  doth  indeed  require  ? — 


CAMILLO. 

Nay,  there  is  reason  in  your  plea ;  'twere  hard 
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OTACOMO. 

Tis  hard  for  &  firm  niiin  to  bear  t  but  I 
lliive  a  dear  wiff,  a  h\dy  of  higti  birth, 
Wliosie  dovvTj  in  ill  hour  I  tent  in^-  (athiir, 
Without  a  bond  or  witness  to  lite  deed  : 

And  childreitf  who  inherit  hiT  Hue  sc^iii^es, 
TIjk  fiiirtit  creutan:s  in  tln»  brenihiug  world; 
And  she  and  they  reproiieh  me  not.     Cardinal, 
J>o  you  not  think  I  he  Pope  will  interjjorte 
And  stretch  imthority  beyond  tlie  law  ? 


Though  your  peculiar  case  is  hard,  I  know 

The  Ptjjjti  will  not  divert  lli«  t-ourat?  of  law. 

A  Alt  thai  ttupious.  fvsAt  the  utht^r  night 

I  £|)okc  with  liinif  and  urgtHJ  him  thcu  to  check 

Tour  tUtjicrV  rrne!  lumfl ;  lir  rr^iwnf.'il,  und  tsaid, 

**  Cliiidreti  aru  diaohcdit'Ut,  nnd  fhey  sting 

Ttieir  fatli^r^*  hi^rts  to  tuuduess  and  dtsi^pauv 

Ilcnuiting  yt*iiri  of  care  with  contumely. 

1  pity  t\m  Count  Cenci  fmm  my  heart; 

Hiii  onlruged  love  perhaji^  invukeni^d  hate, 

And  thus  lie  b  exHipt'iiileJ  to  ill. 

lit  tlm  giHrat  war  between  {he  old  and  youngi 

f,  who  have  white  hairs  and  a  tottering  body. 

Will  keep  at  least  blameless  neutrality." 


Vou,  »iy  good  lord  Or.sino,  heard  those  WOtda. 
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What  words  ? 

OtAOOMO. 

Alas,  repeat  lUtMn  not  again  1 
There  then  is  no  redress  for  me  ;  at  least 
None  but  that  wtiich  1  may  achieve  myself 
Since  I  ana  drivi-n  to  the  briak.     But,  say, 
"My  irtnocHJiu  £ii»ter  and  my  only  brother 
Are  dying  underneath  my  father's  eye. 
The  toeiuorftblu  torturers  of  this  land. 
Galeae  Vijconti,  Borg:ia,  Ez^clhi^ 
Never  inflicted  on  their  meanest  skve 
What  these  endure ;  shall  they  have  no  protection? 

CAMtLLO. 

Why,  if  they  would  petition  to  the  Pope, 

I  see  not  how  he  could  refuse  it — yet 

He  holds  it  of  most  dangerous  example 

In  aught  to  weaken  the  paternal  power. 

Being,  as  'twere,  the  shadow  of  his  own. 

I  pray  you  now  excuse  me.     I  have  business 

That  will  not  bear  delay.  [£j^''  Cajiilm). 

GIACOMO. 

But  you,  Orsino, 
Have  the  petition  ;  wherelbre  not  present  it ! 

ORSIXO. 

I  have  presented  it,  and  backed  it  with 
My  earnest  prayers,  and  urgent  interest  j 
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It  WK  tx^tumed  unanswered.     I  doubt  not 
But  llmt  the  stmnge  and  cxvcmUe  dtwj^ 
Alleged  ill  ii — in  truth  tliey  mljrlji  wiUI  buflle 
Any  bt'lk'f — have  turned  llie  Pope**  dis|>k*asur« 
UiMjn  tlig  acL-usLTs  Tixiin  iho  (.-ritiiiiial : 
8g  I  &bould  gut^ss  t'roia  wtjHi  CuraiUo  said. 

OIACOMO. 

My  fneiid,  llmt  pataeo-walklng  devil,  tJtilil, 

lln$  whicupered  iiknice  to  Fits  Hottnetis  : 

AnJ  we  ui'<-'  lefk»  as  t'corpion*  ringed  wiifi  lire. 

What  sliould  we  do  but  strike  oursrlvt-s  toiieatli? 

For  he  who  ii  our  raiirderous  peraoculor 

I*  fibielded  by  a  father's  holy  name^ 

Or  I  would [StafM  uhtTtfttlg, 

QltfllNO. 

Wlint  ?     Fear  not  to  sprak  your  thotigbt 
IVordn.  are  but  holy  os  the*  deeds  I  hey  cover : 
A  priest  why  ht**  forsworn  tbts  God  he  servta ; 

A  juil{.'e  who  makes  lh«  truth  wi/cp  bid  dnn-ee ; 
A  i'rk'in]  who  should  weave  coutiMel,  a^  I  tiotv, 
But  Hs  the  mantle  of  fi4>itie  sMibh  guile  i 
A  fnlher  who  la  all  a  tyrant  senium, 
Were  the  iirofaner  for  ]m  faered  name. 

Ask  me  not  what  I  lliink  :  the  unwilling  braia 
Feigns  ofiea  what  it  woultj  not ;  and  we  trust 
Ifuaginntion  with  £uch  phantaalai 
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H(   tongue  dares  not  ftisJiiou  into  words  j 
have  DO  words.,  ibtfr  horror  make^  them 
'  dim 

I's  eye.     M;  t  denies  itself 

uttt  jou  den 

jt  A  friend's  bosioai 
la  Its  the  inmoist  awn  o\  wn  mind, 

When;  we  sit  shut  fmi  ide  gaze  of  day. 

And  from  the  all-t'omaiuuiv«i,iDg  lur. 
You  look  what  I  suspected — 

GIACOMO. 

Spare  roe  now  ! 
I  am  as  one  lost  in  a  midnight  wood, 
Who  dares  not  ask  some  harmless  passenger 
The  path  across  the  wilderness,  lest  he. 
As  my  thoughts  are,  should  be — a  murderer. 
I  know  you  are  my  friend,  and  all  I  dare 
Speak  to  my  soul  that  will  I  trust  with  thee. 
But  now  my  heart  is  heavy,  and  would  take 
Lone  counsel  from  a  night  of  sleepless  care. 
Pardon  me,  that  I  say  farewell — fartnvell ! 
I  would  that  to  my  own  suspected  self 
I  could  address  a  word  so  full  of  peace. 

OKSIXO. 

Farewell ! — Be  your  thoughts  better  or  more  brdd ! 

[Exit  GlACOMO 
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I  had  dbpcksed  Uic  Cardinal  Camillo 
To  feed  his  hope  with  cold  encouragement. 
It  fortunalely  serves  my  cIosk  designs 
That  *lh  a  trick  of  ihi^  aaine  family 
To  analyjte  iheir  own  and  oiher  mitids: 
Such  self-anatomy  sliall  leach  the  will 
Dangerous  secrets ;  for  it  tempts  our  pcjwers, 
KnovviTig  what  must  be  tliought,  and  may  be  done, 
Ihto  tlitj  depth  of  darkest  purposes. 
Su  Cenci  fell  into  the  pit ;  oven  I» 
Siiite  Beatrice  unveili.'d  me  to  niyiiielf. 
And  made  me  shrink  from  what  I  e^nvnot  shuDf 
Show  a  poor  ligiire  to  my  own  e&teeni, 
To  which  I  grow  half  recontiiled.     Ml  do 
As  little  mischief  a>j  1  can  >  that  thought 
Shall  ft;e  the  aeeuser  coiLactenoe.        [Ajhr  &  pmm, 

Now  what  harm 
If  Cenci  should  be  murdered  ? — Yet,  if  mui'dered, 
Wherclbru  by  mo?     And  what  if  I  could  take 
The  profit,  yet  omit  the  sin  ami  peril 
I»  t»uch  an  action?     Of  nil  eartldy  things 
1  fear  a  man  whose  blows  outsptsed  his  words; 
And  such  is  Cenei  t  and  «  hdt;  Cenci  lired, 
Bb  daughter's  dowry  were  u  atscret  grave 
If  II  pricsit  wins  her, — O  fair  Beutriee  ! 
WouM  tliiit  I  loved  thee  not,  or,  bvirig  thee, 
Could  but  dc?pi>e  danger,  juid  gold,  and  all 
That  iVowUiJ  belwct'n  iny  wiiih  and  ilj*  tflT'ect, 
Or  *nill*r8  beyond  il  I  There  is  no  escape  : 
Her  briglit  form  kneels  beside  me  at  the  altar, 
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And  IbQovB  on  to  tlie  raMft  ef  Aeo, 

And  fills  my  glumber  wiih  (umaltooci^  dresiBs, 

60  wlirnj  wake  mj  bloud  mseaa  ik|tiidi  ire  t 

And  tf  I  strike  my  dauop  and  dhtxy  Iksi], 

Mj  boi  palm  woreheit  U :  h^  verf  name. 

But  spoken  by  a  Atrattgi-r^  itutke<4  my  li^sft 

Sicken  ninl  pant ;  and  ibiH  unproiitablj 

1  t'liwp  the  phanlom  of  utifelt  ddiglitf^ 

Till  weiik  imaginarkm  hiiXt' po^s^fes 

Tlie  self-cfvttted  shadow.     Yet  tnucli  longer 

Will  I  not  nurse  tlm  life  of  ft?ven>us  hour* : 

From  the  uuniTelled  hopes  of  Giuromo 

1  must  work  out  my  own  dt-wr  purp<h>es. 

I  «ee  as  from  a  tower,  the  ifnd  of  all : 

Her  father  d«ad ;  her  brother  bound  to  tOt 

By  a  dark  secret^  sur*r  than  the  grave; 

Her  mother  scared  and  uneJtpoutuiatijig 

From  the  dreod  manner  of  her  wish  achieved; 

And  she! — once    more  lake  courage,  my  fulnl 

JieHfi  J 
What  dare^  a  friendless  mutdei]  matched  with  Ihee? 
I  have  suoh  fort'>i^ht  m  a.^sures  succt^^t ; 
8otnc  utdii'htild  divinity  doth  evt?r, 
When  dreml  events  aire  ne«r,  fltir  up  tnGn^smindj 
To  hbiek  siig;|i*st)on*;  and  h*:  pi"0!»pera  best, 
Not  who  heeomes  thej  insLi-uuient  of  ill, 
But  who  t'lm  flatter  the  diitk  t»j»int  thut  nuikee 
Its  eni|>irc  atid  its  prey  of  oihor  hearts, 
Till  it  becotne  hi»  sluve — as  1  will  do.  I^»it 
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ACT  m. 

"Bce.ve  Ir— Jw  Apatimmt  in  the  Cruel  Fttha, 

Li7CR£TiA ;  to  h^  mta-  BkaTkick. 

BKATKICX  [she  Mttti  stniftjettnij,  udd  af/oih.  wildti/.} 
Reach  ine  ihut  Imndkt^i^chit^ri — My  brnin  h  liurt; 
My  eyt?i>  are  i'liil  of"  bloot!  j  ju:^t  wipe  litem  for  men— 
I  see  but  tiidbUumly. 

My  sweet  child, 
You  Uavt;  no  wound  ;  'ih  only  a  cold  dew 
Tb«t  slai'i*  fi-om  your  dear  bi'ow. — Ala§»   alMl 
Wlmt  has  befallen  ? 


BEjlTltlCl. 

How  comes  IhU  hiiir  undone? 
Its  wandering  strings  mii^t  tie  wlmt  blind  me  so. 
And  yet  I  ried  it  fast. — O,  horrible ! 
The  psivement  sin'ks  undur  my  feel!     Tbu  vvhIU 
Spin  rounil  I     I  see  a  woman  weejiing  tht*re. 
And  .standing  calm  and  raotionles.s  wbLIsi  I 
Slide  giddily  n^  tho  world  rcels.^ — My  God  ! 
The  bouutiful  blue  heaven  h  flecked  with  blood} 
The  suushint!  on  the  floor  le  black !     The  uir 
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U  changed  to  rapoar^  «ucb  as  ike  ilead  breathe 
In  cliamet-plts !     Palj  J  I  ant  diokej  !     There 

creeps 
A  clinging,  black,  cantAminitting  roi«t 
About  me — ^'tis  subsiantiAl,  hpitv\%  thick  ; 
I  cannot  pUick  it  from  muj  for  it  gluea 
My  fingers  tuid  my  limbs  to  one  anotlicr, 
An<l  eiils  ifUo  my  siiiew!:,  und  dtis-^lre* 
My  tiesli  to  a  [xsHutiim,  poL>!oning 
The  itibtlc,  pure,  iin4  iomoiit  «piric  of  hfe ! 
My  God  I  I  never  knew  what  the  mad  felt 
Before  ;  for  I  am  mud  Im;\  and  all  doubt ! 

[Afifre  miiU^ 
No,  I  am  d^^ad  !     Tiiese  piilr«»fying  litnba 
Shut  round  atid  sepulchre  the  panting  eoiil, 
Which  would  burst  forth  into  the  wandering  ^r I 

WJuit  hideous  thought  was  that  I  had  even  now? 
*Tis  gone  ;  and  yet  its  burthen  remains  liei-e 
0*er  these  dull  eye* — upon  this  weary  heart  I 
O  world  I  O  life!  O  day  I  O  misery  1 

LUCfiBTtA. 

What  alls  thee,  my  poor  cliild  ?     She  answers  not ; 
Her  spirit  appi-ebends  the  sense  of  pain. 
But  not  it«  cause;  fufiering  bos  dried  away 
The  source  from  which  it  sprung. — 


OXATKtCB  {/fanticafllf.) 

Like  Parricid»^« 
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Misery  has  killed  its  father :  yot  its  father 
Never  like  mine — 0   God  ?  what  thing  am  I  ? 


LUCRETTA, 

My  denredt  child,  what  haa  your  father  done  ? 

DBATRICB  idouht/uttj/.) 

Who  nrt  thou,  i|tiestioner  ?     I  have  do  father. 

[Adit. 
She  is  the  madhouse  nurse  who  tend«  on  mia^ 
It  19  a  piteous  office. 

[To  LccRKTtA,  m  a  «^, subdmitt  vmm 
Do  you  know» 
J  thought  I  was  liint  wretdicd  Beatrice 
Men  .^jH'nlc  of,  whom  her  fathrir  sometimes  hnlea 
Frtim  hall  to  hall  by  the  entangled  hnir ; 
At  others,  pens  up  naked  in  dump  CfHs 
Whure  sviily  r^-ptile.'*  cniwl,  and  starves  her  therei 
Till  *hc  will  eat  strange  ilesh.     This  woful  storj 
So  did  I  overact  irt  my  *iok  drearns, 
That  I  imii^ined — no,  it  cnnuot  he  1 
Hornhle  thingj*  havt*  hcen  in  this  wild  world, 
Prodigious  mixture.^,  and  cottfusionii  gtrunge 
Of  good  and  ill ;  luid  worse  have  been  coneeived 
Than  ever  thi^re  was  found  a  heart  to  do. 
But  never  fancy  imaged  such  a  deed 

Who  art  thou  ?     Swear  to  me»  ero  I  die 
With  fearful  expectalion,  that  indeed 
Thou  art  not  what  thou  4c«meat — mother  1 


r 
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LCGIUlTtA. 

Oh  1  My  sweet  child,  know  j'ou — 


Yet  speiik  it  not  s 
For  then  if  tliia  be  tri  other  too 

Must  he  a  truth,  a  iSnu  ing  truth, 

Li  Ilk  lid  with  each  la*tin^  li  instance  of  life. 

Never  to  chfuige,  never  to      *s  away, 

Wby  so  it  It.     Tlas  is  the  — ad  Palace  \ 

Tliou  art  Lucretiit ;  I  aru  Beutrioe. 

I  have  ti\lked  some  wild  words,  but  will  no  more. 

Mother,  come  near  ine  :  from  this  point  of  tirae, 

I  am —  [Her  voice  dies  auxiy  fuintlg. 

LUCRETIA. 

Alas!  what  has   befallen  thee,  child  ? 
What  hast  thy  father  done  ? 

BEATRICE. 

What  Imve  I  done  ? 
Am  I  not  innocent  ?     Is  it  my  crime 
That  one  with  white  hair,  and  imperious  brow, 
Who  tortured  me  from  my  forgotten  years 
As  parents  only  dare,  should  call  himself 
My  father,  yet  should  be  ! — Oh,  what  am  I  ? 
What  name,  what  place,  what  memory  shall  be 

mine  ? 
What  reti  ospects,  outliving  even  despair  ? 


nlK   CENCl, 


Ida 


LUCRKTU. 

FTe  is  a  violent  tyrant,  surely,  cljilrl : 

We  know  tliat  deiuh  alone  cun  makn  us  free ; 

His  death  or  ours.     But  what  can  be  liave  done 

Of  dt'iidlier  outm;»f<  or  worse  injury  ? 

Thou  art  unlike  thyself;  thitie  eyR«  shoot  forth 

A  wunderjng  nml  ^Iriinge  spirU.     Spcnik  to  met 

Unlock  tho^^e  imllici  hand*  whoso  fingurs  (w'iiic 

Willi  one  another. 

UKATR1CE. 

'Tis  the  re*tlos«i  life 
Toriared  within  tliem.     It  I  try  to  «i|HTik 
I  shall  J50  mad.     Ay*  soraeihin^  mnat  he  done ; 
What*  yui  I  know  noi — sonieihiiig  which  shall 

TTiake 
The  thing  that  I  have  suffered  but  a  shadow 
In  the  dread  li«!itnin<»  whieh  ftvcnjfes  it  j 
Brief,  rapid,  irreversiblt-^  dt?ftroying 
Tlie  consequenci?  of  what  it  cannot  cttrii. 
Some  such  thing  is  lo  be  endured  or  dnrve; 
Whijti  I  know  what,  1  shall  be  still  and  calm, 
And  tiL-rer  any  thing  will  move  rnc  more. 
But  now  ! — O  bliKul,  which  art  my  frtlhcr*s  blood, 
Circling  ihrongSi  rhe?^e  contamtnntrtl  VL'tns, 
If  tboti,  (.TOured  forth  on  the  polluted  earth. 
Could  wash  away  tlie  crlrn**,  iind  puniifhmetit 
By  which  1  iuKer — ^no,  ibal  cannot  be  ! 
Matiy  (ni(;ht  doubt  there  were  a  God  ubove 
Who  sees  and  f>emnitii  evil,  and  so  die  : 
Thai  faith  QQ  agony  »liall  obscure  in  m& 

VOL.    IL  13 


194  THE    CENCt. 

LL'CBETIA. 

It  mu^t  indeed  have  Ueen  ^me  bitter  wrong  ; 
Yet  what,  1  dare  not  goess-  O  my  lost  child. 
Hide  not  in  proud  inip^  ble  grief 

Thy  sufferiajfd  from  my  .,^.. 


I  hide  them  Dot. 
What  are  the  woris  which  you  would   liaire  id« 

speak? 
I,  who  can  feign  no  image  in  my  mind    * 
Of  that   M  hieb   has   tninsformed  me ;    I,  whose 

thought 
Is  like  a  ghost  shrouded  and  folded  up 
In  its  own  formless  iionor.     Of  all  words, 
That  minister  to  mortal  intercourse, 
Which  wouldst  thou   hear  ?  for  there  is  none 

to  tell 
My  misery  :  if  another  ever  knew 
Aught  like  to  it,  she  died  as  I  will  die, 
And  left  it,  as  I  must,  without  a  name. 
Death,  death !  our  law  and  our  religion  call 

thee 
A  punishment  and  a  reward  :    O,  which 
Have  I  deserved  ? 

LUCRETIA. 

The  peace  of  innocence  ; 
Till  in  your  season  you  be  called  to  heaven. 
W hate' re  you  may  have  suffered,  you  have  done 
No  evil.     Death  must  be  the  punishment 
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Of  crime,  or  the  reward  of  trampling  dowti 

The  tUoms  which  GcmI  Uas  strewt-d  upon  the  path 

Which  leads  lo  immormlir/, 

HEATItlCIS. 

Ay,  <ieath — 
The  piinishracnt  of  crime.     1  prnj*  thee,  God, 
Let  me  not  be  bewildered  while  1  judge. 
If  I  must  live  day  after  dny,  and  keep 
The^e  lirnh.s  the  UHWortli)-  templu  of  thy  spirit, 
Aa  a  foul  den  !'rotn  which  wliat  thou  ahhorrest 
May  mooJv  thee,  urmvenged — It  shtill  not  he  I 
Self-murder— no,  lh«l  luiglit  be*  no  e-icape, 
For  thy  dfcrec  ynvvns  like  :i  Hell  b^vveen 
Our  will  and  it. — Oh!  in  this  mortal  uorld 
There  is  no  vindimtion  uud  tio  hiw, 
Whieh  C'lri  ftdjiid},^*  and  L-xceute  tlie  doom 
Of  that  through  which  I  isufter- 


Eni^  Oustito. 
{Ske  af^troaeh*  At«  aoUmntt/.)  Welcome,  friend  I 

I  htive  to  Cell  you  tlmtt  since  las^t  we  met, 
I  have  eiidured  a  wrang  §o  great  and  strange, 
That  neither  life  uor  death  eaa  gtf  e  me  retsU 
Ask  me  not  what  it  I^  for  there  are  deeds 
Which  have  no  form,  sufTcrtDgs  which  havo  oo 
tongue, 

OftfilKO. 

And  what  is  he  who  baa  thus  injured  you  ? 
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BCATKIC^ 


Tlie  noaii  Uiej  call  my  fathtir :  a  dread  naui«. 


It  cannot  be — 


BEATRICE, 


WLat  il  can  be,  or  Dot, 
Forbear  to  tiiink.     It  i^^  nnd  it  h^  been  i 
Adri«e  me  how  h  ^hall  not  be  n^guin. 
I  thought  to  die  ;  but  a  religious;  awe 
Rcslraiiis  toe,  aiid  the  drtsad  Jeat  death  itaalf 
Might  be  no  refuge  from  the  consciousnoM 
Of  what  is  yet  unexpiated.     O,  speak  ! 


ORSINO. 

Accuse  him  of  the  deed,  and  let  the  law 
Avenge  thee. 

BEATRICE. 

O  ice-hearted  counsellor! 
If  I  could  find  a  word  that  might  make  known 
The  crime  of  my  destroyer  ;  and  that  done, 
My  tongue  should  like  a  knife  tear  out  the  secret 
Which  cankers  my  heart's  core;  ay,  lay  all  bare. 
So  that  my  unpolluted  fame  should  be 
With  vilest  gossips  a  stale  mouthed  story  : 
A  mock,  a   byword,  an  astonishment : 
If  this  were  done,  which  never  shall  be  done, 
Think  of  the  offender's  gold,  his  dreaded  hate. 
And  the  strange  horror  of  the  accuser's  tale, 
Baffling  belief,  and  overpowering  speech  ; 
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If  ibe  GgtitDn^ 
Of  Gtnl  bas  e'er  de&cetided  to  ttvenge^ 

oftfuro. 
BlftSfiheine  not !     His  high  Providence  con 
It»  glory  on  ibb  eartJi,  and  tlieir  own  wrongs 
Info  Uie  haml^  oi'  men  i  if  ibej  neglect 
To  punish  crime — 

Bui  if  one,  like  tliis  wretch. 
Should  mock  with  gold  opinion,  lit w,  and  power? 
If  {.here  be  no  appeal  to  fbut  wbicb  makes 
Tbtd  guiltie^l  trt^mble  I   if,  because  our  wrongs. 
For  tlmt  thej  are  unnatural,  strange,  and  moa- 

Exceed  all  measure  of  belief?    Ob,  God  I 
Iff  for  the  veiy  reasons  wbicb  should  make 
Bedress  nto^t  swifl  and  sure,  our  injurer  triurnptis  ? 
And  we,  the  victims,  bear  worse  punbhment 
Than  that  appointed  for  tbeir  torturer  f 

onsiiro. 

Tbiuk  nol 

But  that  there  is  redregs  where  there  U  wrong, 

6c  we  be  boM  L^mugh  to  seize  It* 


How? 
[f  there  were  imy  wnj  to  make  all  suref 


1  knofv  nol — ^biit  I  think  it  tnigbt  be  good 
To— 

onsixo. 
Whj,  Ijts  lale  ouLnige  to  Beatrice — 
For  it  is  such,  as  I  but  fultitly^  ^ess. 
As  makes  rfmorse  dislionourt  an  J  leiives  her 
Only  one  Juty*  how  she  may  avenge : 
You»  but  une  r4.'fug*-"  from  ills  ill  endured ; 
3Ie,  but  one  counsol — 

For  we  cannot  hope 
That  aiil,  or  retnbuiion,  or  resource 
Will  nme  thervce,  where  e%-ery  other  0J16 
Might  liud  them  with  less  ticud. 

(Bmataick  advance$,'^ 

OKSIWOv 

Then— 

&KJLTBtCa. 

Pence,  Orsitio ! 
And,  honoured  Lady,  while  I  speak,  I  (tniy 
That  you  put  off,  its  gtinnenu  overworn, 
Forhearnncd  and  rt*s[iect,  remoi-se  and  Tear, 
And  nil  ih«  fit  restriunl*  of  daily  life^ 
Which  have  been  borne  from  childhood,  but  which 

now 
Would  be  a  raocli«?i7  to  my  holier  plea. 
As  I  have  said,  1  have  endured  a  wrong, 
Which,  though  it  be  expresstonksa,  h  fiuch 
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As  asks  atone meaU  botli  fur  what  ia  pa£^ 

And  le^t  I  by  reserved,  day  utter  day, 

To  load  with  crirue^  an  overburthened  soul. 

And  he — wliat  ye  cau  dream  dol.     I  luftTe  {>nLjed^ 

To  God,  iind  I  bave  talked  with  mj  own  heart. 

And  have  unravelled  my  e   laugled  will. 

And  have  at  kogtb  det^rinined  what  b  Hgfat. 

Art  thou  my  friend,  Orilno  ?     Fake  or  trao  ? 

Pledge  thy  salvation  ere  I  »peak. 

I  swear 
To  dedicate  my  cunning,  and  my  strength, 
My  silence,  and  whatever  else  is  mine. 
To  tby  commands. 

LUCRETIA. 

You  think  we  should  devise 
His  death? 

BEATRICE. 

And  execute  what  is  devised. 
And  suddenly.     We  must  be  brief  and  bold. 

OBSINO. 

And  yet  most  cautious  ; 

LUCRETIA. 

For  the  jealous  laws 
Would  punish  us  with  death  and  infamy 
For  that  which  it  became  themselves  to  do. 
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Crosses  a  deep  rapine  ;  'tis  ruugh  tmd  rinrrow,. 
And  irinds  with  short  turns  (lawn  i\xii  pitrcifjice  { 

And  in  its  depth  there  is  a  mighty  roc-k, 
Which  has,  from  umma^jma^'^L*  your*, 
SustAined  Itself  whit  terror  urid  witli  tail 
Over  ft  gulf,  and  with  ihe  a^iny 
With  which  Jt  clings  ^tHfmB     owJy  cotijmg  down  ; 
Even  as  a  wretched  ^oul  hour  afler  iiour 
Clings  to  the  mii&s  of  life ;  yet,  clhij^ln^,  It^ns ; 
And,  kaning,  makes  more  durk  the  dreHd  abyoH . 
In  which  it  fears  to  fjtll :  buticath  this  cmg 
Hoge  as  despsiir,  as  if  in  wt^arinei;?, 
The  melancholy  mountain  yawns — below, 
You  hear  but  see  not  an  impetuous  torrent 
Raging  among  the  caverns,  and  a  bridge 
Crosses  the  chasm  ;   and  high  above  there  grow, 
With  intersecting  trunks,  from  crag  to  cnig, 
Cedars,  and  yews,  and   pines  ;   whose   tangled 

hair 
Is  matted  in  one  solid  roof  of  shade 
By  the  dark  ivy's  twine.     At  noon-day  her<* 
'Tis  twilight,  and  at  sunset  blackest  night. 

OR31NO. 

Before  you  reach  that  bridge  make  some  excuse 
For  spurring  on  your  mules,  or  loitering 
Until— 

BEATRICE. 

What  sound  is  that? 
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LUCBBTIA. 

Hark  I  No,  it  cannot  be  a  servant's  step ; 

It  must  be  Cenci,  unexpectedly 

Returned — make  some  excuse  for  being  here. 

Beatbick  (to  Obsiko  as  she  goes  out.) 
That  step  we  hear  approach  must  never  pass 
The  bridge  of  which  we  spoke. 

[Exeunt  Lucbbtia  and  BBATBi<nL 


What  shall  I  do? 
Cenci  must  find  me  here,  and  I  must  bear 
The  imperious  inquisition  of  his  looks 
As  to  what  brought  me  hither:  let  me  mask 
Mine  own  in  some  inane  and  vacant  smile. 

Enter  GlACOMO,  in  a  hurried  manner. 

Howl  have    you    ventured   hither?  know  yoa 

then 
That  Cenci  is  from  home  ? 

GIACOMO. 

I  sought  him  here ; 
And  now  must  wait  till  he  returns. 

OBSIKO. 

Great  God  J 
Weigh  yon  the  danger  of  this  rashness  ? 


iOi  TES  CSMCU 

Ayr 

Does  my  destroyer  knour  bis  dnnger?     W« 
Are  now  no  more,  as  once,     irent  and  child. 
But  man  to  man  ;  the  oppit^i  or  to  ifie  oppresM^l 
Thti  slfltiderL^r  to  the  filande'  d ;  foe  to  foe. 
He  hiiA  cast  Nature  of!',  w       :i  wns  h'\s  shield, 
Aiid  Natutti  ci^ts  hun  ofT,      lo  if  Iier  abame  ; 
And  I  s^puru  both.     I«  it  a     ihf^r's  tliroat 
Which  I  will  shake  ?  and  s     ,  I  ask  not  gold  ; 
I  ask  not  happy  yeat? ;  not-    memories 
Of  tranquil  childhood  ;  nor  home-sheltered  love  ; 
Though  all  these  hast  thou  lorn  from  me,  and 

more  : 
But  only  my  fair  fame  ;  only  one  hoard 
Of  peace,  which  1  thought  hidden  from  thy  hate 
Under  the  j)enury  heaped  on  me  hy  thee  ; 
Or  I  will — God  can  understand  and  pardon, 
Why  should  I  speak  with  man  ? 

OllSlKO. 

Be  calm,  dear  friend. 

OIACOMO. 

Well,  I  will  calmly  tell  you  what  he  did. 
This  old  Francesco  Cenci,  as  you  know, 
Borrowed  the  dowry  of  my  wife  from  me, 
And  then  denied  the  loan ;  and  left  me  so 
In  poverty,  the  whicli  I  sought  to  mend 
By  holding  a  jioor  olliee  in  the  state. 
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Ft  Iiud  been  promiaed  to  me,  and  already 

I  boaglit  new  elotbing  for  my  mggtnl  babe«j 

And  tny  w  iff  smiled ;  and  tuy  lieiiil  kncwrepoea; 

When  C«riei'«  interci-ssign,  m  I  found* 

Conferred  tliis  olfice  on  ii  wrc:toh,  whom  thua 

He  p«iid  for  vili'St  serviciu     I  returned 

Wiih  thh  ill  uew9,  and  we  8«t  sad  together 

Solacin<;  our  despoacieucy  with  tears 

Of  £udi  uHectlori  und  uubruketi  fiiiLh 

As  temper  life's  worst  litttTneis;  when  he, 

Afi  lie  is  wont,  came  to  upbraid  and  curse, 

Mocking  our  povtrrty,  and  it-lling  us 

Sucb  waB  God'i  scourge  for  dtisobedii^nt  song. 

And  then,  that  1  might  strike  him  dunib  with 

sbamt*, 
I  spoke  of  my  wife's  dowry ;  but  be  eoiued 
A  brief  jet  specious  ttilc,  how  1  bad  wii^ted 
The  5uni  hi  secret  riotj  and  h«3  saw 
My  wife  was  touched,  and  be  went  aiiiiting  forth. 
And  when  1  knew  tJie  iuipreti^^ion  he  hud  made* 
And  r^lt  my  wife  insult  with  albot  scorn 
My  tirdeut  (rufh»  uud  look  Bvcrbe  and  culd^ 
I  went  forth  too:  but  60011  returned  again; 
T«t  not  m  soon  but  tbiit  xny  wifti  luul  liiught 
My  children  her  harsb   Ibougbls,  and  tht-y  nil 

eried, 
**  Give  us  dotb<?8,  fiiiher!  Give  0*  belter  fixtd  ! 
What  you  in  onu  night  M^uander  were  enough 
For  moutha  1 '    1  looked  and  saw  that  boin?  wai 


^6 
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And  to  that  bell  will  I  return  no  mon% 
Until  mine  enemy  has  rendered  ti[» 
Atonement,  or«  as  lie  piye  life  to  me, 
I  will»  reversing  nature's  law — 

osstxo. 

Trust  me, 
The  compensiitioa  which  thoii  seekest  here 
Will  be  denied. 

Oli^COMO. 

Then — Are  yoti  not  my  friend  f 
Did  )'ou  not  hint  at  the  alternative 
Upon  the  hrink  of  which  3*ou  see  I  stund^ 
The  other  day  when  we  conversed  together? 
My  wrongs  were  tlicri  less*    That  word  parrJddflL 
AJthougli  I  am  resolve<lf  haunts  me  Uke  fear. 

oaaiird. 
It  must  be  fear  itself,  for  the  bare  word 
Is  boUow  mockery.     Murk,  Imw  widest  God 
Draws  to  one  point  the  (hn-uds  of  »i  just  doom. 
So  sanctitying  it:  whrit  you  devise 
Isf  as  it  were,  nccompli^hed. 


OIAOOMO. 


Is  he  dead? 


OBSIXO. 

His  grave  h  ready.     Know  that  since  we  met 
Ceuci  has  done  an  outrage  to  his  daughter. 
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bat  outrage? 

That  sbe  speak?  not,  but  you  may 
Conceive  such  lialf  conjectures  as  I  tlo. 
From  lier  fixed  palenoss,  and  the  lofty  grief 
Of  her  stent  brow,  bent  on  the  idle  air, 
Ami  her  severe  unmotluhited  voice, 
Drowning  both  temltniess  and  dread;  and  last 
Krom  this;  tliat  whili^l.  Iter  Btep-inotber  and  It 
Bewildered  in  our  liorroiv  la!k  together 
With  obscure  liint** ;  both  self-misunderstood^ 
And  dark! J  gnessingj  slumblmg,  m  our  talk* 
Over  the  trnllu  nnd  yet  to  its  revenge. 
She  Inierrifpted  us,  and  with  a  look 
Which  told*  before  ehe  spoke  it,  he  must  die-* 


GIACO«0« 

It  IS  enough.     My  doubis  nre  well  appeaeed  j 

There  is  a  higher  reasoti  fur  the  OjCI 

Than  mine;  there  is  a  holier  jud^je  than  me^ 

A  more  unblnmed  avenger.     Beatrice, 

Who  in  the  gentleuesa  of  thy  aweet  youth 

Ha^t  never  trodden  on  a  worm,  or  bruised 

A  living  flower,  but  thou  hai^t  pitied  it 

With  needless  tears  1  fair  sister,  thou  in  wljom 

Men  wontlvred  bow  such  loveliness  and  wisdom 

Did  not  desjti'oy  each  other  I  ig  there  made 

Havage  of  ihee  ?     0.  heart,  I  ask  no  more 

Justitieation  I   Shall  I  wait,  Ofi^tno, 

XiU  be  return,  and  stab  him  at  the  door  f 


^^^^^^^^^B 
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^^^^H 

Not  so ;  Bonie  accident  might  interpose                  ^^^^H 

To  rescue  him  from  what  is  now  mast  stire ;          ^^^H 

And  you  are  unprovidtft^          ^  to  flj,                    ^^^^H 

How  to  excuse  or  to  cor            Na}%  listen  :         ^^^^H 

All  is  contrived ;  sacoess  1        assured                  ^^^^| 

Thcit —                                                                  ^^^1 

^^^^^H 

&£AT%1CB.                                                ^P^^H 

Tb  m j^  brother'a  roice  1   You  know  m«  mi*  ?      ^M 

OIACOMO. 

My  sister,  my  lost  sister ! 


BBATRICB. 

Lost  indeed ! 
I  >ee  Orsino  has  talked  with  you,  and 
That  you  conjecture  thing;?  too  horrible 
To  speak,  yet  fqr  less  than  the  truth.     Now,  stay 

not, 
lie  might  return:  yet  kiss  me;  I  shall  know 
Tliat  then  thou  hast  consented  to  his  death. 
Farewell,  farewell !    Let  piety  to  God. 
Brotherly  love,  justice  and  clemency, 
And  all  things  that  make  tender  hardest  hearts. 
Make  thine  hard,  brother.    Answer  not — farewelL 

[Exeunt  severally. 
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SCF.KB   IT. 
A  mmn.  Apartmmi  in  Giacquo*s  //«'«««, 

GlACOUO  dbML 


GIACOMO, 

Til  midnight,  and  Orsino  ct>mes  not  yr-U 

[Ttmnfkt.  md  the  muntt  o/a  ilomi. 

Wimtl  can  tlie  everla5tm<|  *-]emcnls 
Fiiel  with  a  worm  like  miin  ?     If  so,  tlie  almft 
Of  raerey-winged  lightning  wouUl  not  full 
On  stones  and  tr«cs.    My  wife  ond  children  sleep  i 
They  are  now  living  in  unm^jining  drvams  : 
But  I  mufit  wiikf,  *lill  doiihlinjf  if  tlmt  det*d 
Be  just  wliich  was  most  iiL'tv^pjiry.     0 
Thou  unrepkniAhed  lamp!  ivlio^^c  narrow  fire 
Is  fihjdten  hy  the  wind,  juid  on  whostj  edge 
Devouring  darkness  hove p*  I  ihou  !*rnfiJi  Ihune* 
Wliicht  tts  »  iiying  pulse  rifles  and  IttUs, 
Siill  flickert'si  up  rtnd  duwn*  how  very  *oon, 
Did  I  not  fet'd  thrc,  wmild^l  thou  luil  tmd  be 
As  thou  had8t  ntrvt-r  ht-en  I    So  wrifsk'S  and  sinka 
Even  now,  peirhaps,  iht-  life  tliat  kindled  oiine: 
But  that  no  power  can  fill  with  vital  oil 
ThAt  broken  lamp  of  ti<'sh.     Ha  I  'tif*  thw  blood 
Which  f(L'(l  these  veins  that  ebbs  till  hU  is  rold; 
It  is  the  form  that  moulded  mine,  that  sinka 
Into  the  wblti^  and  yellow  g[>a$tn3  of  death: 
VOL.  n.  14 
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It  U  llifT  soul  by  which  mine  wili  nrrtijed 

In  Gud'^  imm<}rtj:d  likened  wUch  now  slands 

X«ked  bdbre  IIi^Ten*s  juiJgtiientHH»t  1 

One!  Two! 
len  my  hairs  are  wbllc 
ie  waiting  thus, 
I  and  vain  retiiorif e  | 
sr  of  news 

I  almost  wish 
ay  wrongs  are  great  | 


The  hoiii-s  cr;iwl  on ; 
My  ^fvn  will  tlien  pe 
Torturetl  lelwet^n  j{j 
CUidid;;*  ih«  tnrdy  nicj 
Like  tho^c  wliich  I  enj 
He  be  not  desid,  nJtboiii^ii 
Yet — His  Or:riuo's  step. 


£7J^fr  Orsixo. 
Speak ! 


I  am  come 


To  say  he  has  escaped. 


OIACOMO. 

Escaped  1 

OBSINO. 

And  safe 
Within  Petrella.  He  passed  by  the  spot 
Appointed  for  the  deed  an  hour  too  soon. 


GIACOMO. 

Are  we  the  fools  of  such  contingencies  ? 


If  no  remote  is  oups  wli«(i  the  dm  air 
Hai?  dnirik  ihli*  innoc^cnt  finmc, wliv  fboTilJ  wt>  t|uftU 
When  C<MTci*s  life,  tlml  Hfjht  hy  whidi  ill  spinT* 
See  tlie  worst  dtseds  llitry  prompt,  sfiall  sink  for 

ever  ? 
No,  I  am  hardened. 


ORIIXO. 

Wtiy,  wlirtt  need  of  ihis? 
Who  fejircil  llie  piile  idtmskKi  of  remorse 
In  a  just  deed?     A]th(ju>;h  our  first  pbn  failed, 
DouUt  not  but  li6  wiU  ^mm  be  laid  to  rest. 
But  light  the  lamp  i  let  uji  not  tntk  i'  the  durk. 


OtACoato  [Uffking  ihM  taap.) 
4od  jet,  once  quenched,  I  catuiot  thi 
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%ly  fiirher'e  life :  do  you  not  think  his  ^oet 
Might  plead  that  argumeot^ 


Tou  cannot  now  recall 
Your  own  extinguisher 
Nor  jouT  wife*8  bitter 
Wbichf  from    the   pros 

takes } 
Nor  your  dead  mother ; 


sister's  pejice ; 
^  of  youth  and  bopei 
i;  nor  all  tbe  fauotfl 
us,  weak  mi&Tortuoe 


OIACOMO. 

0,  speak  no  more ! 
I  am  resolved,  although  this  very  hand 
Must  quench  the  life  that  animated  it. 

OH9INO. 

There  is  no  need  of  that.     Listen  :  you  know 

Olini{>io,  the  castellan  of  Petrella 

In  old  Colonna's  time  ;  him  whom  your  fiither 

Degraded  from  his  post?     And  Marzio, 

That  desperate  wretch,  whom  he  deprived  last  year 

Of  a  reward  of  blood,  well  earned  and  due  ? 

OlACOMO. 

I  knew  Olimpio ;  and  they  say  he  hated 
Old  Cenci  so,  that  in  his  silent  rage 
His  lips  grew  white  only  to  see  him  pass. 
Of  Marzio  I  know  nothing. 
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ORBIHO. 

Marzio's  hate 
Matches  Olimpiu's.     I  have  sent  these  men, 
But  in  yuur  name,  and  as  at  your  request, 
To  talk  with  Beatrice  and  Lucretia. 

OIACOXO. 

Only  to  talk  ? 

OBSIMO. 

The  moments  which  even  now 
Pass  onward  to  to-morrow's  midnin;ht  hour, 
May  memorize  their  flight  with  death :  ere  then 
They  must  have  talked,,  and  may  perhaps  have 

dune, 
And  made  an  end. 

OIACOMO. 

Listen !    What  sound  is  that? 

OR8INO. 

The  house-dog  moans,  and  the  beams  crack :  noagbt 
else. 

OIACOMO. 

It  is  my  wife  complaining  in  her  sleep: 

I  doubt  not  she  is  saying  bitter  things 

Of  me ;  and  all  my  children  round  her  dreaming 

That  I  deny  them  sustenance. 

OR8IHO. 

Whilst  he 
Who  truly  took  it  from  them,  and  who  fills 


9i4  TBK   CEKCt. 

Thdir  huugiy  rest  wilh  bitterties^,  now  sleepo 
XiEpped  ]D  bad  pleasures,  and  triumphantljr 
Mocks  thee  in  yisloDs  of  successful  h&te 
Too  like  the  truth  of  da 


'  e*er  he  wa^es 
AgaJQ^  I  will  not  trust  %Uog  biuida — 


Whf ,  that  were  welL   I  m      be  gone ;  good  nigfaf ! 
When  next  we  meet  may  all  he  done ! 

OIACOMO. 

And  all 

Forgotten.     O  that  I  had  never  been  I 


ITBH   OEMCL 


'il^ 


ACT  IV. 

Scmtnt  1,-^An  Aparitiunt  {»  tfte  Ckutl^a/Fttrslh* 

Enttt  GenOi. 

She  comes  not ;  j'et  I  left  lier  even  now 
Vanquished  And  tmnU     She  knows  the  penalty 
Of  her  di'lay  ;  j'ot  wlnit  if  th  rents  nre  vain  ? 
Am  I  not  now  within  I'etrtjlla's  mn«t? 
Or  fcur  I  stil!  the  eyes  nnd  ears  of  Rome  ? 
Mtghl  I  not  drug  her  hy  the  ^oldt' a  hair  ? 
Stainji  on  h«r  ?   kcRp  her  fili'L-ples^,  till  her  brain 
Be  oviirwurn  ?  tniru*  ht-r  wtthcluiin.-iHtKlfiitnm©? 
Less  would  suffice*     Twt  so  to  Itav-e  undone 
What  1  most  s^ek  I     Noi,  'tis  her  stubborn  wflJ, 
Which,  by  it*  own  consc-nt*  eliall  stoop  as  low 
At  that  which  drug>i  it  dnwn. 

Enter  LtJciiETiA^ 

Thou  loathed  wretch  I 
Hide  Ihee  ffom  my  abhorrence  j  fly,  bt^gone  I 
Yet  stay  I     Bid  Beatrice  coxne  hither* 


CV OUST  I  A* 


O 


Husbatkd !  I  praj,  Ibr  thine  own  wretched  eake, 
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Heed  wtmt  thou  dosL     A  mim  who  walks  like  thee 
TbrougU  crunes,  mid  throagh  the  danger  of  Ilia 

crimes, 
Eacli  hoar  muj  stumble  o'er  «.  sudden  gruve. 
And  thou  art  old ;  thj  hnirs  are  hooiy  gray  i 
As  thou  wouldst  save  tby&elf  from  death  aud  bctU 
Pity  lb  J  daugbler;  give  her  to  some  friend 
In  mnrnage ;  feo  that  she  may  tempt  thee  not 
To  hutred,  or  worse  thooglitg,  if  worse  there  be. 


What !  like  her  si^jter,  who  hus  fouud  a  homer 
To  mock  my  bal«  from  with  prosperity  ? 
Strang  ruin  slmll  deslroy  bolh  htar  and  thee. 
And  all  that  yut  reniaiu.     My  death  may  be 
Rapid,  her  destiny  outspeedA  it,     Gr<v 
Bid  her  come  hither^  and  before  my  mood 
Be  changed,  lest  1  should  drag  her  by  the  hadr. 

LUCBETtA. 

She  sent  me  to  thee,  husband.     At  thy  presence 
She  fell,  as  thou  dost  know,  into  a  trance  ; 
And  in  that  trance  she  heard  a  voice  which  said* 
**  Cenci  must  die  I     Let  him  confeis  himself  I 
Even  now  the  accusing  angel  waits  to  hear 
If  God,  to  punish  his  enonnous  crimes, 
Harden  his  dying  heart  I  '* 


Why — such  things  artv 
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Ko  daubi  tllviue  reveaHngs  miiy  bu  mutle. 

Tis  pltiin  r  Uave  beed  favoured  from  uhovo, 

For  wbeii  I  cirrseil  my  sons,  tliey  ilitnl. — Ay — bo. 

As  to  the  righl  or  wrong,  iIjuI'b  tulk.   KcpeiitunotJ  ? 

RepeuUriftt  b  an  easy  inutueut'e  work. 

And  more  depends  on  Gud  than  nie.     Well — 

well — 
I  tnuBt|pvo  up  the  greater  point,  whkh  wiis 
To  poison  tiiid  corrupt  her  souL 

[AjMUtti  LuciiKTCA  afiifroaekei  ataiooftg,  anii  ihtm 
shrMu  hack  aj  ht  tptalu. 

One,  tWTi ; 
Ay — Rocco  aiitl  Cristofnuo  uiy  curse 
SirATiglt^tl :  and  Gi(icofno>  I  ttiiuk,  wit  I  fuid 
Life  a  worse  IU*I1  than  thut  hpyond  the  gruve: 
Bt^atrice  ^hail^  if  there  he  gkill  lit  hale, 
Die  in  despair,  blaspherniti;^:  (o  licruardu, 
lie  is  so  inriooentf  I  will  btHjueathe 
The  Bjojoory  of  tlicse  (ii-*oil«,  and  make  hU  youth 
The  scp«l<:lire  of  hope,  where  evil  tlioughu 
Sha!l  ^row  like  weeds  on  ti  uegleci^sd  tomb. 
When  all  is  done,  out  in  the  wide  Catniaigna, 
1  will  pile  up  my  silver  Hud  my  gold; 
My  cosily  Kibcs,  pAinlittga,  aiul  fApciitrJes  j 
My  parch  iuent»,  and  nil  rccowl^jof  my  w(*:dth  ; 
And  make  a  bonfire  in  my  joy,  and  leave 
Of  my  pOBHegdoti*  notlijng  but  my  uume; 
Which  *UaH  bo  au  itdjorifauce  to  strip 
fta  wearer  bare  as  iiifamy.     That  done, 
My  ioul,  which  is  a  ikcotirge,  will  I  resign 
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Inlo  the  Uand^  of  Him  who  wieldt^tl  it ; 

Be  it  lor  its  own  punii^htnt'rit  or  ihdrs. 

He  vflW  not  a^k  it  of  me  tilJ  thft  tnsti 

Be  broken  in  its  Just  ami  ^""*je?t  ^-auod  ; 

Until  il^  (late  be  all  iiifl 

L«0t  dmth  ouLspeL'ti  my 

Short  work  and  surt*. 


Slie  hm\  no  nutont  and  Bv 

I  said  it  but  to  awe  tb««. 


o»«,  let  me  miJcc; 

nv  !  it  IV 03  a  fvhit : 
rard  no  voice. 


i 


CENCI. 

That  is  well. 
Vile  palterer  with  the  sacred  trutli  of  God, 
Be  thy  soul  choked  with  that  blaspheming  lie  ! 
For  Beatrice,  worse  terrors  are  in  store, 
To  bond  her  to  my  will. 


LUCRETIA. 

0 !  to  what  will  ? 
What  cruel  sufferings,  more  than  she  has  known. 

Canst  thou  iiillict  ? 

CENCI. 

Andrea  !  go,  call  m\'  daughter. 
And  if  she  comes  nut.  tell  her  tliat  I  come. 

(  To    Liri!KTIA.) 

UHiat  sufTeriuLrs  ?     I  will  drag  her,  step  bj  step. 
Through  infamies  unheard  of  among  men  ; 
She  shall  stand  shelterless  in  the  broad  noon 
Of  public  scorn,  tor  acts  blazoned  abroad, 
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One  among  wliich  shall  be — what  f  canst  lliou 

She  shall  beeomd  (Jbr  wlmt  slie  most  abhors 

Shall  hove  a  fifv-ci nation  lo  entrap 

Her  lonihlng  will,)  to  hor  own  cori'^cJortfl  self 

All  stic  a^tpertrs  to  olbere ;  and  when  dead, 

As  she  «halJ  die  unslirircd  and  unforglven, 

A  rebel  lo  hor  father  and  (icr  Goti^ 

Ilcr  corpse  *liiill  be  ahandoncti  to  the  hcumdsi 

Her  nam©  shall  be  the  (eri-or  •>('  the  earth  ; 

Her  f^pirit  shall  ap|troat-h  the  ihrnrtc  of  God 

Fiague-spotted  with  my  rttrsc^.     I  vidl  make 

Body  and  soul  n  mousirous  lump  of  ruin. 

Enter  Akurjqa. 


The  lad/  Beatrice 


CEffcr. 

Speats,  pale  slave  I  what 


Said  she  ? 

My  lord,  'twas  what  ehe  lookoil  ;  she  said 
"  Go  tell  tny  fiiihcr  I  hat  1  see  the  gulf 
Of  Hell  between  us  two»  which  he  niay  pass ; 
I  will  oot."  i^rit  Anttmu. 

cnrct. 

Go  thou  qoick.  Lueretla, 
Tell  her  to  eotne ;  yet  let  her  iinder*tatKl    * 
Her  coming  U  eonj?ent :  and  say,  raoroavcr, 
That  if  she  come  not  I  will  cnree  her* 

[Exit  LsexKtiA- 


m 
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With  what  but  with  a  father's  cursi;  doth  God 
Panic-stHke  armfeil  vkiianr,  and  make  pale 
Cities  ID  tbcir  i>ra^[>cM"''^     The  world's  Kutlier 


Must  grant  a  piii"t;nt'*t 
Be  he  ivho  a*k*  even 
Will  not  the  deaths  of 
Awe  her  before  I  epei 
Did  imprecate  quick  r 


■  againat  his  child, 

len  call  me, 
Lielhou&  brothers 
'  I  on  them 
d  it  came. 


Sitter  L,  ru> 

Well  i  what  ?     Speak,  wrt  h  I 


LUCRETIA. 

She  said,  "I  cannot  come ; 

Go  tell  ray  father  tliat  I  see  a  torrent 
Of  his  own  blood  rafrinoj  between  us." 


CEXCi  {fcnedinff.) 


God, 


Hear  me  !     If  this  most  specious  mass  of  flesh, 
Which   thou   hast  made  my  daughter ;  this    my 

blood, 
Phis  particle  of  my  divided  being  ; 
Or  rather,  this  my  bane  and  my  disease, 
Whose  sight  infects  and  poisons  me;  this  devil. 
Which  sprung  from  me  as  from  a  hell,  was  meant 
To  aught  good  use  ;  if  her  bright  loveliness 
Was  kindled  to  iUumine  this  dark  world  ; 
If, nursed  by  thy  selectest  dew  of  love, 
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8udi  nrtueg  bloiL^om  in  her  as  should  make 

The  pence  of  lire,  I  pray  lliee  for  my  snke, 
As  ihou  the  cotatuon  God  nnd  Father  an 
Of  b«r,  ainl  me,  and  afi ;  roveiie  that  doom  1 
EHrth,  in  the  name  of  God,  lot  h<'r  food  be 
Poi;!on,  until  eho  he  encrusted  round 
With  lepi-Qus  slaina  !  Heaven,  mtn  upon  her  head 
The  hllstering  drops  oflhe  Mairemmji'^  dew, 
Till  she  Ue  speckled  like  a  toad ;  purL'h  up 
Those  ]ove>cnkindled  lip:^,  wurp  tho^e  tine  limba 
To  loathed  lamcnesi; !     All-ht^holding  sun. 
Strike  ru  ihiiie  envy  tho^e  lifc-dttrfing  eyes 
With  ihine  own  blinding  beatosl 

Peace,    (leace  t 
For  thine  own  sake  unsay  iboae  drtnidful  woiijs, 
Wheti  high  God  grants^  he  punishes  snch  prayers. 

Cknci{tiaptny  up,  and  throwing  hi$  rij^it  hand  tQwmtt* 

He  does  hU  will,  I  mine  1     This  m  addition, 
That  if  she  hfive  a  child 


|.DCHSTfA. 


HoiTible  thought  I 


That  if  she  ever  have  a  cluJd  ;  nnd  (IioiIh, 
^uiclc  Nature !  I  adjure  tliee  by  thy  God, 


m 

That  thou  he  fruitful  in  her.  and  ificre«ie 
And  mtiltiplyt  full^liin^  his  comma.nd, 
And  my  deep  impri^cation !     Maj  it  be 
A  hideous  likeness  of' ^';  that  as 


u  mar  see 
?.he  tnmt  sibhor% 
mrsing  breast. 
I  its  infrijaej 
ked  and  deJHrfBed, 
>  niiswrj : 


From  a  distorting  mirfi 

Her  imuge  mixed  with 

Smiling  upod  her  frotif 

And  th»t  the  cliild  roi 

Grow*  tiny  hj  dny*  more 

Ttitniiig  hvT  mother's  W 

And  that  hoth  she  and  it  d    y  live,  until 

It  shall  ro|i!ty  htT  care  and  puin  with  hate. 

Or  what  may  else  be  more  unnatural ; 

So  he   may   hunt  her  through  the  clamorooa 

scofls 
Of  the  loiul  world  to  a  dishonoured  grave. 
Shall  I  revoke  tiiis  curse  ?     Go,  bid  her  come. 
Before  my  words  are  clironicled  in  heaven. 

[Exit  LucaKTL* 
I  do  not  fuel  as  if  I  were  a  man, 
I3ut  like  a  ticnd  apjiointed  to  chastise 
The  offences  of  some  unremembered  world. 
]\Iy  blood  is  running  up  and  down  my  veins  ! 
A  fearful  pleasure  nuikes  it  prick  and  tingle  : 
I  feel  a  giddy  sickness  of  strange  awe  ; 
My  heart  is  beating  with  an  expectation 
Of  horrid  joy. 


Enter  LcCRETIA. 

What  ?     Speak  I 
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She  bids  thee  curse } 
And  Lf  thy  curses^  as  tUej  caimol  Uo, 
Could  kill  her  soul — 


CKWOl. 

Sbe  would  not  come.     Tis  well, 
I  can  do  h<ftU  :  fmt  take  wlmt  I  d«:inand, 
And  then  extort  concession.     To  thy  chamber! 
Fly  ere  I  spurn  thee:  and  beware  this  night 
That  thou  crosa  not  my  footsteps.     It  were  safer 
To  come  he  t  we  en  the  tlgtr  and  his  prey. 

[Exit  LUCBLETI4. 

It  must  be  Isite;  mine  eyes  grovr  weary-dim 
With  uiniccristoined  heaviness  of  sleep. 
Conscit-'Hce  I  O  tliou   most  insolent  of  lie^  ! 
Th*;y  say  that  sleep,  that  healing  dew  of  heaven, 
Steeps  not  in  halm  the  foldings  of  the  bruin 
Which  thinks  thee  an  impostor*     I  will  go, 
First  to  helie  thee  with  an  hour  of  rest. 
Which  will  be  deep  antl  calm,  I  feel ;  and  then — 
0,  multitudinous  Hel),  the  fiends  will  shake 
Thine  arches  wilh  the  laughter  of  their  joy  I 
There  shall  he  lamentation  heard  m  Heaven 
As  o^'er  an  angel  fallen  ;  and  upon  Earth 
All  good  sliatl  droop  and  sicken,  and  ill  things 
Shall,  with  a  i^pirit  of  unnatural  life, 
Stir  aud  be  qftickeued — even  as  I  am  now 
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E^itr  BiEAT«rcK  and  L  a  ohm  <m  tiU  mit^tafU 

1  !< 

riioy  come  not  yet. 


*Ti£»  &_    ce  midaigfit. 

BEATRICE. 

How  slow 

Behind  the  course  of  thought,  even  sick  with  speed, 
Lags  leaden-footed  Time ! 

LUCBETIA. 

The  minutes  pass. 
If  he  should  wake  before  the  deed  is  done  ? 

BEATRICE. 

O  mother !    he  must   never  wake  again. 
What  thou  hast  said  persuades  me  that  our  act 
Will  but  dislodge  a  spirit  of  deep  hell 
Out  of  a  human  form. 

LUCRETIA.  • 

'Tis  true  he  spoke 
Of  death  and  judgment  with  strange  confidence 
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Ifl  that  tiieir  iiiiiui*ttl  hue  ? 


Or  'tis  mj  bate,  and  tl 
To  wreak  it,  wLich  ex\ 


Tdu  are  inclmed  then 
m 


^hes  their  blood. 


business  ? 


Ay, 


If  one  should  bribe  me  with  a  tboasand  crowns 

To  kill  a  serpent  which  had  stung  my  child, 
I  could  not  be  more  willing. 

Enter  Beatrice  atid  Lccretia  bdom. 
Noble  ladies  I 


Are  ye  resolved  ? 

OLIMPIU. 

Is  he  asleep? 

HARZIO. 

Is  all 
Quiet? 

LUCRETIA. 

I  mixed  an  opiate  with  his  driok : 
He  sleeps  so  soundly — 
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BBATRICK. 

That  his  death  will  be 
But  as  a  change  of  sin-chastising  dreams, 
A  dark  continuance  of  the  hell  within  him, 
Which  God  extinguish  I     IJut  ye  arc  resolved? 
Ye  know  it  is  a  high  and  holy  deed  ? 


We  are  resolved. 

UARZIO. 

As  to  the  how  this  act 
Be  war,  anted,  it  rests  with  you. 

BEATKICX. 

Well,  follow  I 

OLIHPIO. 

Hush  I  Hark  I  What  noise  is  that  ? 

MABZIO. 

Ha  !  some  one  come^  I 

BEATBICB. 

Ye  conscience-stricken  cravens,  rock  to  rest 
Your  baby  hearts.     It  is  the  iron  gate, 
Which  ye  left  open,  swinging  to  the  wind, 
That  enters  whistling  as  in  scorn.    Come,  follow  I 
And  be  your  steps  like  mine,  Light,  quick,  and  bold. 

[£xeura. 


THE    C£3?Ct* 

8CKNE   m. 

An  .4/wT'***'^  in  tie  Cififc, 
EnUr  BtAI       2Z  anrl  LtrcMB-riA. 


LIJ  ^R^TIA. 


They  are  about  it  no 


BEATRICE. 

Naj,  it  b  dooe. 


LUOSETIA. 

[  have  not  heard  him  groan. 


He  will  not  ffroaiu 


LUCRETIA. 


What  sound  is  that? 


About  his  bed. 


BEATRICE. 

List !  'tis  the  tread  of  feet 


LITCRETIA. 

^ly  God  ! 
If  he  be  now  a  cold  stifT  corpse — 


nEATRICE. 


0,  frar  not 


j  THE  mHm* 

And  leave  roe  the  reward.     Awl  now  mjr  kotft 
Touched  tUe  loose  wrinkled  tbroat,  wbun  the  old 
man 


Stirred  in  his  sleep. 
A  father  s  curse  1 
And  then  lie  Inugheu 
Of  my  dead  father  s| 
And  could  not  kill  lii 


t  thoti  not  our  fiiiher?  • 
lew  ii  was  llie  ghoA 
thrwigb  hia  Up*. 


eraUIe  slaTes  £ 
Where,  if  ye  dnre  not  kill  a  sleeping  man. 

Found  ye  the  boldness  to  return  to  me 

With  such  a  deed  undone?     Base  palterers  ! 
Cowards  and  traitors  I     Why,  the  very  conscience 
Wliicli  ye  would  sell  for  j;old  and  for  reveno-e 
Is  an  equivocation  :  it  f^leeps  over 
A  thousand  daily  acts  disgracing  men  ; 
And  when  a  deed,  where  mercy  insults  Heaven- 
Why  do  I  talk  ? 

[Snatrhing  n  darjyer  from  one  of  them,  and  raising  it. 
liadst  thou  a  tongue  to  say. 
She  murdert'd  her  own  father.  I  must  do  it  ! 
But  never  dream  ye  shall  outlive  hira  long  ! 


OLIMI'IO. 


Stop,  for  God's  sake  ! 


MARZIO. 

I  will  go  back  and  kill  him. 


TUB.  cKsrcf. 

BEATRICE  (ytElttg  ihim  A  bif  «^<1D^| 

Here  take  this  goM  and  hasten  to  joar  hoai^i 
Andj  Alarzio^  because  thou  m-aat  only  nmtsd 


dble,  wear  thou  |M». 

gmndnitlieF 

!?y  en*jr  tfiipe. 
tantl  of  God 
tlmve  I  And,  txwrt^ 
ibb  deed  is  none. 

[A  Atr*  it  i 


By  that  which  made  n 

It  was  the  manUe  whh 
Wort!  in  hit  high  pros 
Envied  his  state  ;  so  •. 
Thou  wtirt  a  weapon  »t. 
To  a  just  use.  Live  lon^ 
If  thou  luist  critneSj  repe: 


LCCBETIA. 

Hark,  'tis  the  castle  horn  :  niy  God  !  it  sounds 
Like  the  last  trump. 

BEATRICE. 

Some  tedious  guest  is  coming. 

LUCRETIA. 

The  dra\vbrid;^e  is  let  dawn  ;  there  is  a  ti*amp 
Of  horses  in  the  court  I   lly,  hide  yourselves  ! 

[Ex'UjU  Olimpio  atid  2!kLA.Kzio. 

BEATRICE. 

Let  US  retire  to  counterfeit  deep  rest ; 

I  scarcely  need  to  counteHeil  it  now; 

The  s[)irit  which  doth  rei^m  within  theaC  limbs 

Seems  strangely  undisturbed,    I  could  even  sleep 

Fearless  and  calm  :  all  ill  is  surely  past. 


tut  €&3CCt. 


Tirere  pcnViis  ; — yoa  m^bt  us  safely  wskah 
A  serpent  ;  '^r  a  coqwe  In  wiiicU  some  ficEbd 
Were  Ultl  U*  sleep. 

Mr 

1  moments  here 

Are  counted.     I  most  im  Troti]  liU  sUep^ 

Since  cune  else  dnre. 


^ 


rvir  I  oht  despair  ! 
f/«Bicftx*.tiw»)  Benu  duct  70a  Ilia  Lowl 

Tr'fnte  to 
Your  father's  chamber. 

Exeunt  Savella  and  Berxardo. 

EhUr  Beatrice. 

BEATUICE. 

'Tis  a  messenger 
Come  to  arre.-t  the  culprit  who  now  stands 
Before  tlie  throne  of  nnappcahible  God. 
lioth  Earth  and  Heaven,  consenting  arbiters. 
Acquit  our  (h^ed. 

LUCRKTIA. 

Oh,  agony  of  fear  ! 
Would  that  he  yet  might  live  !    Even  now  I  heart] 
The  legate's  followers  whimper  as  they  passed 
They  had  a  warrant  for  his  instant  death. 
All  was  prepared  by  unforbiddetj  means, 
Which  we  must  pay  so  dearly,  having  done. 
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Even  now  they  &*Areh  the   towor,  and  find  the 

My  J 
Now  th<iy  suspect  the  truth  ;  now  they  consult, 
Ik'foce  Hiey  coniu  tf>  tux  «s  with  the  (oaL 
Oh  horrible,  'Us  all  discovered  ! 

Mother, 

Wlmt  iH  done  wisely,  is  done  well.     Be  Iwld 
An  tliou  art  just.     'Tb  like  a  truant  child, 
To  f'L-ar  th&l  otJ-ers  know  whnt  thou  hast  done, 
Even  from  th'i»«  own  strong  conaeiousnesii,  and 

thus 
Write  on  uo^ieady  eyes  and  tillered  elieeka 
All  thou  wnuldit  hide.     Be  fiiiihful  to  thyself, 
And  fear  no  other  vfhfv^%  bui  thy  fear. 
For  iff  as  curmot  be,  some  circum&iance 
Should  riie  in  aeeuRaiion,  we  ean  blind 
Stiiiijjioion  with  Mjch  eheup  astonishment, 
Or  overhear  it  with  mah  guiltless  pride, 
-.is  tntirrlerBrii  eiinnol  fuign.     The  derd  is  dt/iie, 
And  what  may  follow  ijuw  regards  not  me* 
I  am  as  uni  verbal  us  llm  lij»ht ; 
Free  as  (he  earih-surromiding  air  j  as  firm 
As  the  world'*  centre*     Consequence,  to  me, 
Is  as  the  wind  whit-h  strikes  the  solid  roek» 
But  shakes  it  not.  [A  ery  witfiin  anti  tHmitit 


▼01  CBS. 

Murder  I  Murder!  Murder  I 
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fnf^r  Beaitaiido  tad  Sj.T«t.X.A. 

8A\'£LLA  {to  hii/alhtfets.i 
G&j  iseiirch  the  castle  routjd;  sound  the  j 
Look  to  the  gates,  i  «t  noite  esGa|>e  I! 

Wb&tiw 

I  know  not  what  to  dtty — mjr  AulKir'e  dcii«L 

How,  dead  ?  he  onl j  sleeps ;  jou  mistake*  broth 

His  sleep  is  very  calm,  very  like  death  ; 
'Tis  wonderful  liow  well  a  tyrant  sleeps. 
He  is  not  dead? 

IlEUXARDO. 

Dead ;  murdered ! 

LUCitLTiA  (a-it/t  extrane  agitation.) 

O,  no,  no  I 

He  is  not  murdered,  though  he  may  be  dead  ; 
I  have  alone  tlie  keys  of  tliose  apartments. 

SAVELLA. 

I  la !  is  it  so  ? 

UEATRICE. 

^1}  lord,  I  pray  excuse  us  ; 
We  will  retire  ;  my  nioiher  is  not  well ; 
She  Keems  quite  overcome  with  t  his  strange  horrc 
\Exeuut  Llcketia  and  Beatkic 
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BATEIXA. 

^  ka  you  suspect  who  may  have  murdered  him  ? 

BBRNARDO. 

£  know  not  what  to  think. 

8ATELLA. 

Can  you  name  any 
Who  had  an  interest  in  his  death  ? 

BERNARBO. 

Alasl 
I  can  name  none  who  liad  not,  and  those  most 
Who  most  lament  that  such  a  deed  is  done; 
My  mother,  and  my  sister,  and  myself. 

8AVELLA. 

'Tis  strange !  There  were  clear  marks  of  violence. 
I  found  the  old  man's  body  in  the  moonlight, 
Hanging  beneath  the  window  of  his  chamber 
Among  the  branches  of  a  pine :  he  could  not 
Have  fallen  there,  for  all  his  limbs  lay  heaped 
And  effortless ;  'tis  true  there  was  no  blood. — 
Favour  me,  sir — it  much  imports  your  house 
That  all  should  be  made  clear — to  tell  the  ladies 
That  I  request  their  presence. 

[Exit  Bern  uido 

Enter  Guards,  bringing  in  Mabzio. 
GUARD. 

We  have  one. 


THE  CEKOU 


Mj  lord,  we  found  thii»  rufBan  and  another 
Lurking  among  ibe  rocks  i  there  is  no  cknibt 


But  tlmt  thej-  are  the 
Each  had  a  bag  of  oc 
A  go!d-in  woven  robe. 
Under  the  dark  rock: 
Betrayed  them  lo  oui 
Despemteiy  figlitingi 


"ifs  of  Count  Cend  t 

fellovr  wore 
ihining  bright 
^lli»meriii^  mooo, 

the  other  fell 


¥ 


'  Iocs  he  confess  ? 

OFFICER. 

He  keeps  firm  silence  ;  but  these  lines  found  on  him 
May  speak. 

8AVELLA. 

Their  hinguage  is  at  least  sincere. 

[Heads 

"  To  THE  Lady  Beatrice. 
"That  tlie  atonement  of  what  my  nature  sick- 
lini  to  conjecture  may  soon  arrive,  I  send  thee,  at 
thy  brother's  desire,  those  who  will  speak  and  do 
more  than  I  dure  write. 

"  Tliy  devoted  servant, 

"  Orsiso.' 

L'nter  LuCKETiA,  BEATRICE,  and  Berxardo. 
Knowest  thou  this  writing,  lady  ? 
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THE  CENGT. 


I  do  nrrest  all  present  in  the  nnme 

Of  the  Pop«'s  Holiness.     You  mast  to  lioni^ 


f  nCRlTtA.  ■ 

0,  .lot  to  Rome !   Ind^ii   wc  strv  not  guUtj. 


loiP 


Gulky  !  who  dares  Uiik  of  guilt  ?     My  k 

r  am  luorc  innocent  > jf  parricide 

Tlian  i,^  a  child  born  fatlierJess.     Daar  mother. 

Your  gcntlentrss  and  patience  are  no  sbteid 

For  iUh  kt'pn^judging  world,  tim  two-edg«<j  ]]« 

Whicli  seems,  but  is  not.    What !  will  human  lav 

Rather  will  ye  who  arc  their  ministers, 

Har  all  access  to  retiibution  first. 

And  then,  when  Pleaven  doth  interpose  to  do 

AVhat  ve  neglect,  anninfi  familiar  thinzs 

To  the  redress  of  an  unwonted  crime, 

I\Iake  ye  the  victims  who  demanded  it 

Ciil{)iits?     'Tis  ye  are  culprits  !    That  poor  wret< 

Wlio  stands  so  j)ale.  and  trembling,  and  amazed 

If  it  be  true  he  murdered  Cenci,  was 

A  sword  in  the  right  hand  ofjustest  God. 

Wln.'refbre  shouM  I  liave  wielded  it?  unless 

The  crimes  which  mortal  tongue  dare  never  n»ai< 

God  therefore  scruples  to  avenge. 


You  own 


That  you  desired  his  death  ? 


TBS  OSNCI. 


2il 


BEATRICE. 

It  would  hiwe  been 
A  crime  no  less  than  his,  if  Ibr  one  mompnt 
That  fierce  dpsire  had  fiided  in  my  lieart. 
Tia  true  I  did  believe,  and  hope,  and  pTay^ 
Aj,  I  even  knew — for  God  is  wise  and  just. 
That  some  strange  sudden  d<y»lh  hung  over  him. 
'Tis  true  that  thi^  did  ha[)[>en,  and  mo^t  true 
There  was  no  oth*.'r  rest  for  me  on  eartli, 
No  other  hope  in  Heaven  ;^now  what  oftliis? 

Strange  thoughts  beget  strange  deeds  j  and   here 

are  both : 
I  judge  thee  not 


bbathigk. 

And  vet»  if  you  arrest  me, 
•You  are  the  judge  and  executioner 
Of  that  which  h  the  life  of  lii'e  :  the  breath 
Of  accusation  kills  an  inno<-ent  name. 
And  leaves  for  bme  acquittal  the  poor  life 
WhJL'h  i*  a  mnsk  without  it.     'Ti»  most  false 
That  I  atn  guiitj  of  foul  parricide  : 
Although  I  must  rf?joic«»  for  juslwit  canae, 
That  other  liamU  have  sent  my  father'^  soul 
To  ask  tlie  mercy  he  dtjiiiedto  nm. 
Now  leave  us  fne ;  stain  not  a  noble  house 
Wiih  vogue  surmiifcs  of  rrjected  crime  ; 
Add  to  our  sufferings  mul  your  own  neglect 
voi,.  It.  16 


I 


TOE    CCNOt« 


ieavler  sum  ;  lot  ibem  l)ave  been  cnotigb  t 


J  pray  that  you  (irepor 
There  the  Pt>i>e's  furll" 


I  dare  not,  Uuiy^ 
•^l'Ugs  for  Rome ; 
asure  will  be  knt^wn. 


0«  not  to  Rome  I  O  tiUs  lot  to  Rome  \ 


DEATRiCn. 


Why  not  to  Rome,  dear  mother  ?    There,  as  here. 

Our  innocence  is  as  an  armed  heel 
To  (ramj)lc  accusation.     God  is  there, 
As  here,  and  with  his  shadow  ever  clothes 
The  innocent,  the  injured,  and  the  weak  ; 
And  such  are  we.     Cheer  up,  dear  lady  !  lean 
On  me  ;  collect  your  wandering  thoughts;.     ^ly 

lord, 
As  soon  as  you  have  taken  some  refreshment. 
Ami  liad  all  such  examinations  made 
Upon  the  spot,  as  may  he  necessary 
To  the  full  understanding  of  this  matter, 
We  shall  be  ready.     Mother,  will  you  come  ? 


LUCRKTIA. 

Ha!  they  will  hind  us  to  the  rack,  and  wrest 

Self-accusation  from  our  agony  ! 

Will  GiacoMio  be  there  ?     Orsino?     Marzio? 
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Afl  present ;  All  confmnted  ;  all  demanding 
Each  from  tlie  ullier*3  countf  nance  tlie  thing 
Wliidt  ig  in  everj'  heart  I     0,  miacrj  ! 

[She/utHtty  and  it  6onM  OUlt, 

gAVBLLA. 

She  famts ;  an  ill  appearance  ihia. 

iu£A-rntott. 

My  lord^ 
She  knows  not  jet  the  me^  of  the  woild. 
She  ftjnrs  thai  power  h  as  a  henst  which  gmaps 
And  looEicni*  not :  a  soflke  whost;  look  transtnutea 
All  things  to  ginlt,  which  is  il^  nulnmenL, 
She  cnnnot  know  bow  well  the  supine  slaves 
Of  hlind  fiulliority  tea*!  (he  truth  of  things 
When  written  on  n  brow  of  guik'le^ssness : 
Slie  sees  not  yet  triumphant  Innocence 
St^md  at  I  he  judgment-seat  of  mortal  man, 
A  judge  and  an  nrruscr  of  the  wrong 
Which  drafts  it  there.    Prepare  yourself,  ray  lord ; 
Our  Buite  will  join  yours  In  the  court  below, 

[Extuni. 


Semm  L—AnApa 


Enter  0«ii 


Do  evil  deeds  thus  qi 
0  thai  the  vain  reroo 


F  GiJiiTOiia. 


come  to  end  ? 
ich  must  chaslise 


Crimes  done,  had  but  as  loud  a  voice  to  warn, 

Ar  its  keen  sting  is  mortal  to  avenge  I 

O  that  the  hour  when  present  had  Ciist  ofl* 

The  mantle  of  its  mystery,  and  shown 

The  ghastly  form  with  which  it  now  returns 

When  its  scared  game  is  roused,  cheering   the 

hounds 
Of  conscience  to  their  prey  1     Alas,  alas ! 
It  was  a  wicked  thought,  a  piteous  deed, 
To  kill  an  old  and  hoary-headed  father. 

OR51NO. 

It  ha?  turned  out  unluckily,  in  truth. 

OIACOSIO. 

To  violate  the  sacred  doors  of  sleep  ; 
To  cheat  kind  nature  of  the  placid  death 
Which  she  prepares  for  overwearied  age ; 
To  drag  from  Heaven  an  unrepentant  soul, 
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W^bicU  might  hiive  quencli^i]  In  it^concilingifrajeri 
A  Hie  of  bumiug  ui'im^s — 

You  eunnol  aay 
I  urged  you  to  ihe  deed. 


0,  !iivd  I  never 
Found  tn  thy  atnootli  imd  ready  countenance 
The  mirror  of  my  darkest  tttotighi^  ;  hudst  thou 
Never  vt-iiU  hiriu  und  «|iiesUous  made  me  look 
Upon  tlie  monster  qI'  my  ihuught,  until 
It  grew  familmr  lo  desire— 

"Vis  thusi 
Men  east  the  blame  of  tht^u*  unprosperous  acts 
Upoi*  ihe  abelturo  of  llieir  uwa  resolve  ; 
Or  iifiyibing  but  their  wejik*  guiky  selves. 
And  yeU  confess  the  truth,  it  U  the  peril 
hi  which  you  »Uttd  that  gives  you  thi^  p&h  side* 

Of  penitence  J  ^ufe«s,  'tis  fvar  disguised 
From  iu  own  ahEime  that  takea  the  mantle  now 
Of  thin  rKTHorse.     What  if  we  yet  were  aoX^  ? 

QIACOMO. 

How  can  that  be  ?     Already  Beatnco» 
Lucrelia,  and  the  murderer,  arc  in  pri<$on* 


A  not  officers  are,  whilst  we  Bp^h, 
im  lO  arrest  us. 

I  prepared 

For  instant  flight.  escape  evea  aaw. 

So  we  tfike  fleet  occat.  the  hair. 


Rather  expire  in  lo  i  I  amy. 

IVhftt !  will  you  ca  -accusing  flight 

Assuretl  conviction  Ujn.  itrict>  ? 

She  Tvho  alone,  in  this  unnatural  work, 
Stands  like  God's  angel  ministered  upon 
By  fiends  ;  iivenj^ing  such  a  nameless  wrong 
As  turns  black  parricide  to  piety  ; 
Whilst  we  for  basest  ends — I  fear,  Orsino, 
While  I  consider  all  your  words  and  looks, 
Comparing  them  with  your  proposal  now, 
That  you  must  be  a  villain.     For  what  end 
Could  you  engage  in  such  a  perilous  crime, 
Training  me  on  with  hints,  and  signs,  and  smiles, 
ICven  to  this  gulf?     Thou  art  no  liar?  No, 
Thou  art  a  lie  !     Traitor  and  murderer ! 
Coward  and  slave  !     But  no — defend  thyself; 

[£>ratrtiM^ 
Let  the  sword  speak  what  the  indignant  tongue 
Disdains  to  brand  thee  with. 


Put  up  your  weapon 
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ta  it  the  desperation  of  your  fi^ar 

Makes  you  thus  nish  nnd  sudden  with  your  friend, 

Now  ruined  Jbr  your  s»k<i?     If  liouefrt  un^^r 

Have  moved  you»  knou\thfit  what  I  just  pmpoMrtI 

Was  bui  U)  h7  yinK     A-^  for  me,  I  tliitik 

Thttrikieas  alfi'dion  It-d  me  lo  lUis  (joiiiL, 

From  which^  if  my  Hi'»u  temper  could  repent, 

r  cfltinot  now  rpeede.     Ev**n  whilst  we  speak, 

The  miivisters  of  justice  wait  below  ; 

They  grant  roe  thf.*e  brirf  momiTit^.  Now,  if  yoit 

Have  any  word  of  melanelioly  eomfon 

To  speak  to  your  pale  wife,  'twere  beat  to  past 

Out  at  the  postem,  ar>d  avoid  theaj  so, 

QtKCQUO, 

O  generous  friend  I  bow  canBi  thou  pardon  me  P 
Would  that  my  life  eould  purchase  thine  I 


oftiiMo. 

Tliitt  wish 
Now  comes  a  day  too  late.  Haste ;  fare  thee  well  I 
Hear^st  thou  not  steps  along  the  corriilor  ? 

Vm  sorry  for  H;  hut  Ihu  guards  are  waiting 

A.t  his  own  gate,  and  such  was  ray  contrivance 

That  1  nii>j;ht  rid  me  both  of  him  and  the  at. 

t  thought  to  act  a  solemn  comedy 

Upon  the  (lainted  pcene  of  thi*  new  world, 

And  to  uHain  ray  own  peculiar  ends 

By  dome  sucli  ploi  of  uiingied  good  and  ill 


&jid  mmed  it  to  a 
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lers  wea\  e ;  but  there  arose  a  Power 
1  grasped  and  snapped  the  tllreade  of  my 
device, 

tin — Ha  I 

[A  ahout  f>  hma/d, 
claimed  abroad  ? 
vile  dtsgoi^e ; 
!e  intioceuoft 
misdeeming  crowtl, 
IS,    *Tls  easy  then, 


Is  that  my  name  I  he 

But  r  will  pil^S,  WTPi 

RttgB  on  ray  back,  « 

Upon  my  face»  thr 

Which  judges  bv  wi» 

For  a  nt^w  nume,  an<l  tor  a  country  new. 

And  a  new  life,  fashioned  on  old  desires. 

To  change  the  honoure  of  abandoned  Rome. 

And  these  mu?t  be  the  niii*ks  of  that  within, 

Whicli  must  remain  unahered. — Oh,  I  fear 

That  what  is  jiast  will  never  let  me  rest ! 

Wh),  when  none  else  is  conscious,  but  myself. 

Of  my  misdeeds,  should  my  own  heart's  contempt 

Trouble  me?     Have  I  not  the  power  to  tly 

My  own  reproaches  ?     Shall  I  be  the  slave 

Of — what?     xV  word  !   which  those  of  this  false 

world 
Employ  against  each  other,  not  themselves  ; 
As  men  wear  daggers  not  for  self-offence, 
but  if  I  am  mistaken,  where  shall  1 
Find  the  disguise  to  hide  me  from  myself, 
As  now  I  skulk  from  every  other  eye? 

[Exit, 


THE  CESfCr. 

FlItST  JVDOV. 


MA 

I  Btraugled  him  m  hts  s 


bo  urged  jou  to  U  ? 

His  own  BOB.  Gincomo«  ?*         le  young  prelate 
Orslno  eent  me  to  Petn       i    hexo 
The  ladies  Beatrice  and  Lircreiia 
Tempted  me  with  a  thousand  crowns,  and  I 

And  my  companion  forthwith  murdered  hiua. 
Now  let  me  die. 

FIRST  JUDGE. 

This  sounds  as  bud  as  tiuth.      Guards,  there. 
Lead  forth  the  prisoners. 

Enter  Lucuetia,  BEAxniCE,  ari'l  Giacomo,  guarded. 
Look  u[)on  this  man  ; 
When  did  you  see  him  last  ? 

BEATKICE. 

We  never  saw  him. 

MAnzio. 
You  know  me  too  well.  Lady  Beatrice. 

BEATRICE. 

I  know  thee!     How  !  where?  when? 


THE    CEKCI. 
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UkttZtO. 

You  know  'iwas  I 
Wbom  yim  did  urge  witb  menaces  and  Iriben 
To  kill  your  futher,     Wlien  the  tuitig  wa>  done, 
You  chithed  me  in  a  robe  of  woven  jjold. 
And  bade  me  iJirive ;  how  1  Imve  ilirivt-tij  you  see. 
You*  my  Lord  Giacoroo,  I>ndy  Lucre  tin, 
You  knovv  tiiat  whnt  I  speiik  is  tnie. 

illBArujcr,  Oilfaticet  iow*ifd»  htm;  Ae«*wrj  hij$Jt3ctt  and 
$/i  rinks  badt. 

Oh»  dart 
The  lerrible  resentment  of  tliofte  eyes 
On  rKe  dread  eartli !     Turn  tlmm  Away  fi-om  mc  I 
Thoy  wound  :  'twas  torture  forced  the  truth.    My 

lords, 
Having  said  this,  let  me  be  led  to  death. 

BEATHICB. 

Poor  wreteh»  I  pity  iheei  yet  stay  awhile. 
Guards,  lead  him  not  away. 


DEATRI CB. 

Cardinal  Camillo, 
Vou  have  a  good  repute  for  gentleness 
And  wisdom ;  can  it  be  lliut  you  ait  here 
To  couutenftnce  a  wicki'd  farce  like  this? 
When  some  oliscure  and  trembling  slave  is  draggei! 
From  sufferings  which  might  shake  the  sternesf 
lieart. 


f 


>tl  Imile  to  answer,  not  bs  bo  believes^ 
t  a     hose  ma/  su-speot  or  do  desire, 

questions  thence  sugse^t  tbeir  own  repfj: 
4,  til  peril  of  BL  ous  tormenU 

^civiful  God  spares  c         tie  dttmned.     Spemk 

now 
The  thing  you  Sturelv  1  rhich  ls»  that  you. 

It' your  fine  frame  we*  md  upon  tiiat  wheel. 

And  you  were  told,  **  that  jou  did  poisoa 

Tour  Utile  nephew:  U  bluesy ed  el lUd 

Who  was  the  loadstar  vi  jk,»,  life;**  and  though 
All  see,  since  his  most  swift  and  piteous  death. 
That  day  and  night,  and  heaven  and  earth,  and 

time, 
And  all  the  things  IiopeJ  for  or  done  therein, 
Are  changed  to  you,  through  your  exceeding  grief^ 
Yet  you  would  say,  '•  I  confess  any  thing  " — 
.Ajid  beg  from  your  tormentors,  like  that  slave. 
The  refuge  of  dishonourable  death. 
I  pray  thee,  Cardinal,  that  thou  assert 
My  innocence. 

CAMiLLO.  (mucJi  mov&i.) 
What  shall  we  think,  my  lords? 
Shame  on  these  tears !  I  thought  the   heart  was 

frozen 
Which  is  their  fountain.     I  would  pledge  my  soul 
That  she  is  guiltless. 

JUDGE. 

Yet  she  must  te  torfvured- 
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[  woul.1  M  »,oon  hrtvrr  tormrtjil  mino  own  nephow 
(If  lie  iiftw  lived,  he  wouh]  b(^  ju.-l  hftr  age  ; 
His  Imtr,  too,  wjis  her  cojuur,  ami  liis  cj ci? 
Like  licr^  irt  .^hitp^,  but  blue,  and  not  so  deep:) 
A^  lUat  HK^t  jierfeci  iinfige  of  Gad';^  ivve 
That  ever  came  sorrovving  upon  tlie  tiJiriU. 
She  k  AS  pure  rji  speechless  infiumy  1 

Well,  be  liei'  purity  on  yo«r  head,  my  lard, 
Tf  you  forbid  th«  rnck.     His  Holiness 
Enjoined  us  k>  pursue  thiii  mon&troas  crime 
By  the  severest  fornii  of  law  ;  nayt  even 
To  »in^lcU  a  paint  against  iho  criminnU. 
The  prisonttrs  stand  accused  of  pan'icide, 
Upon  such  evidence  us  justifies 
Toriure. 

nilATftlCV. 

What  evidence  ?    This  roau'd  ? 

Even  no* 
BHATfttCl  {to  Mahxio.) 
Come  near.     And  who  nrt  thou,  ih\i&  chosen  forth 
Out  of  the  multitude  of  living  men. 
To  kill  ihe  innocent  ? 


fby  futher'fl  vassal. 


M41IXI0. 

1  atn  MorziOt 


^^^n 

i 

d 

^^^H 

BKATRICB-                                                               ^^H 

Fix 

thine  ejireiS  on  mtne ;        ^H 

Answer  to  wliat  1  nsk. 

[  r^Jiunj^  to  l4e  JWjte       ^^1 

i«e  marie                      ^^ 

Hia  ooutkienance  ;  unli 

i  CA\nmny,                     ^^ 

Which  soinetimeg  dar- 

speak  tJie  tbing  it 

looks, 

n^  daiL's  Dot  look  the 

e  epeakis,  but  bends 

llift  gaze  on  the  biind  ea 

{To  MAitKio.) 

^hatl  wilt  (boa  smj           ' 

That  I  did  m under  my  own  .^tUicr  ? 

Oh! 
Spare   me!   My  brain   swims  round — I    cannot 

8i)eak — 
It  was  that  horrid  torture  forced  the  truth. 
Take  me  away  !   Let  her  not  look  on  me  ! 
I  am  a  guihy  niisrrable  wretch  ! 
I  have  said  all  1  know  :  now,  let  me  die ! 


IJEATniCE 

My  lords,  If  by  my  nature  1  had  been 
So  fitern,  as  to  have  plamied  the  crime  alleged. 
Which  your  suspicions  dictate  to  this  slave. 
And  the  rack  makes  him  uiter,  do  you  think 
I  should  have  left  this  two-edged  instrument 
Of  my  misdeed;  this  man;  (his  bliKxly  knife. 
With  my  own  name  engraven  on  the  heft. 


Till   CfXCl. 
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Ljing  tjnshcji tiled  iimid  n  world  of  foe«, 
PtjT  my  own  dfttth  ?   ihnt  with  such  hcffrilile  ne«d 
For  deepest  ailenre,  I  should  Imve  iipglected 
So  Irfvtn)  a  preoftution,  as  tho  milking 
His  tomb  flit*  ket'pt?r  of  a  secret  written 
On  a  tliicfs  BW-'inorj  ?    Whnt  is  hh  poor  life  ? 
What  are  a  lliousanU  lives?    A  pamdile 
Had  trampled  Tht^cn  like  duU;  and  see,  Ua  lives  f 

i  Turning  in  MahziO, 
And  thou — 

Oh  I  spare  me  I  Speak  to  me  no  more  I 
That  6tem  yel  piteou»  look,  those  sobmu  tones, 
Wound  worse  ihan  lortur**- 

{Tf>  the  Juilijrn]  I  have  told  it  ftlU 

For  pity's  sake  lead  me  awaj*  fo  deatlu 

CAMILtO. 

Guards,  lentl  liim  nearer  the  Lady  Bejitriw, 
He  shrinks  tram  her  regard  like  ziutumn's  letii* 
From  tlie  kt;en  breath  of  the  aerenest  north. 


0  ihon  *vlio  tretnblf'flt  on  ihe  giddy  verge 
Of  lifu  and  death,  pau^ie  ere  thuu  unawere.r^t  mQ\ 
So  uuiyst  liioii  answer  God  with  less  dt-sauiy  ; 
What  evil  have  we  dune  thett  f    1^  aUia  I 
Have  lived  bitl  on  this  earth  a  few  sad  y^ATBf 
And  &o  my  lot  was  ordered,  thai  a  lather 
I'^irs^t  turned  the  momenli;  of  awakeotijig  Ufe 


^,  t&ch  poisoning  youth's  swoet  bo|it  ;  mi^ 
ihen 
Stabbt^d  witli  one  blow  my  everlasting  soul^ 
And  my  nntAinted  ffLtr  I  even  iliar  pence 

Which  sleeps  within  iLj  of*  the  iicart^^  bearc 

But  the  wound  was  noi  \\  i  so  my  hato 

Became  (he  only  wor-^l  ould  lift 

To  our  great  Father,  pity  and  io'rc. 

Armed  thee,  as  thou  ao^.        >  to  cut  him  off"; 
Ami  thus  his  wrong  bee*  my  accu^atioD  : 

And  art  thou  the  accuse         Q'lhoti  liopeat 
Mercy  in  heaven,  show  justice  upon  earth  : 
Worse  than  a  bloody  hand  is  a  hard  heart. 
If  thou  hast  done  murders,  made  thy  life's  path 
Over  the  trampled  laws  of  God  and  man. 
Rush  not  before  thy  Judge,  and  say  :  "  My  Maker, 
I  have  done  this  and  more  ;  for  then^  was  one 
Who  was  most  pure  and  innocent  on  earth  ; 
And  because  she  endured  what  never  any, 
Guilty  or  innocent,  endured  before  ; 
Because  her  wrongs  could  not  be  told,  nor  thought; 
Because  thy  hand  at  length  did  rescue  her  ; 
I  with  my  words  killed  her  and  all  her  kin." 
Think,  I  adjure  you,  what  it  is  to  slay 
The  reverence  living  in  the  minds  of  men 
Towards  our  ancient  house,  and  stainless  fame  I 

•Think  what  it  is  to  strangle  infant  pity, 
Cradled  in  the  belief  of  guileless  looks, 

i  Till  it  become  a  crime  to  sutfer.     Think 
What  'tis  to  blot  with  infamy  and  blood 


p 


THB  CE3ICI> 

What  «4y  je  now,  mj  Itjnl^  J 


Let  tortures  stmin  th  till  it  be  whtUi 

A«  snow  thrice>isif^ed  frotmi  wind. 

Yet  staiaed  with  bio  • 

Know  you  t\m  paper,  ladj  f 

DEATRICB. 

Entrap  me  not  with  quo.siions.     "Who  stands  here 
As  my  accuser  !  Ha  !  wilt  thou  be  he, 
Who  art  my  judge  ?     Accuser,  witness,  judge. 
What,  all  in  one  ?  Here  is  Orsino's  name  ; 
Where  is  Orsiiio  ?  Let  his  eye  meet  mine. 
What  means  this  scrawl?  Alas !  ye  know  not  what. 
And  tlierefore  on  the  chance  that  it  may  be 
Some  evil,  will  ye  kill  us  ? 

Enter  an  Officer. 

OFFICER. 

Marzio  *s  dead. 

JUDGB. 

What  did  he  say  ? 


«0 


Tse  ocitci. 


SCENE  irt. 

The  Oil  of  a  Pr'itm. 
BvATRiCK  is  dt'^covtrtd  *«/«?/  on  a  coach, 

B£RMAKI>0, 

How  gently  slumber  rests  upon  her  fjice. 
Like  the  last  thoughts  of  some  day  sweetly  spent, 
Closing  in  night  and  dreams,  and  so  prolonged. 
After  such  torments  as  she  bore  last  night, 
How  light  and  soft  her  breathing  comes.  Ah  me  I 
Methinks  that  I  shall  never  sleep  again. 
But  I  must  shake  the  heavenly  dew  of  rest 
From    this   sweet   folded   flower,    thus — wake ; 

awake ; 
What,  sister,  canst  thou  sleep  ? 

BEATRICE  (awaking.) 

I  was  just  dreaming 
That  we  were  all  in  Paradise.     Thou  knowest 
This  cell  seems  like  a  kind  of  Paradise 
After  our  father's  presence. 

BER.VARDO. 

Dear,  dear  sister, 
Would  that  thy  dream  were  not  a  dream  !  O  Grod  ; 
How  shall  I  tell  ? 


^ 
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What  woultbt  thou  tt'U.  sweet  brother  ? 

Look  not  80  calm  And  hRppj.  or,  even  whilst 
I  stand  conahlecing  what  1  have  10  sjiy, 
Mir  heart  will  break. 

See  now,  ttmu  mnk^st  mc  weep  : 
How  very  frigndlesa  thou  wouldsi  be,  dear  idiild, 
U I  wcra  dead.     Bay  what  ihou  hast  to  my, 

BRniTAItDO. 

They  have  oocfessed  ;  ihey  could  endure  no  mote 
The  loiture*— 

ugathlcb. 
Ha!  what    wns  there  (o  confeei? 
They  must  have  fold  some  wpitk  and  wicked  lie 
To  flatter  th<*lr  tormentors.     Have  they  said 
That  they  wffre  puUty  ?     O  white  innocence, 
Thiit  thou  shouhUt  wear  tlio  ino^ik  of  guilt  to  hide 
Thinr  liwful  find  ^ercnej't  counteriftnce 
From  those  who  know  thee  not  \ 
EnitT  JoiNii,  u^  LticiiXTiA  ami  OiAOt>iCi>.  ijnartM. 

IjTOoble  hearts  1 
For  some  brief  spasms  of  pain»  which  nre  at  least 
Ae  mortal  as  the  limbs  through  which  they  paa9>. 
Are  centiirii'S  of  hij^h  iplrndonr  hud  in  dust? 
And  that  eternni  honour  which  should  hvft 
^nnlike,  above  Ihe  reek  of  mortal  faiii« 
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Changed  to  a  motkery  and  a  by-word  ?     What  I 

WiU  you  give  wp  tlit^se  boJies  to  be  dnigged 

At  horses'  hecia,  so  that  our  hair  shouVl  sweep 

The  footsiepsj  of  the  Viiin  and  scDseless  crowd^t 

Who,  thiit  the  J  mny  inakt*  our  cuhmiity 

Their  worslilp  and  iheir  spectacle,  will  lea^e 

The  chu relies  and  the  theatres  ns  void 

As  their  own  hearts?     Shull  ihe  light  multitude 

Fling,  at  their  choice,  cui-ses  or  faded  pity. 

Sad  funeral  flowei*  to  deck  a  living  eorpse, 

U|Jon  UB  as  we  pass,  to  pass  away,  * 

And  leave — what  memory  of  our  having  been  ? 

Infamy,  blood,  terror,  despair?     O  thou, 

Who  wert  a  mother  to  tlie  parentless, 

Kill  not  thy  child  !    let  not  her  wrongs  kill  thee  1 

Brother,  lie  down  with  me  upon  the  rack, 

And  let  us  each  be  silent  as  a  corpse  ; 

It  soon  will  be  as  soft  as  any  grave. 

'Tis  but  the  falsehood  it  can  wring  from  fear 

Makes  the  rack  cruel. 


They  will  tear  the  truth 
Even  from  .thee  at  last,  those  cruel  pains  : 
For  pity's  sake  say  thou  art  guilty  now 

LUCRETIA. 

0,  speak  the  truth  !  Let  us  all  quickly  die ; 
And  after  death,  God  is  our  judge,  not  they  ; 
He  will  have  mercy  on  us. 


1 


TflK   OENCI« 

If  iodeed 

tl  can  be  trii(*»  my  eo»  dear  Giatef  mine  ; 
And  ihcn  the  Pope  will  surely  pardon  yon. 
And  oil  be  woll. 

Confess,  or  [  wj)l  warp 
Your  litnbg  with  such  keen  tortures — 
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Tortures !  Tnro 
The  rock  henceforlh  into  n  spinning- wheel  I 
Torture  your  dog,  ihnt  he  may  lell  when  last 
He  lapped  ihe  blood  hU  niAstMr  shed— not  roe  f 
My  pangs  ure  of  the  mind,  and  of  the  benrt. 
Add  of'tlip  soul ;  ay,  of  tU«^  inmost  bouJ, 
Wiiieh  wet'j:i-i  within  tfjirn  as  of  burning  gall 
X'o  see,  in  this  111  world  where  nooe  are  truo» 
My  kindred  false  to  their  deserted  selves ; 
And  willi  con.^idwring  nil  tfie  wretchti<i  life 
Which  I  hare  lived,  and  its  now  wretched  end  j 
Ajid  the  timall  justice  §hown   by  Heaven  and 

Earth 
To  me  or  mine  ;  and  what  a  tyrant  thou  nrt, 
And  what  shivcs  these;  and  what  a  world  we 

make, 
The  oppressor  and  iho  fippressed — such  paii^ 

eorapel 
&Iy  tuiswer      What  is  it  thou  wouhkf  with  mt  f 
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Art  thou  Dot  guilty  of  thy  fatber's  deatli  f 

UEA^TRICE. 

Or  wilt  thou  rather  tax  high-judging  God 

That  he  permitted  such  »n  act  as  that 

Which  f  have  suffered^  ami  which  he  hebtdd ; 

Made  it  unutterable,  and  took  from  it 

AU  refugCj  alt  revenge,  all  coiiseciuence, 

But  that  which  thou  hast  called  my  fnthei^a  death  ? 

Which  is  or  \s  not  what  men  cull  a  crimen 

Which  either  I  have  done,  or  have  not  done ; 

Say  what  ye  will.     I  shall  deny  no  more. 

If  ye  desire  it  thus,  thus  let  it  be, 

And  so  an  end  of  all.     Now  do  your  will ; 

No  other  pains  shall  force  another  word. 

JUDGE. 

She  is  convicted,  but  has  not  confessed. 

Be  it  enough.     Until  their  final  sentence 

Let  none  have  converse  with  them.     You,  young 

lord. 
Linger  not  here ! 

BEATRICE. 

O,  tear  him  not  away  1 

JUDGE. 

Guards!  do  your  duty. 


TUB    &ENCI. 
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ftKBHAHDO  («ni6n>C4'n^BltATRICB.) 

Oh  !  would  ye  divide 
Bodjr  fh)m  fioul  ? 

Thai  i&  the  heudsnmn's  Uusineaa. 
[ExeuiU  aU  but  LcrcnfTiA^  BEATnicu,  nnd  Qiacoko. 

ClIAOOlfO, 

Have  I  confp8Bed?  is  it  sill  ov<^r  now  ? 

No  liopeF  no  refuge?     O  w*?ftk,  wicked  longu^, 

Wliich  bast  deerro/cd  me,  would  that  thou  hndst 

bren 
Cut  out  and  thrown  to  dogs  firit  1    To  have  killed 
My  ftilhor  firet,  and  tlieti  belmyed  my  Htstei'^ — 
Ay,  the«  I  the  one  thing  tnnuceut  and  pui-e 
In  this  Ijlaok,  gwilty  world— tttihutwliiuh  I 
So  well  iieserve  f     My  wife  !  my  little  oncal 
Bestltutc,  helpless  ;  and  1 — Father  1   God  I 
Cnuat  thou  forgive  even  the  unforgiving, 
When  their  full  hearts  bri^ok  ihu<^,  thus? 

{Co»trt  hit /ace  and  Kwpt. 


t.1JCKftTIA,. 

O  my  child  I 
To  what  a  dreadful  end  arc  we  all  como  1 
Why  did  I  yield  ?     Why  did  I  not  m^tmn 
tboee  torments?    0    that  I  wore  all  dti^aolfed 
Into  ihe^e  fn^l  and  unavHiling  te&fAf 
Which  flow  and  feel  not  I 


Z«6 


Wli^  *t«M  ^«»k  ir  4 

Tk  weaker  to  lamnrt,  oace  being  done  ; 

Tak«  dwer!    Tbe  God  wito  knew  mj  mrm^m 

Our  «pcc<lj  mdL  the  aag^  of  tus  viBtb, 
fltnai,  «nd  bat  •icnii,  t»  bsre  ■liaiiifcioai  a&. 
Lei  H  Dot  tbniit  thai  we  AaH  dk  ibr  tbla. 
Biodirr,  ffk  wnr  bht  ;  pwt  me  jour  fina  baiad. 
Too  IimI  •  mamlf  btsri.     Bear  op  I  bear  op  f 
O  ikarest  bdj,  p<rt  jocir  getitJe  bead 
Upoo  mj  lapi,  aod  try  to  ftteep  awhile  c 
Toor  eje*  Unk  pule,  bollow»  am!  orerwora, 
Wida  bearinea*  at  watdiii^  nnd  ihm  grief. 
Cooe,  I  wtU  «ag  you  aoiiie  low,  sleepy  lime, 
?Col  ebeecfol,  nor  yet  e&d  ;  Mime  doll  old  iliing, 
S«ae  ootWQRi  nod  unused  moodtcmy, 
S«Mb  aa  oar  ooatttry  ^o^5)]i»  jtiug  and  !ipii>, 
mi  iber  aliDOSt  furg«  t  they  live :  lie  down  I 
Sa  I  ttiat  will  da     Hiiv  («  I  forgol  tbe  words  ? 
'  Fftiib  t  tbe^  are  eaddifr  ihmi  I  Uiougltt  the;  wen 


FdieMend,  wilt  rhou  ridHo  or  weep 

When  •ttr  Ji'-  fi  lalj  juWp? 

Till  qi**  lipitjii  tiie  biqf^ 

K(in>vvv.;j'     iI.?*gii-ho! 

Whtvt  i*  t)ns  w-hiApcn  low? 
TliDiT  1«  a  iUiiJke  Jn  tltj  Fuiil»,  iny  ttoart 
An  1  bjiur  |ioUou  wlLliin  Uiy  leu. 
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fiwe^t  itecp !  were  dtmth  lika  to  lli««i, 
Or  if  (liou  coul<]«i  niurtiiJi  be, 
1  wouli  dose  tbcHO  tiynt  of  pntti ; 
Wlieti  to  wak^  ?    Kvver  iignlit 

O  Worl.J !  fjircwoll ! 

LLtten  to  the  pntsing  LciJ  I 
It  inySf  titou  mvi  I  fnu«t  pun^ 
Witli  A  li^ht  atiii  a  heavy  besut. 

[7^1  i«*i<ctwj. 


iOKHB   IT. 
A  Ball  ^f  iU  Primt. 

Enter  CaUILUH  ttftii  Bk&»A&I»0. 


CAJIILLO, 

The  Pope  is  stern ;  not  to  be  moved  or  bent. 

He  bokt^d  as  ailm  iind  keen  as  h  tlie  engine 

Which  tortuifs  anti  which  kilK  exempt  itself 

From  aught  that  it  Jnt^icts  ;  a  marble  form, 

A  rite,  a  law,  a  custom ;  not  a  man. 

He  frowned*  m  if  to  frown  had  been  the  irick 

Of  hb  mnchinerj',  on  the  advocates 

Presenting  the  defr-nces,  which  he  tore 

And  threw  behind*  muttering  with  hoarse,  h&rsfi 

voice,  ' 
♦  MThielj  nmotig  ye  defended  their  old  father 
Killed  in  UU  sleep?*'     Then  lo  nnolher:   '*Thou 
Dosi  this  in  virmra  of  thy  place;  'tis  wtUh** 
He  turned  to  me  theo.  looking  deprecation, 
And  said  these  three  woni«,  coldly  :  **  Thrj  musi 

dio." 


M  TOE   CEKCI. 

Aiid  >ei  jou  left  bim  noi? 

CAHILLO. 

I  urged  him  Mill  i 

Pleading,  us  I  coutd  guess,  the  devjiuii  wrong 

Which  prompted  your  unnatural  part-ui's  death. 

And  lie  repSied,  "  Paolo  Santa  Croce 

Bill  rde  red  hi*  mother  y  ester  even  lug. 

And  be  is  fled*     Parricide  grows  sa  rife. 

That  soon,  for  some  just  cause  no  doubt,   tbe 

yonng 
Will  atrnngk  ug  all,  dozing  in  our  chairs. 
Autlioriiy,  and  power,  and  hoary  hair 
Are  grown  erirntis  capital.    You  are  my  nepbeW| 
Yuu  come  to  ask  thuir  purdon  ;  gtay  a  idomt^nt; 
Here  is  their  sentence  ;  nertir  see  mc  more 
Till,  to  the  letter,  it  he  oil  fulfilSed." 

i)BRNA.nDO. 

O  God,  not  SO  !     I  did  believe  indeed 

That  all  jou  said  was  hut  ^d  preparatloo 

For  happy  news,     0,  there  me  words  and  h>ok« ' 

To  bend  the  sternest  purpose!     Ouee  I  kticw 

ihem, 
Now  I  forget  them  at  my  dearest  need* 
What  til  ink  you  if  I  seek  him  out.  and  batbt 
His  tWt  and  txjbe  with  hot  and  bitter  leurs? 
Importune  hiin  with  prayers,  vcxin;*  his  bralo 
With  my  perpetual  cried,  until  ia  lago 


He  strike  tne  w'llh  bU  p&iloial  crosttt  ^**^  ttaittpli! 
Dpoa  my  pros.trnte  bead,  so  that  my  blood 
Aluy  statQ  Uie  ^eiiijeltisd  du^t  on  whicli  ho  tr4j{vd% 
And  remoi-se  waken  mercy  ?     I  will  do  h  t 
0»  wait  till  I  reluru  1  [HMfmmit. 

CAitlLLO. 

Aias,  poor  boy  ! 
A  wreck-dtivoted  ieauaa  ibue  mtgbt  pray 
To  the  deaf  doa. 

Emtr  LtroasTiJi,  BsiTSicE,  aiti  Oiacoho,  guartifd- 

DKATBICIE. 

1  tiaiiJly  dntv  to  fear 
Xbat  thou  briQg&t  olht.-r  ncwa  tbati  a  just  purdoo. 

CAMILLO. 

May  God  in  }i(»uven  be  leas  inexorable 

Ty  ihc  Po|!o*ii  j>rayera»  ibtit)  he  hm  been  to  mifia^ 

Here  U  tltL'  aeiiteoce  and  tbe  wairauL 

PBATRICK  |wift%.J 

Oil, 
Mjr  God  1     Can  it  be  poedble  t  bave 
To  die  so  sudflcnly  3*  so  yonn^  to  go 
Dnder  the  obiicure*  eold*  rottr[i{»,  wonQy  ground! 
To  be  nailed  dawn  into  h  narrow  place  ; 
To  see  no  more  &\xcct  itttinhhic  ;  bear  no  mons 
Rlithu  vok^e  of  bring  thing  ;  tnuse  nut  again 
U))OD  familiar  tbought^  «u],  yet  tbu^  1ml! 
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How  fearful  1  to  he  nothing !     Or  to  be— 
What  ?     O,  wht-re  ata  1  ?     Let  me  not  go  ittad  1 
Sweet  HeaveD,  furgtve  weak  thoughts  I     If  th^re 

should  be 
No  God,  uo  Heaven,  no  Earth  in  the  void  world  f 
The  wide,  gFny,  lam plese, deep,  unpeopled  world; 
If  all  thiagii  theu  should  be^ — my  father**  spiril. 
His  eye,  hia  voice^  his  touch  siurrounding  me ; 
The  atmosphere  and  brr/ath  of  my  dead  life ! 
If  sometime^  ae  a  shape  more  like  himself. 
Even  the  form  which  tortured  me  on  earthy 
Masked  in  gray  hiiirs  and  wrinkles^  be  jihoutd  come, 
And  wind  rae  in  his  hellish  arms,  and* fix 
His  eyes  on  mine,  and  drag  me  down,  down,  down  I 
For  was  he  not  alone  omnipotent 
On  Earth,  and  ever  present?  even  though  dead. 
Does  not  his  spirit  live  in  all  that  breathe, 
And  work  for  me  and  mine  still  the  same  ruin. 
Scorn,  pain,  despair  ?     Who  ever  yet  returned 
To  teach  the  laws  of  death's  untrodden  realm? 
Unjust  perhaps  as  those  which  drive  us  now, 
O,  whither,  whither  ? 

LUCRETIA. 

Trust  in  God's  sweet  love. 
The  tender  promises  of  Clirist :  ere  night 
Think  we  shall  be  in  Paradise. 

BEATRICE. 

'Tis  past ! 
Whatever  comes,  my  heart  shall  sink  no  more. 
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THK   CICNCI.  Zi  I 

&nd  ye  I,  I  know  not  wliy^  your  words  Atnk*3  cljill . 
Uovf  tediaus,  TuIhu,  und  cold  botsm  alt  lUlng*  I     I 
Httvt*  met  with  rauch  injusljce  in  ihU  world  i 
No  ilifl'i^reucij  has  be«n  niude  by  (jod  or  man. 
Or  any  power  moulding  my  wretched  lot, 
Twixt  good  or  evil,  R3  regwrded  nio- 
I  am  cut  oiTfroio  t!ie  only  world  I  know, 
From  light,  and  life,  mid  love,  in  youth'^  sw(s«t 

prime. 
Vou  do  wol!  lulling  rae  to  imsl  in  God  i 
I  bopQ  I  do  tiuiyl  in  him.     In  whom  cls« 
Can  any  iiust ?     And  ytit  ray  hcjirt  h  eold. 

[faring  thi  Softer  Mfmecfma  UucOMO  A<m  ne^trW  cont^niil^ 
l0«eA  CaMILI^j  utAa  RCwycNTj  unl  ;  OUCOMO  tiitvanet* 


OCACOMO. 
Know  you  not,  mother^ — sister^  know  you  not  ? 
Bernardo  even  now  is  gone  to  irii(>iort; 
The  Popb  to  grant  our  pai^on. 

Child,  perhaps 
It  will  be  granted.     Wo  may  all  then  IIto 

To  raako  ihcge  woes  a  falc  for  distant  yenr* : 
0,  wimt  a  ihought  t     It  gushes  tu  my  lieart 
Like  the  warm  blood. 

BXATBlCa. 

Yi.'i  both  will  80on  be  cold  s 
0,  trampk  out  that  thought  I  Woffte  tlian  dospaiv, 
VVnmo  than  tb«t  bitiem««A  of  death,  b  ho[»«  i 
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Ii  is  the  only  iU  which  can  find  ptace 
Dfjon  the  giddy,  shnrp^  and  narrow  liour 
Tatteriiag  beneath  ua.    PleinI  with  the  &wi(i  friMl 
That  it  should  gpitre  the  t:ldest  flower  of  spHiig : 
Plead  with   awakening  earthqualte,  oVr  who^ 

c^ueh 
Even  now  a  city  stiinds,  strong,  fair,  and  free  -, 
Now  stench  and  bhickoess  yawns,  like  death.    0^ 

plead 
With  famine,  or  wind- walking  pestilence^ 
Blind  lightnini,  or  llje  deaf  sea,  not  with  maa  ! 
Cruel,  cold,  formal  man ;  righteous  in  words, 
In  deeds  a  Cain.     No,  mother,  we  must  die  : 
Since  such  is  the  reward  of  innocent  lives  ; 
Such  the  alleviation  of  worst  wrongs. 
And  whilst  our  murderers  live,  and  hard,  cold  men. 
Smiling  and  slow,  walk  through  a  world  of  tears 
To  death  as  to  life's  sleep ;  'twere  just  the  grave 
Were  some  strange  joy  for  us.     Come,  obscure 

Death, 
And  wind  me  in  thine  all-embracing  arms ! 
Like  a  fond  mother  hide  me  in  thy  bosom. 
And  rock  me  to  the  sleep  from  which  none  wake^ 
Live  ye,  who  live,  subject  to  one  another 
As  we  were  once,  who  now — 

Bernardo  {nishesin.) 


BERNARDO. 


Oh,  horrible  1 
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Thilt  temrs,  tluit  Imiks,  thai  ho()e  poured  Torlh  In 

prayer, 
Even  till  the  heart  is  vncnnt  and  itcspairs, 
Should  all  be  vtun  \  The  rahiralerB  til'deaih 
Arc  waiting  ronnd  tlie  dooi*gi.     J  thought  I  saw 
Blootl  on  the  facf.  of  ume — -wlifit  if 'fuert^  fane/? 
Sfhrn  I  he  lieftrt*s  blootl  of  nil  I  love  on  t'nrth 
Will  sprinkle  him,  (ind  he  will  wipe  it  off 
As  if  'lw«re  only  rain.     O   lifo  1  O   world  ! 
Cover  me  I  let  me  be  no  more  I     To  «e«; 
Tlml  perfect  mirror  of  ptir«*  itiiUH-enee 
Whert^in  1  gajscd.  and  grow  huppy  and  gootl. 
Shivered  to  dual  I   To  see  thee,  Beatrict', 
Who  made  alt  lovely  thou  did*t  look  npon — 
Thee,  light  of  lifo — ^lufid,  dark  I  whik*  I  say,  *isler, 
To  hear  I  have  no  sister  j  anil  thon,  ni<*thfr, 
Whose  love  wiiB  asi  a  I  wind  to  nil  our  lovos — 
Dead  !   tht;  sweet  bond  broken  ! 

£ntrr  CAMltlXi  and  Gmiit^. 

They  eonx! !  Let  in e 
Kiss  those  watirn  lips  before  their  erinat^on  lenvea 
Are  blighted — while — wild.    Hny  fare\vtdJI»  before 
Death  choker  that  genilc  voici.*!     0  let  me  b«ttr 
You  speak ! 

Farewell,  my  lender  brother*    Think 
Of  our  s^ad  fate  wiib  |:;entlenef)A.  m  now  ; 
And  let  mild,  pilyifig  iboughis  ligbten  for  thee 
Thy  porrow'a  loach     Err  not  in  har«b  dfspitir, 
*OL.  IL  16 
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But  tears  and  patience.     One  thing   mont,  my 

child: 
For  Hiine  own  sake  be  oonstant  to  Uie  love 
Thou  beareist  us  ;  and  to  the  faith  that  I, 
Though  wnt^t  in  a  strange  cloud  of  crime  an4J 

Bhamc, 
Lived  ever  holjr  and  utistained.     And  tliougli 
III  tongues  shall  wound  roe,  and  our  rommoo  name 
Be  as  a  mark  stampetl  on  thine  innocent  brow 
For  men  to  poiut  at  its  they  pa^^  do  thou 
Forbear,  and  never  thmk  a  lliougbt  uokind 
Of  those  who  i>ei'hai>s  love  thee  in  their  graves. 
So  majest  thou  die  as  I  do ;  fear  and  pain 
Being  subdued.  Farewell,  farewell,  farewell ! 

BERNARDO. 

I  cannot  say  farewell ! 

CAMII.LO. 

O  Lady  Beatrice ! 

BEATRICE. 

Give  yourself  no  unnecessary  pain, 
My  dear  Lord  Cardinal.     Here,  mother,  tie 
My  girdle  for  me,  and  bind  up  tliis  hair 
In  any  simple  knot :  ay,  that  does  well. 
And  yours  I  see  is  coming  down.     How  often 
Have  we  done  this  for  one  another !  now 
We  shall  not  do  it  any  more.     My  Lord, 
NVe  are  quite  ready.     Well — 'tis  very  well. 


BTOTE   ON  THE  CENCi 


ST  THE   EDITOR. 


Tke  wjrt  of  mistake  tbat  Stefley  made,  m  to  tlio  Ajticnl 
of  Mb  own  gGiiiue  and  powire,  which  ted  liim  <Ifiviiot)>]j>  at 
flrtt,  but  Instl/  into  tlie  direct  traclc^  that  eimbl^J  liita  fiilly 
to  develop  tliem,  is  a,  cTiriouii.  lastaiic©  of  liit  inpfJwtj  of  fod- 
ii>g,  A  till  of  iliH  method*  wliicH  the  hnman  mloi)  i»m  «t  ohoa 
to  decpire  itself,  nnd  yci,  to  It*  veqr  d«ltision,  to  aink«  its 
wMy  out  ol  error  iiilo  ilw  patli  in^litch  naiuni  hai  miick4d  onl 
Ks  its  Hgitt  oiiti,  lie  often  1  netted  mo  to  dttomfil  the  writing 
n  tpBgC'flv— lii*  cittrclvccl  Hint  I  pM»e^socl  tome  drttmntie 
talvDt,  nnd  lie  wnn  Atwny»  nioit  «nni&«l  Krid  rncrf^ctlo  la 
hif  wilitu-latluiii^  Utal  I  shouli)  i:uttli'b!«  any  taliuit  1  {X»- 
tMMtl,  to  llie  lilitioat.  I  ctiteiittfticd  a  ttnvT  i»l\mn.ta  of  my 
fn)vr#n«;  nnil,  ulmvit  all,  Tbaugh  at  tli:it  time  not  nxitrlly 
ftwara  of  the  fuci,  I  wiifi  far  Ux)  yuung  to  huvs  arty  rhiincfl 
of  luccuotliiig,  even  rui»lmit.t«iy,  in  n  N|i«<ciuM  uf  conipoMitkia 
thni  fvcidItmi  n  gTv^ivf  ^rtjjm  of  ciiwnenc*!;  in,  iin<]  Byin- 
pathy  vrith,  humuo  pii«ittoii  thmi  corild  tbon  btiY«  fitlon  to 
mj  lot,  or  thin  my  porbapw,  ciecpt  SKoIIpv,  ever  pot. 
MiMdf  pren  at  Ibo  ag^  of  nreal^-auc,  «t  which  he  wrote  'lbs 
(kwol. 

Oa  Ihc  other  hftttd,  Sbtllty  tnovt  erroncoa!>ly  conc«iv«(| 
hioiAdlf  to  \*6  ctiittitnta  of  this  talent,     lie  bnlluTrd  tluit   iiti« 

of  t1i«  first  rv'liui^it«^  wa»  th'^  ...:...  „f  ftimthiK  nnd  RiJ- 

kuritig  up  imlory  or  jiluL    II  :  »t»ir  ly  \>v  defwliv* 

tti  Uiit  fwrtian  of  !timginntitji.~ii.  ,,„^  ...at  which  pvt;  hiai 
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Idnit  ptcararo  In  the  wrilinj;^  of  otbers — thoogh  he  liiid  pmai 

♦tore  by  it,  as  th*  proper  fminework  to  sapport  the  sublimut 
eObtta  of  poetry.  He  asserted  that  he  wwa  loo  torUpb«itc«l 
uid  (ibstract— too  fond  of  tlie  theorelical  nod  the  ideal,  to 
sneered  lu  k  tmgodian.  U  perhaps  it  not  Blnuge  Omt  t 
ibared  this  opiuioti  with  himself,  for  he  had  hitherto  shown 
no  inclinatioti  for,  nor  pivpii  noy  specimen  of  hl«  ftowers  in 
frnroing  and  Bupftorting  the  interest  of  »  story,  eixhct  ijs  pro** 
OT  Terse,  Once  or  twice,  when  he  attempted  sncli,  he  h»d 
•poedily  thrown  it  aside,  a«  being  even  diiagrec«ble  to  tum 
M  an  oooupntioa. 

The  subject  he  bad  «ugg(wted  for  n  tmgedy  ww  Clmrlee  I^ 
mid  he  hnd  writfan  to  me,  "  Rcmomber,  remeraber  Ctmrles  I. 
I  bnve  bren  nlreiidy  itnti^nin^  how  yon  would  eoiiduot  iotaa 
•cenes.  The  seeond  volume  of  St.  Lcoii  be^iis  v*itli  tbii 
proud  nnd  Irne  sentimenf^  *  There  h  tiotldug  which  the  Immim 
mind  can  coneeive  whlth  it  rniiy  not  exociKe.'  8lt?ik»pc«ro 
WM  oidy  a  bumaii  boinji,"  Thc?e  words  were  writtun  in 
IBIS,  wliile  we  were  Sn  Lcimbardy,  vhrn  he  little  thougbt 
tww  teon  a  work  <vf  bi»  own  would  prow  «  prond  <?o»imtni 
mi  the  passflf?^  lie  qtioted.  Wboii  in  Rorae,  in  IBia,  n  friend 
put  into  our  bund*,  the  old  inann»cript  nceount  of  the  ftoiy 
of  The  CcneL  Wo  viSfted  the  Coloinun  itnti  l>(>6ix  pfthicew, 
where  thtj  portdiit?  of  Kestrice  went  (o  bo  found ;  and  her 
bflttuty  cii»>t  the  n.'fl<iction  of  iti  own,  grrtce  over  her  nppnUiag 
ftory.  S*bel!By*5  imiiijiniition  becntne  strtnigly  excited,  nndl 
h*  ttrged  the  Btrbjf^ct  to  me  a.*  one  fitted  f»r  u  tnigedy.  More 
flldn  ever  I  fett  my  ineompetetice ;  but  I  eutreitled  him  to 
write  it  inatotidj  timl  he  began  Rnd  proceeded  swiAly,  urg«<l 
tm  by  intense  *ympfttby  with  the  AufTorings  of  tlio  baijiMri 
be\n^»  whose  pUBsions,  so  long  cold  in  the  i/irtb,  he  revivctl, 
ajid  ijiftcd  with  poetio  Innguage.  This  tnigedy  U  tJio  only 
one  of  his  works  ihflt  he  commuuicAted  to  me  dtwiftg  Its 
proKTBus.  Wo  t<dkcd  e^er  the  nrrniigennccit  of  ihc  seeniu 
logetlier.  I  speedily  tuw  tine  K^f^^  mistake  we  hnd  mitd«, 
uid  triumphed  in  the  discovery  of  the  new  tiilent  bmtight 
to  Ugl.t  from  that  mine  of  weftlCh,  never,  hIjia!  llirou^Ii 
bis  iiniimoly  dcatlij  worked  to  iti  depth»— bis  richly-^ifUd 
mind. 


BmrOlt'S    NOTB    OK  lUE   UKNCI. 

W«  Fatfcrcrt  A  Mwro  nfflicHoii  In  Home  by  the  ioM  oT  our 
ildpit  child,  v*;^  WM  of  fUcli  benuly  nnd  pnimi*!?!  n»  (ACAtue 
bim  deservedly  to  bo  ttte  idul  of  our  bcims.  We  kft  tli» 
MpiuU  of  ihe  Vr'orltl,  aiixlcniii  for  u  tiriiit  tu  i^t^rpii  n  »pnt  tA3a 
ei*t(»d  too  itttiiitutnly  wIt.K  h\s  pnfevce  nnd  |o«i.'  Son}* 
fpietul«  of  our*  wen?  |-osi<lliijif  hi  (de  n*i);l)hiiiirhoo<l  of  L*jf. 
hofiu  nnd  «rQ  took  a  fcmiLl  ]limL»«,  VillA  VtilftOTatiO,  About 
hulf.wdy  between  tlio  town  mid  Monto  Unto,  viliere  »• 
t«makiiciJ  duniig  t)j«  lumniur.  Our  villu  «mi«  iltuu(«tl  In 
the  Rlldxt  or  a  (Kwltiro;^  rlie  iwtiinnt"  *nn^  n*  (hey  «r»rk<$d 
b«neiUli  mir  w»ndii«r%,  tldhiif;  titn  jirntt  nf  a  v(«n-  (tut  aeiuiiii, 
Jind  in  tlj«  pvwtins  Iho  wiitcr-Mrh*rl  crcnkinl  ns  the  proc«(* 
of  irrSgntiorj  wuii!  ttii,  ntid  tht  flrwrtk'*  f)aAlic4  from  aniotif 
the  trjTtle  liedfrrir— rmhira  wn*  bright,  *si[i»tijtiy,  and  die*N 
fwl,  or  divcraittcd  by  i«torm4  of  n  iniiijei»iie  teffor,  *acb  n«  <re 
hiid  tiKVt^r  bufore  wttimwed. 

At  tlie  top  of  the  iiQU<c,  ihvm  vnkii  ft  «ort  ofMmiOO,    lUtr^ 
\a  aflau  "acU  m  Italy,  gsiiendly  roofed.    This  one  wn- 
■miill,  y*it  ftrtt  only  iwifnd  btit  tjlaxitd;  thli«  Shelley  m 
•to*lyi  it  lookfltj  out  oil  »  wido  jmi»p<»cl  of  ftrlilr  ruuivtrv, 
arid  CDTitmHiidod  n  viqw  mT  the  vvMr  *«ih.     Ehe  «lonii!>  tliAl 
■KittielinKi*  v.»rnrd  mif  dny  nlmwfd  tlieniMilviw  iTiniit  p--*:-^ 
wqwr-ly  Hfl  t|i*«y  Tvprc  dnvi'ii  ncrf<«*    the  rKV>niu    *nMi 
the  ilnrfc  hiriil  cloudi  dl|)[»cd:  townnls  the  WllVp^,  ond  tM...,i,i,.. 
«'iit«r  Agouti,  tliHl  diumod  uji  chc  wut«n  bciieriLli,  m  tfiejr 
wtre  duiioil  onward,  and  «cuiaroU  by  tixe  temptet.     Jit 


*  Snt^h  riric<1in(^  hmititot)  him  whi^n,  m  Th«  Ceuci,  be  nakM 
B«tn««  >[ii«ivK  tn  Ciinlliini  CutlllUu  of 


tJiat  fntr  bln«i-ev*'l  diild, 
Who  waa  the  bndatAr  of  your  M*, 


And  •«?— 


Alt  tee,  since  h1»  tooil  iilteoaa  «lM.tA, 
Thnl  day  Bod  night,  ntnl  l»fii¥«ti  niid  owTth,  and  tlfBo 
And  oil  tJie  thiiiga  hop<Ml  for,  or  dwie  thorcb, 
Atv  ohA£te«d  to  you,  tliroQ^  yoor  ej^c^odUtg  jplill 
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trthflf  tlmm  rhc  dnizling  irUDH«^ht  and  lient  mfnl«?  It 
IntflUjrnbte  to  eT^ry  otlier;  but  Shelley  bn^i^kciil  in  botfi,  i 
bis  Eiealth  and  Kjjiiita  rerived  under  their  indtK^nce.  In  thb 
tary  eoll  lio  ^vruto  rhe  priaciiVAl  purt  of  Ttie  C«tici.  lie  wnA 
makln<>  n  ^^tii^iy  vf  Cnldpritn  At  tim  time,  reading  lib  bei«;  j 
trajneille*  "^'ftlli  nrt  ^(^{■aiiipli'.hed  Ifidy  living  nciir  us,  to  M-l)Od|  ' 
liii  letter  Ttohi  L<?j!;honi  wtis  oddreaMd  during  tlie  followtn|g 
yciir.  Ha  admired  Caldfrtrti,  botli  for  lib  jjoerry  /H)J  bit 
ilmiTiitiia  peiiiQs;  but  it  shows  his  Jodpncnt  atiJ  orif^iim^ 
ity,  that,  thtttipli  p:"-ntly  sTnKk  by  hi*  fij:«t  ac^iUiiintiiMSa 
trith  the  Spttuii^h  pr>et,  uoije  of  bia  pvculitLnti^'it  erept  into' 
the  compositiob  of  TLe  Coticij  aud  tliore  i^  no  traco  of 
his  uow  tttidie«,  except  tn  that  pdRMgQ  to  which  h«  bim. 
pelf  iillmlos,  as  suggested  hj  mit  in  El  !*Higiifr>rTo  dc  Sits 
Patricio. 

Shelley  wished  Tlic  Ceiici  to  bo  acted.  He  was  not  a  plajr- 
goer,  being  of  siicli  fjistidious  taste  that  he  was  easily  dis- 
gusted by  the  bnd  filling,'  iip  of  the  inferior  parts.  While 
prepfiriiip  for  our  departure  from  Kiiplnnd,  however,  he  snw 
Miss  O'Neil  several  times;  she  wivs  then  in  the  zenith  of  her 
glory,  and  Shelley  was  deeply  moved  by  her  impersonation 
of  several  parts,  and  by  the  graceful  sweetness,  the  intense 
pathos,  and  sublime  vehemenee  of  pa«;sion  she  displayed. 
She  was  often  in  his  thoughts  as  he  wrote,  and  when  lie  had 
finished,  he  became  anxious  that  his  tragedy  should  be  acted, 
and  receive  the  advantage  of  having  this  accomplished  actress 
to  fill  the  [tart  of  the  heroine.  With  this  view  he  wrote  tlie 
following  letter  to  a  friend  in  London: — 

"  The  olijcct  of  the  present  letter  is  to  ask  a  favour  of 
vou.  1  have  written  a  tragedy  on  a  .story  well  icnown  in 
Italy,  and,  in  my  conce])tion,  eminently  dramatic.  1  have 
taken  some  pains  to  make  my  play  fit  for  representation, 
and  those  who  have  already  seen  it  judge  favourably.  It 
is  written  without  any  of  the  peculiar  feelings  and  opinions 
which  characterizo  my  other  compositions;  1  have  attended 
simply  to  the  impartial  development  of  such  characters  as 
it  is  probable  the  per-ons  represented  really  were,  together 
with  the  greate-t  degree  of  pojmlar  etfect  to  be  produced 
by   such  a  development.      1  send  you   a  translation  of  ftie 


^ 
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inliiui  MS,  ori  which  my  pinj'  t»  TnTrnd^tJ;  th«i  chief  c^ir^ 
mtiiiitniif^  r.f  which  I  huve  touched  wry  <l*Ii«'iitvly;  for  my 
princlpul  iloubt  ax  to  whether  it  would  f'UCL'c^t,  aa  mi  ntting 
p)«,f,  hfuiga  outiri'ly  on  the  qiic^Uou,  cu  to  wUot)*pr  any  *«ch 
i  thing  H»  iii(!(?»t  hi  rhi*  hhtijirr,  !i«r«&v«r  trtiatcd,  would  bt 
idinittcd  on  tito  wtii^e.  t  ihlttk,  imwev^r,  it  will  fonn  nn 
objecllun,  cuiiaiilnriiig,  flot,  that  ttie  fni-ts  arv  iitufler  i^r  hiA- 
U)ffT|'  und,  BocoiuJly^  the  pMtiliiu*  tl*ticney  w  itb  which  I  huve 
WM*t«d  it.' 

"  1  ntn  pxeredhigly  jjitcrcttod  in  Iho  quetilut)  of  whotiwf 
thi«  niteinijt  uf  mine  ivill  succceil  or  cor.  1  nju  stiT-ngly 
iucUncd  to  tliti  ndiniuitivu  at  |inM»eiiL;  f<iunttiii^  my  ho(ifl»  on 
tl.i«,  tlmt  ni  »  compOMition  H  i»  ctprtninW  mil  itifvhDr  to  uiijr 
nf  fhc  miitteTri  phiysi  tli)(.t  Imvc  Imim'ii  rti:tr<l,  w»(li  Uio  rxt^rptiuil 
of  *Kcra!Oi'S€i;'  tjiat  the  Itjiorest  of  tliu  plot  i»  iru-rudlbl/ 
grcnier  aud  more  rc><il,  arnl  that  tlitiro  is  tiMhitig  li«ryotiJ 
VflmA  the  uuiHifijrJo  ore  contflnted  to  hellcvo  th«t  (hey  cim 
undvrHtiind,  either  ia  icmnscry,  opinion,  or  ncntUitciit,  1 
wlih  to  prtservo  ft  complftte  Incoffnito,  anil  cuii  tni»t  to 
you  llmr,  whutevur  ebo  ynu  tin,  ytm  will  ut  loiist  lAvour 
inn  on  tliJM  point.  IiuWct  I  his  m  (•Meutlai,  d!>L>;>ly  miKsniiiil 
to  iu  »UL'.ce&«>  Afler  it  lni(il  Ii'<<4«n  iir(e<t,  niul  mirceoirnlljrf 
(crmld  1  hop«  f(ir  Rtich  k  ihingj  1  would  own  (I  if  [  pjcnsuil^ 
*tu\  use  the  i'wltibrity  it  might  acquire,  bn  wy  vwn  pui^ 
po»on, 

"  What  I  waJJt  yoti  t&  do,  1i  to  protjore  for  me  Iti  present!, 
lion  nl  Covent  Ganlou.  Tho  pTincipul  chmactcr,  Uoatrioe, 
ll  prcc^Ml/  lStt«d  for  MJi«  0'H«>ii,  anJ  it  istiglil  ttvuii  mttom  to 
bAvt  b«en  wrltt«n  Tor  h«r,  (Ooi]  fcrbid  Ihia  I  thould  «»«  her 


•  In  Bp«»k.ing  of  hit  mff>\t>  nf  troMlnp  <hU  ni»ln  fn^iiftTit 
Uhcllt^jr  *ni4  ilmt  It  might  Iw  remnrknd,  tlmt,  m  tlie 
3f  t|ii«  pl/iy,  ho  had  never  [n«nttunc«>l  cxpre^ly  Cprlt^i'^ 
«Lm«.     ETpfT  one  knew'  wtmt  It  muit  ht>,  but  it  w*i  tievitr 
llf«iig«d  In  «rord«— the  nonrcjt  ■.Hiulon  to  It  t^oirt^  tlnit  \irt\fM 
of  €9efi«i'i  ettri«,  beginning, 

"TJint  if  ih«  liAvn  i  ehild,"  &0. 
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p]ay  it— it  would  toftr  my  oervesto  pieces,)  wnd  in  all  t^Mt'*'>*M 
It  19  fitted  only  for  GorH?nt  Qnrdea.   The  ohi«f  male  cAaiwiliw 

I  confess  t  should  be  very  igti willing  that  auy  one  bat  KmBi 
»hnuli]  f»luy— tliut  is  iaipCKtijUjlc,  audi  1  cauHt  be  cautanb 
with  an  iJirerior  actor." 

Ttie  piny  wns  ngcorditt^ljr  **n%  ta  Tit,  ILnrri!.  H«  pto^ 
runiTicvd  tbe  subject  tc<  b«  fto  obJootinimbLo,  tliAt  li«  couM 
not  e^eti  Mibtait  tbo  \iiitt  t<i  Ml!>»  0*Ki;il  lor  pei-u^aU  but 
*ipfe»-*ei.l  liifl  deslfi;  liint  lljf  iuubof  would  write  i^  ti;tg«d^ 
on  eouie  otbflr  tubjocr,  whi4?h  be  woitUl  glttfUy  jinueiit.  Shel- 
ley nrliited  n  small  editioti  rtt  Lw^hom,  Ifj  innHre  its  c^irect- 
ness;  tis  lio  wa*  mucib  auiKiycd  by  ilic  niHiiiy  mblnkot  tLut 
of«pt  Itito  hj«  text,  wbe^  dtfetfttice  jirevcaKitt  tii^  Uvm.  oei^ 
racthip;  the  pn-Bs^ 

Un!''cr-nl  apjirobjition  s^ipn  stumped  Tb^  Cenei  n*  '>t»*  ?M**;t 
tragedy  of  modern  times.  Writing  conceraing  it,  Sbelley 
said :  "  I  linvo  been  cautious  to  avoid  the  introducing  faults 
of  youtlifiil  composition;  difTuseiie-s,  a  profui^iori  of  inappli- 
cable imajiery,  vngucnoss,  pciierality,  and,  as  Ilamlot  says, 
vxrrds,  icordi."  'liicre  is  notliing  that  is  not  purely  dramatic 
throughout;  and  the  (.liaiacter  of  Beatrice,  procoedint^  from 
velieraent  struggle  to  horror,  to  deadly  resolution,  and  lastly, 
to  the  elevated  divinity  of  calm  sufferinpr,  joined  to  passionate 
tenderness  and  j>atl)os,  is  touched  with  hues  so  vivid  and  so 
beautiful,  that  tlie  poet  seems  to  have  read  intimately  the 
secrets  of  the  noble  heart  im:i;;ed  in  the  lovely  countenance 
of  the  unfortunate  pirl.  The  Fifth  Act  is  a  masterpiece.  It 
is  the  fnicst  thing  he  ever  wrote,  and  may  claim  proud  com- 
parison not  only  with  any  contemporaiy,  but  preceding  poet. 
The  varying  feelings  of  I^catrice  are  expre-soJ  with  passion 
ate,  heart-reaching  eloquence.  Kvery  character  has  a  voice 
that  eclioes  truth  in  its  tones.  It  is  curious,  to  one  acquainted 
with  tlie  written  story,  to  mark  the  success  with  which  the 
poet  lias  mwuvcn  tiie  real  incidents  of  the  tragedy  into  his 
bcenes,  and  yet,  through  the  p^wer  of  poetry,  has  obliterated 
»!'  that  would  otherwise  have  shown  too  hai-sh  or  too  hideous 
hi  the  picture.  His  success  was  a  double  triumph;  and  often 
ftHer  he  wa«  earnestly  entreated  to  write  again  in  a  style  that 
commanded  popular  favour,  while  it  was  not  less  instinct 
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PREFACE, 


Tui  poern  of  "H«lhu/'  wntl«a  at  the  siif;gnsiioi)  uf  tht 
*v«ii1«  ur  iliii  tuuiiKtut,  it  n  tiieru  iiu|;rovi»e^  ivti<i  (ittrive^  iti 
tutcireAt  (should  It  tif  foutid  Uj  {>r»i*e;««  any)  aoUiy  Crom  tb« 
busnM  H^'tiiipHibj  which  tlie  Aulbor  fccL»  with  iJio  ciiu£«  la* 

Tha  subject^  ill  its  prwaiit  stikta,  i»  liiiii»?eptil>l«  of  b^i&g 
iNAUid,  otlt£rvvl»e  ttiau  Ijrically,  tuid  if  1  have  aallvd  tiiit 
{KMin  A  iliuwiL,  fnnii  Uiu  circutaMluitt^o  af  its  bcttig  <:iiiit[»tisei] 
lo  tUalogtiu,  (lie  1tcH)ii«  bs  not  groiitor  tlmn  that  whivh  hm 
b««n  iiBminfd  hy  otUer  poots,  -Hrho  luiv©  ciUkni  tbeir  protlao- 
tU*ni  «ptcf,  uiily  bocnuje  nhny  biive  beos  41vy«d  iuto  twelvo 
or  tweuty'4our  bouks* 

The  fvnw  nf  j£iuby1u»  uirortletl  me  tbn  first  nuuliil  <if  tuy 
!;in»cot*t)*^'h  nllbuugb  tite  tkubioi)  of  thu  i^loriuiis  coiUesC  iii>w 
wnjilii^  in  Gri'tfCo  bciiiig  yet  stiitpeitslvd,  forbiil-*  a  ijiihuiinjijh* 
|iUfiilJoI  to  the  ratuni  *s(  Xerxnw  lUid  lh«  dtittoJntJou  of  tbi 
iVrsiaru*.  HmTfl,  tliwcforo,  auiiiviiit«ll  luy^clf  vtiih  exhibit 
ing  K  »en"M  of  lyric  plemreii,  nvd  witli  hnvr,  npoa 

CjiO  «DrtBiri  of  futurity,  wblcb  fidls  upcui  tiic  u  .utie^ 

wwb  Q|ni»t  uf  iiiilUtiiict  mid  vLsIqum)/  Joliuomjtju  ha  oiiggwl 
tJM  flitftl  tHiitnjth  uf  tiiu  Ur»uk  cuunv  iu»  m  {Kirtiuu  uf  lJi«  ckumi 
of  civillxftturti  iitid  KXiai  iroprovoirntut, 

Tb«  drdinA  {if  dnima.  tt  mimi  Im  mIM)  Is»  boir«iwr,  u 
htArtinc\Al,  tbAi  I  doubt  vrbvthor,  if  roait«l  00  tbe  Tbegpiim 
wagTMi  Iji  nu  Albeauio  vilhigu  ■£  Ihfl  Diwyuiidi^  it  w(#uliJ 
b»vt!  obtiilfied  Utt;  priM  «f  iJio  fooc  1  aliall  bcu,r  with  otitta* 
niniit)'  tiny  puiii»litn«iit  ^ruiicr  than  Uia  Iom  of  tucii  m  rvH-itnl 
wlilch  tb«  Ari«tMr(ihi  u(  UiH  huur  tn«Y  tliink  St  tu  iiUhoi. 

Tha  ctrilv  ff»fit-»t»i^  wbidi  I  huv&  yet  ttttvuiiitinJ  hii»,  I 
oolitw*,  in  epito  uf  Iho  uiifnvQtiniblfl  nnluro  of  llic  •iibj«ot, 
ri9«iTpi]  n  groftibrr  mid  a  itmni  vwluttblo  pi^rtlcm  of  »jipl«UM 
StlAii  L  ^jxitautiod,  ur  than  It  d««orv«d, 

Ciiauuoii  tiuitd  i»  llit:  oiily  uuthoiUy  virhiuU  1  u!Ui  iili«it*  '^ 
tbe  dbtniU  wbivU  furtu  thv  biLatA  uf  th«  ptiem,  tUid  1  aiii*l 
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I  upon  the  forfiriTenev  of  taf  reAden  ttx  the  dls^J^ 
ipnpor  eruilitioD  to  which  1  han;  bMu  mdiic»4.  Un* 
lly,  uDtil  the  iTOnciOiioti  q(  tUe  wnr,  it  wiU  be  Jinpt*. 
I  obtAia  au  &4xount  or  it  sufficiently  authcntM  fat 


k 


latcriftb;  tu^ 

ible  tliJir  fti'rtioa 

filed  bj  the  Gn 

uav&l  victory,  s 

WM  iigTindited  by  circun 

•voii  tlmtj  victory. 

The  flpEitby  of  ch«  rul 
wtouiiihin^  cii^uuistmit'c 
to  which  tbey  owe  their 
the  BAbe»  of  tbeir  tuiit,  a  » 


e  their  privilep*,  And  it  is 

at  they  h«ve  piiotd  Toaim 
their  delbiit  iti  WalYadttm 
df  heroism  mos«  glorioo* 

ie  clvttixed  irorid,  to  Ow 
e»eorKltt£its  of  that  nntkM) 
Ml — riiliig  a*  tt  vera  fpaa* 
If  perfeody  inexplicsbt*  to 
3  mere  s{:>ectiitor  of  th«  shoirih  ui  .^iii^  mortal  scene.  We  *r« 
■11  Greeks.  Our  L&w»,  our  litexature,  our  nBligion,  one  nrt». 
have  their  root  in  Greece.  But  for  Greece — Borne  the  in- 
structor, the  conqueror,  or  the  metropolis  of  our  ancestor?, 
would  have  spread  no  illumination  with  her  arms,  and  we 
might  still  have  been  savages  and  idolaters;  or,  what  is  worse, 
might  have  arrived  at  such  a  stagnant  and  miserable  state 
of  social  institutions  as  China  and  Japan  possess. 

Tlie  human  form  and  the  human  mind  attained  to  a  per- 
fection in  Greece  which  has  impressed  its  image  on  those 
faultless  productions,  whose  very  fragments  are  the  despair 
of  modern  art,  and  luis  propagated  impulses  which  cannot 
cease,  through  a  thousand  cliannels  of  manifest  or  imper- 
ceptible oi)eratioii,  to  ennoble  and  delight  mankind  until  the 
extinctiun  of  the  race. 

The  modern  Greek  is  the  descendant  of  those  glorious 
L'eings  whom  the  imagination  almost  refuses  to  figure  to 
itself  as  belonging  to  our  kind;  and  he  inherits  much  of 
their  sensibility,  their  rajadity  of  concopttion,  their  enthusi 
asm,  and  their  coumge.  If  in  ni;iny  instances  he  is  degraded 
by  moral  and  political  slavery  to  the  pnictice  of  the  basest 
vices  it  engenders,  and  that  btlow  the  level  of  ordinary  degra- 
dation; let  us  reflect  tliat  the  corruption  of  the  best  produces 
the  wor^t,  and  that  habits  which  subsist  only  in  relation  to  a 
txculinr  state  of  social  institution  may  be  expected  to  cease, 
as  soon  as  that  relation  is  dissolved.     In  fact,  the  Greeks 
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imca  tlie  ailunn»l>1a  ru)vel  of  "Aitiulntitts**  coiiM  have  licnu 
H  fMiUii'ttl  {iktiire  of  U)«tr  ittatitmnt,  Imve  unilirrp'iK*  niott 
iinpurtiuit  chnnis*^;  tli«  Dow«r  crf  their  youtK,  rctumliig  to 
their  country  ftoin  tha  uiiivctriitica  of  Iralj-,  (iennjiii)',  mid 
Kroncc,  buve  eoiniimriicnte«l  to  tlieir  fellow-eltl/.en*  tlie  l»tesf 
ratuItS'  or  (lir.l  i>(M;inl  |>etfactSoii  of  wliich  Ui«lr  uisCMton 
wore  tljo  o-lgliinl  auurce.  Tlic  unWvraity  urCUicw  ctuttuirietl 
bafure  tli«  bretikitift  njut  itf  tbo  rcrphtlimi,  <}''giit  tmuili-tMl 
•"•urlfliitf,  and  among  tlicm  scvcml  Gcrmtirn*  nud  Aiuericuiip.. 
The  munlflcciice  rind  «n«r;fj*  of  ninny  nf  thu  (Irrck  prlni-c» 
iiiid  m^'rcliiiHis,  directed  lo  Uic  rejiovntlon  gf  their  couiitry, 
wltti  0.  spUit  AOii  a  Wisdom  wtucli  bin*  (ev  osatDpiM,  is  ubure 
ull  itmtAf. 

Th«  Eit^liili  pennit  Ihrir  own  f»iiprei*or»  to  net  according 
to  (heir  riMiitmt  (ym|tnrhy  iriili  ilie  lurkitli  tynmt,  luid  to 
brand  upon  Itieir  iiuuib  tiio  indoilblu  t/lol  u(  uu  nniiutce  with 
tUc  erftirtle*  uf  diJtoftstic  hnppinea«,  of  Clirl»tia»»Hy,  »ud  clvU- 
ifittloiu 

riuMtsin  <U'«i'n>it  io  piMMuu^  not  to  Ub«mt«  Qitieoe^  ttpd  ii 
cniiteutvd  to  »r«  tha  Turks,  its  Dtttur*!  «itom<c»,  uud  Ihe 
Gneka,  lU  inttinded  nhivii^,  luireeUe  ctn;h  iithvi',  until  OOt 
i,>rli*»lli  r»ll  into  its  net.  The  wi»ft  nsid  ^lineiuin  pohoy  of 
ttiglitiid  %vmild  hnVK  i-uiiHi«Uid  in  e*liiUi«lihi|^  th«  kiiilcpecid' 
eace  uf  Cirvecc,  und  In  umlnulitiug  U  Uwth  iv(^jiiii»i  KumIh  lUid 
tli«  iuik$| — but  \»hRii  wua  til':  upfJic-aMjr  ijiniuj'ou*  vt  ju>I? 

Th«  ^pnnixU  )'t:tdn*>uln  u  iiircady  ftca.  France  ft  trntiiiwU 
in  thf)  <itiiji>ymijtu  i^f  a  pnrtml  rKriofiitiini  (mn\  iJin  abate* 
which  Its  utiiinturud  and  (ccblo  govtirimuiiit  nr*  r»iitK'  ut* 
tottptlug  to  r<Ervive.  The  eeci  of  bluud  uud  mlfiLty  hti*  Lumiu 
towu  111  Ituly,  and  m.  (uuro  vigorous  raeo  !■  anting  10  ffo  forth 
to  t!t«i  hanrisaL  1'iiu  world  walu  uttly  tlic  n«wt  of  u  KvoltUioMt 
of  U«rtimtiy,  to  »w  tiiin  tyiiuitt  wIim  ht4i«  ptttimul<<d  liiuuiviiirwi 
DU  tts  *tipiji«noM,  iireoiiiinHiii  mu>  tlu*  rutn  from  wLirvIi  they 
itall  utriitr  lurtM,  Wvll  tlo  thosti  dc«troy«i-n  of  inituUiijd 
know  lljuii*  eueroy,  » licit  Ihcy  iiuputo  thq  invunwition  in 
llre«ce  to  tliQ  fcHtuH  »pmi  iHifum  wiiich  tliey  tri«mhlH  thrpugln 
ml  (t«v  re*t  of  Eiinciprt  nod  ihiit  eii«nty  wvU  kiiuwi  Um 
power  and  cuimlng  of  tl*  opponmtta,  snd  watcbca  th«  ino« 
mrjtt  ul'TJicir  iifiproiteliluK  wculvoiw*  mxl  inwituhlo  divialon, 
la  wre»l  the  IjilcHHly  Kjcptm  tmm  their  grup. 


gRAMATlS 


Scene—  Ow'«n'»''<!P^ 
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BKLLA9. 


Whose  loi-er  was  of  the  aumber 
Who  now  keep 
That  calm  sleep 
Wlience  none  CI  '  ;.  nhei-e  noce  sfcaQ  weep* 


I  touch  thy  ten 

;)ale  1 

I  breathe  to 

on  tbea! 

And  L'uuld 

rs  avail. 

All  ray , 

be 

Dead,  and  I  woun 

to  weep  J 

So  thou  might' st   win  uiit?  hour  of  quiet  3^1ee| 


CUORU8. 

Breathe  low,  low, 
The  spell  of  the  mighty  mistress  now ! 
When  Conscience  lulls  her  sated  snake, 
And  Tyrants  sleep,  let  Freedom  wake. 
Breathe  low,  low, 
The  words,  which,  like  secret  fire,  shall  flow 
Through  the  veins  of  the  frozen  earth — low,  iow 

SEMICHOnUS   I. 

Life  may  eiiange,  but  it  may  fly  not  ; 
Hope  may  vanish,  but  can  die  not ; 
Truth  be  veiled,  but  still  it  burneth  ; 
Love  repulsed, — but  it  returneth. 

SEMICIIOKUS  II. 

Yet  were  life  a  eharnel,  where 
Hope  lay  cotfined  with  Despair; 


Yet  were  truth  &  sacred  lie, 
Lore  w«ro  lusl — 

If  LibeHj 
Lent  not  life  its  liotti  of  lj<^ht, 
Hope  its  iris  of  dutight, 
Truth  its  prophe&'&  vulm  to  wear, 
Love  its  ()i>wer  U*  give  urid  bear. 


^'^1 


cuotttrs. 

In  the  greul  raoming  of  the  world, 
The  spii'il  ofCoil  with  might  unfnrleil 
The  flag  oi'  Freedom  over  Chaoe, 

And  all  its  bnndeil  inijtrchs  t\t-xl. 
Like  viiUiin»sj  Jnglitml  fi*oru  Ituiius, 

Before  till  enrthtitiiikt^**  treiul* 
So  from  Timt»'0  leu)[)CHtuou8  dawn 
Fretrlom'*  spleiidtnir  btir-t  and  shone. 
TiiicrmopyljjE  und  A£iirjitliOii 
Caught,  like  mountaidij  beacon- lighu<*d» 

Tho  tiiiringing    tire^-^Thc  wir]!Ti.d  glory 
On  Phitjppi  Jiali-ftligltte*i, 

Like  nn  cnglc  on  a  promiiritory. 
Its  unwearied  wings  could  fan 
The  quenchless  ashes  of  Milan. 
From  n^K  lo  ugt^,  from  man  fo  man 

It  lived  I  und  lit  from  Innd  to  land 

Fbri^nee,  Albion,  Switserlfuid* 
Then  uighl  ft.*  11 ;  uad,  vls  from  nrght, 


i-assumiftg  fi<^rj  flight, 
From  the  West  swift  Fieedom  came, 
AgaiDst  the  courae  of  heaveii  and  doom. 


A  second  Kun  a^ 

To  Uurn,  to  kii 
From  fur  ALlaiilj--= 
ClmHed  llio  sliado 
France^  with  §1' 
Hid,  bat  que 
Througii  cloi 
From  utmost  Satet 


In  flame, 
0  illume, 
oiing  beamif 
d  the  di-eaniJi. 
nguin(j  steams, 
not ;  again 
hafts  of  gloEj  nas 
nj  to  Spain. 


As  an  eagle  ted  with  moming 

Scorns  the  embattled  tempest's  warning. 

When  slie  seeks  her  aerie  hanging 

In  the  mountain-cedar's  hair, 
And  her  brood  expect  the  clanging 

Of  her  wings  through  the  wild  air, 
Sick  with  famine  ; — Freedom,  so 
To  what  of  Greece  remaineth  now 
Returns  ;  her  hoary  ruins  glow 
Like  orient  mountains  lost  in  day ; 
Beneath  the  safety  of  her  wings 
Her  TLMiovated  nurslings  play, 
And  in  the  naked  lightnings 
Of  truth  they  purge  their  dazzled  eyoa. 
Let  Freedom  leave,  where'er  she  flies, 
A   desert,  or  a  paradise  ; 

Let  the  beautiful  and  the  brave 
Share  her  glory,  or  a  grave. 
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8BXIGHORUS  I. 

With  the  gifts  of  gladness 
Greece  did  thy  cradle  strew  ; 

BBXICnORDS  II. 

With  the  tears  of  sadness 

Greece  did  thy  sliroud  bedew  ; 

8BMICIIORD8  T. 

With  an  orplian's  affection 

She  followed  the  bier  through  time : 

8EMIGHORUS  II. 

And  at  thy  resurrection 

Rc-appeareth,  like  thee,  sublime  1 

8EMICIIORD8  I. 

If  Heaven  should  resume  thee, 

To  Heaven  shall  her  spirit  ascend ; 

BBXICnORDS  II. 

If  Hell  should  entomb  thee, 

To  Hell  shall  her  high  hearts  bend. 

SEXICHORU8  I. 

If  Annihilation — 

8BMICHORU8  II. 

Dust  let  her  glories  be ; 
And  a  name  and  a  nation 
Be  forgotten,  Freedom,  with  thee  1 


194 


BELLAS. 


His  brow  grows  durker — lireftthe  not— oioyi 

not! 
He  Bt&rts — he  shudders  ; — ye  tlmt  love  not. 
With  rotir  pan  ting  loatl  nntl  fast 
Have  awakened  him  at  last- 

SiAHAitrD  {iiartiftgjhm  hk  dtep.) 

Man  the  SeragHo-gunrd  I  nmke  fast  the  gate. 

What !  from  a  cannonade  of  three  short  brmrsF 

*Tis  false  I  that  hrc^atih  towards  the  Bo$phoms 

Cannot  he  pratrlit^aLle  yeX — Who  stirs  ? 

Stand  to  the  match  ;  that  when  tht*  fo«  prevails, 

One  ijpark  may  mix  in  reeonciling  ruin 

The  conqueror  and  iLe  conquered!  Heave  Uut 

tower 
Into  the  gap— wrench  off  the  roof. 

Enter  Rassak. 

Ha!  what  I 

The  truth  of  daj  h<^hlii[is  upon  my  dream. 
And  I  am  Mahnuid  i^till. 


Is  strangelj  moved. 


iiAiSAir. 

Tour  Sublime  Hig^iiMm 


Tbe  timea  do  cast  ati-aiige  ^hadowi 

On  Uiose  wlto  watch  and  who  inu^l  rule  tLeif 

course, 


acLt^s. 


29$ 


Lest  th«y,  being  firsjit  in  peril  as  In  glory, 

Be  whelmed  in  the  fierce  ebb  >-^nil  these  are  of 

them. 
ThHce  has  a  gloomy  vision  hunted  rae 
A^  thus  from  !*ioep  Into  the  troubled  day  ; 
It  shakos  me  m  the  tempest  shakes  the  sen, 
LenTJng  no  figure  upon  memory 'a  gljiiss. 
Would  that — no  mntter.     Thou  didst  s»y  thou 

knewest 
A  Jew,  whose  spirit  is  h  chronicle 
Of  stranf»e  and  secret  ontl  forgotten  thlngg, 
I  bade  ihee  mimmon  liimi — *iis  said  liid  tribe 
Diratiit  and  are  wise  interprctera  of  dreams. 


The  Jew  of  whom  I  »pake  h  old, — so  old 
He  seems  to  b»ve  outlived  a  world'*  dec«y  j 
The  honry  mountains  and  the  wrinkled  ocean 
8<rem  j'otiny;<:;r  ^tiil  Ihtin  htr  ;  his  hair  tmd  beard 
Are  whiter  ihan  the  teoipeat-sifttjd  snow  i 
I  Jii»  cold  jmle  limbs  and  pulseless  arteries 
Are  like  ihe  fibres  of  a  ckiud  instinct 
With  lighl,  and  to  the  :»oui  that  quitrkens.  them 
I  Are  as  the  atoms  of  (be  mountain-dnft 
I  To  the  wintf-r  winri : — ^biil  fi-om  bis  (jye  looks  forth 
I  A  life  of  tinconsuined  tiiougbt,  which  pierceii 
The  preAeiU,  and  ibe  pHi-t,  niid  the  to-come. 
Borne  say  that  ikh  h  he  whom  the  ;;rt'at  prophet 
[  Jesus,  the  son  of  Josoplu  ft»r  ins  mockery. 
Mocked  with  tJie  curse  of  immortality. 


^         f^ign  thai  be  Is  Enoch  ;  others  dr^iia 
1        as  pre-adamite,  and  has  survived 

Cycles  of  generation  and  of  ruiiL 


The  sage,  in  truth,  I 
And  conquering  pena 
Deep  contemplation,  * 
In  years  outs  tret  che 
May  have  attuined  lo 
Ovtsr  those  strong  an 
Which  others  fear  an 


iful  abstinence, 
the  mutinouB  fleshy 
iwearied  ji^ludj, 
d  the  date  of  man, 
uignty  and  ^^deDco 
st  things  and  thoughu 
V  ool. 


J  would  talk 


With  this  old  Jew. 


HASSAN. 

Thy  will  is  even  now 
Made  known  to  him,  where  he  dwells  in  a  sea- 
cavern 
'Mid  the  Dumonesi,  less  accessible 
Than  thou  or  God  !     Jle  who  would  question  him 
Mu<t  sail  alone  at  sunset,  where  the  streana 
Of  ocean  sleeps  around  those  foamless  isles. 
When  the  young  moon  is  westering  as  now. 
And  evening  airs  wander  upon  the  wave  ; 
And  when  the  j)ines  of  that  bee-pasturing  isle. 
Green  Krehinthus,  quench  tlie  fieiy  shadow 
Of  his  gilt  j)io\v  within  tlie  sapphire  water, 
Then  must  the  lonely  helmsman  cry  aloud, 
Ahasuerus  !  and  the  caverns  round 
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Will  aitswer,  Aha^uerua  !  If  bb  prayer 

Be  granted,  r  faint  meteor  will  JU-ue^ 

Lif;!tting  him  over  Mmraora,  anil  :i  wind 

Will  ru!?h  out  of  the  -i^liing  pine-forfBt» 

And  w*tli  the  wiiiiJ  a  Htorm  of  harmanj 

Unutterably  RWect,  tim\  pilot  him 

Through  the  soft  twilight  to  llio  Bo^phorud  : 

Thoncef  at  the  hour  anJ  pUieo  and  circumstance 

Fit  for  ihe  nuiiter  of  ih<?Ir  cojifvrencc» 

The  Jew  appears.     Few  dare,  and  f«w  who  dare, 

Win  the  desired  com  m union — ^but  that  ^hout 

Bodes^^  M  *^'*^  tcithin. 

Evil,  dout)ttei8  ;  like  all  human  sotinda* 
Let  me  oonvtsr^c  with  spirits. 


Thai:  shout  agiun. 

MA  n  MUD. 

Thia  Jew  whom  thou  ba^t  summoned — 


|uu)&AJr> 


Wm  be  here— 


MAUMUID. 

When  th«!  omnipolt'ut  hour,  to  which  are  yoked 
He,  I,  wild  all  ibingis,  shu-U  compel — Biiouglu 
Siltmee  tho^e  mutiiteei^ — that  drunken  cruw 
That  crowd  about  lite  pilot  in  the  sionn* 


f9& 


-BEXJLMM, 


Ay  I  fitnke  the  foremcK^t  ^borter  llf  m  iwdl 
Tlitiy  weary  me,  and  I  haw  i\e*id  C^HkL. 
Kings  are  like  slars — they  rise  and  aut,  the^  hare 
The  worship  of  the  world,  Uul  tio  rwjKis*. 

CHORUS, 

Worlds  on  tvorlds  are  rolling  ever 
*      From  creation  to  decay, 
Like  the  bulb  tea  un  a  riv«r. 

Sparkling,  bui-^ting,  boriae  awdir* 
But  they  afe  etill  iinmorial 
Who,  throu;jh  hii  th's  orlt'ijr  (tor to]. 
And  death's  dark  chasm  hurrying  to  and  fino, 
Clothe  their  unccasinj?  flight 
In  the  brief  dust  and  light 
Gathered  around  their  chariots  as  they  go  ; 
New  shai)es  they  still  may  weave, 
New   irods,  new  laws  n^ceive, 
Bright  or  dim  are  they,  as  the  robes  they  last 
On  Death's  bare  ribs  had  east. 


A  power  from  the  unknown  God; 
A  I'rometheaii  coiupieror  came  ; 
Like  a  triumphal  path  he  trod 
The  thorns  of  death  and  shame. 
A  mortal  shape  to  him 
Was  like  the  vapour  dim 
Which  the  orient  planet  animates  with  light} 
Hell,  Sin,  and  Slavery  came, 
Like  bloodhounds  mild  and  tame, 
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Nor  preyed  until  their  lord  Imd  taken  flight. 

Tbe  moon  of  Mahomet 

Aro.-^e*  Aiid  k  shall  *cl ; 
While  hhi/oneil  ah  on  i»eaven*s  immodaJ  noon 
The  cross  leads  geoei-ulions  on. 

Bvtlfl  as  iht!  radiant  fihHjm^  of  sjeep 

From  oni5  wjm^e  thvuiiisi  ure  |irttHdtgei, 
Fly^  whuu  the  fotjd  wrctcU  wukvic  lo  weep, 
And  day  petirs  forih  with  hvr  Ulank  tf^i 
So  tietft,  so  fHiivt,  su  fnir, 
The  Power*  of  earth  ivod  siir 
FJcd  fi-ocj  Ibc  folding  emr  of  Bethlehem  : 
Apollo,  Piiu,  and  hov^ 
And  evfii  {Jlyu)|nmi  Jove 
Grew  wi*iik,for  kiilliigTruthhad  gltiri-'don  tlienit 
Our  hillrt,  ftrid  attis^  mid  i&tretima, 
Dis-jicopk'd  of  iheir  dfeams, 
Their  water*  luriR-d  lo  blwcK  iheirdf  w  to  toar^ 
Wailed  for  ttie  golden  jfcar*. 

EKItr  ILuuiiTD,  XUmaji.  Daooe»,  and  otkem. 

MAiiiino. 
ilore  gold  ?  our  ancp^tors  tniught  gold  with  victcfl^ 
And  shall  I  sell  h  for  defwil  ? 


The  Janiicafi 
^Latuoar  for  pay. 


BItXAS. 


MXUMVO* 

Go,  hit]  tbem  pajr  themselves 
[^hri^tiaD  blood!     Are  therd  oo  Orei^iaD 
Tirgins 


jobe  shrit^ks  and  i 
enjoy  ? 
No  inOdt'l  cliildren  to 
No  hua^ry  priests  aftar 
Wha  bunt  tlie  cur^e 
Which  clove  bis  own 
Blood  is  the  seed  of  go 


uid  tears  thej  nuij 

on  spears  ? 
*»triarch 

bi^  comitry"3  heart, 
Go  I  hid  them  kill 


DAOOD. 

It  has  been  sown, 
And  yet  tlie  harvest  to  the  sickle-men 
Is  as  a  grain  to  each. 


MAHMCD. 

Then  take  this  signet. 
Unlock  the  seventh  chamber,  in  which  lie 
The  treasures  of  victorious  Soli  man, 
An  empire's  spoils  stored  for  a  day  of  ruin. 
0  spirit  of  my  sires,  is   it  not  come  ? 
The  prey-birds  and  the   wolves  are  gorged  and 

sleep  ; 
But  these,  who  spread  their  feast  on  the  red  earth, 
Hunger  for  fjold,  which  fills  not. — See  them  fed  ; 
Then  lead  them  to  the  riv«'rs  of  fresh  death. 

[Exit  Daooi* 
Oh  !  miserable  dawn,  after  a  night 
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Mart?  |Tlorioii«  than  the  tiny  which  it  (i&urjyed ! 
0  fai'h  in  God !  0  |K)w»*r  im  mrth  i  O  word 
Of  t)K'  grr.'it  Proplutt,  whosa  over>.liadowii>j:  wing« 
Darken*-*]  the  thmiK'8  auJ  idols  of  tlie  west, 
Now  Uright ! — ftn-  tiiy  wike  arreed  Ik;  llie  liour, 
Even  as  u  failiwr  by  an  eril  child, 
When  till*  orient  moon  of  Islam  rolled  in  tnumpli 
Kt-om  Cauf^isus  to  white  Ceraunxji  1 
liuitl  abov*f,  and  atx«rchy  below  ; 
Tei'j'or  without,  and  treachery  within ; 
The  chalit-'c  of  destruction  full,  tind  all 
Thirsting  ut  drink  ;  and  who  atnoiig  ui  darei 
To  dash  it  from  his  lifts  ?  Aiid  where  i&  Hojie  ? 


The  lamp  of  our  dotniiiion  ftlill  rides  high  ; 
One  God  i»  God — Mahomt^t  h  his  Frophel. 
Fouir  hundred  thousand  Moahunft,  frum  tho  limits 
Orutmo>t  A?ta,  hTesisiibly 
Throng:,  Ukf  full  cloud*  at  (he  Sirocco's  cry, 
But  not  like  them  to  weep  their  «tr«ngth  in  temni 
Tht'v  have  destroying  lightning,  and  their  ^tep 
Wakes  eai'thi|Uiike,  to  eon  sum  e  and  overwhelm. 
And  reigti  in  ruin,     Phrygian  Olymfms, 
Tmoluis  and  Lntmos,  and  Mycale,  roughen 
With  horrent  arms;  nrid  lofty  *hips,  even  now, 
Like  vapoias  nnehored  to  a  inoiiriliii  u'.h  cil^e, 
Freighted  with  tire  and  whirlwiud^  wu.it  at  {Scalft 
The  convoy  of  ihe  ev(*r-%  eering  wind. 
Samoa  it  drunk  with  hlooc]  ;^ — the  Greek  has  pud 


I 


'K>ry  with  swtft  lo-ffi  sind  lon^  dp*piilfv 
e  ]MoI<Uivifin  fit-^rf^  tied  fa'^t  nrKi  f«r 
the  fierce  shout  of  AUAh-iUu-AIlitli! 


irtrthtrn  wind, 
^y  ttnd  te*HTii£i  n  flock 
rftc  nuked  stonn* 
t)  Dtutub«*s  dvLj ! 

ling  biftU; 

Idon  day. 


I  like  ihe  war-cry 

dIj  kilb  the  shig 
Ui  wild  swans  struggu 
So  were  the  lost  Gree 
If  night  ia  mntc,  yet  th 
Kindles  the  voice?  of 
Nor  &i  thy  bidding  It-^ 
Than  btrdet  rejoicing  in 
The  Anarchies  of  Africa  unleash 
Tlieir  tempest-winged  cities  of  the  sea, 
To  speak  ill  tluinder  to  the  rebel  world. 
Like  sulplmnms    olonds    liiilf-shattered   by  the 

storm, 
Tliey  sweep  tiie  pale  ^-Egean,  while  the  Queen 
Of  Ocean,  bound  upon  her  island  throne, 
Far  iti  the  West,  sits  mourning  that  her  sons. 
Who  tVown  on  Freedom,  spare  a  smile  for  thee: 
Russia  still  hovers,  as  an  eagle  might 
Within  a  cloud,  near  which  a  kite  and  crane 
Hang  tangled  in  inextricahlc  light, 
To  sto(»|)  upon  tlie  victor;  tor  she  fears 
The  name  of   Freedom,  even  as  she  hates  thine* 
liut  recreant  Austria  K)\es  thee  as  the  grave 
Loves   pestilence,  and  her  slow  dogs  of  war. 
Fleshed  with  the  cha>e,  come  up  from  Italy, 
And  howl  uj)on  their  limits:  for  they  see 
The  panther  Freeiom  tied  to  her  old  cover, 


DeLUA». 


Boa 


Atnitl  sras  ami  muunlaiiis,  atid  a  mightier  brocx] 
Crouch  iiroudil.    What  tuiAivh  wenr^  a  ci'own  or 

mitre, 
Or  Ltmrn  iliu  sword^  or  grasps  the  key  of  gold, 
\Vlic>se  fiieiuU  are  not  I  by  frit-nds,  whose  foes  tlxf 

foes? 
Our  arseimU  and  our  titinories  are  full  i 

Our  furls  *l^i'y  assault.*;  ttm  thousund  caiu»on 
Lie  raii^eJ  upon  the  litaacb,  mid  hour  hy  hour 
Their  c,'ir(h-convubing  whv^ig  afFi'SgUt  the  citjfj 
The  gnllujiing  of  fie  17  slecdH  makes  palo 
The  ChriMiuii  iii«*rt*h:itit»  and  tint  yeilow  Jew 
Hides  his  liosini  deeper  ill  the  faitiik-ss  earth. 
Like  rlond=,  «nd  ljk«  the  slmdaws  of  the  cloudu, 
Over  th<'  hill*  o(  Anutnihi, 
Swift  ill  wide  trtjujis  ihe  Tartar  chivulry 
Swce^i;— tht!  ftir-lUshin**  uf  (heir  starry  lantte« 
Kevei'bt;ralt"fi  the  dying  light  of  day* 
Wv  httVi!  one   God,  onu    King,  one   Hope,  one 

Law; 
But  many-liesidetl  In^iirreciioii  f^tands 
Divided  in  Itself^  and  »oon  miut  falU 


itxitJiim. 
Proud  words,  whtrn  dfeda  o(HiH&  ihurt,  arts  teaiMi- 

able : 
Look,  HaAsnn,  on  yon  cretscerit  moon^  cmblasoned 
Upon  Ihut  shaltfcred  lliig  of  Jlery  cloud 
Whicli  U'iuh  the  rear  of  ihe  de[>arfing  day, 
Wan  cmbkm  of  an  empire  faditjg  now  I 


HELLAS. 

V  it  trembles  in  the  blood-red  air, 
e  a  mighty  lamp  whose  oil  h  spentt 
■n^ivB  on  the  horizon's  edg(*,  while,  from  above, 
star  with  indolent  "  itorious  light 

prs  nbove  its  faJt,  h  keen  beams, 

Liiice  ftrrowi.  through  a  g  antelope. 

Strikes  its  weak  form  t*  i. 


Even  tt&  that  moon 


Renews  it^self- 


MAHVUD. 

Sliall  we  be  not  renewed ! 
Far  otlier  bark  than  ours  were  needed  now 
To  stem  the  torrent  of  descending  time : 
The  spirit  that  lifts  the  slave  before  its  lord 
Stalks  throuj^h  the  capitals  of  armed  kings. 
And  spreads  his  ensign  in  the  wilderness ; 
Exults  in  chains ;  and  when  the  rebel  falls, 
Cries  like  the  blood  of  Abel  from  the  dust; 
And  the  inheritors  of  earth,  like  beasts 
When  earthquake  is  unleashed,  with  idiot  fear 
Cower  in  their  kingly  dens — as  I  do  now. 
What  were  Defeat,  when  Victory  must  appall  ? 
Or  Danger,  when  Security  looks  pale? 
How  said  the  messenger — who  from  the  fort 
Islanded  in  the  Danube,  saw  tlie  battle 
Of  Bucharest? — that — 
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Tbrnhlm**  ci meter 
Drew  wifh  it*  gleam  swift  victory  fi*oni  heaven. 
To  bum  before  tiim  in  llie  night  of  battle — 
A  light  anfl  a  destruction. 

H^  UN  up. 

Ay  I  the  da/ 
Wai  OQHS ;  but  how  ? 

HABIAlf. 

The  light  Wiillttchian*, 
The  Arnautt  Bervinn,  and  Albiinijui  allies, 
Fled  from  the  glance  of  tmr  urtillcry 
Almost  before  the  thumler-stone  atit ; 
One  half  the  Grecian  arniy  made  a  bri >(<;<! 
Of  safe  and  slow  retreat,  with  Moslem  dead  l 
The  other— 

KAITMIJP. 

Speak — tremble  nol. 

UASSAJI. 

Islanded 

6 J  victor  mj'riada,  formtNl  in  hollow  (tqiiare 
With  rough  an«l  steadfast  fronts  and  ihrico  flung 

back 
rSic  deluge  of  our  foaming  cavaJryi 
Thnce  their  keen  i^'edge  of  battle  pierced  our  Unet. 
Uur  bafiled  tirmy  trembled  like  one  man 
Before  a  Uo&U  nml  g:nv(*  them  space ;  but  «oon» 
VOL,  It.  20 
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the  surrouuiling  hillf,  thi«  *}iiltene:<  biased, 
ling  them  down  wltli  tirn  tiiul  Jran  rain. 
uope  appiuacljed;  till^  like  it  tieJii  arcom 


'  sieklt^-iiinn, 

leu  Sftid   the    Pacfiv, 

ive  iU>tindoiied  ^-ou  s 

neaUor  aiU? 

uil  tiiut  uli!di  b  thjfxr 


tUe  book  oft'  - 

mnde,  inirtfjtcUet. 

w  weak  anti  few 

*'  Sluves, 
Bender  you  reel  ves^ — 

What  hope  of  rt-fugc 

We  giant  jour  Uvea." 

ovro," 

Cried  one^  and  fell  upon  Um  sword  and  died  ! 
Another — "  God,  and  man,  and  hope  abandon  me; 

But  I  to  them  and  to  myself  remain 
Constant ;"  he  bowed  his  head  and  his  heart  burst. 
A  tiiird  exehiinied,  "There  is  a  refuge,  tyrant, 
Wiiere  thou  darest  not  pursue,  and  canst  not  harm, 
Shouldst  thou  pursue  ;  there  we  shall  meet  again." 
Tiien  held  his  breath,  and,  alter  a  brief  spasm. 
The  indignant  spiiit  ca*t  its  mortal  garment 
Among  the  slain — dead  earth  upon  the  earth  ! 
So  these  survivors,  each  by  different  ways. 
Some  strange,  all  sudden,  none  dishonourable. 
Met  in  triumphant  death  ;  and  when  our  army 
Closed  in,  while  yet  wonder,  and  awe,  and  shame 
Held  back  the  base  hyenas  of  the  battle 
That  feed  upon  the  dead  and  fly  the  living. 
One  rose  out  of  the  chaos  of  the  tlain ; 
And  it  it  were  a  corpse  which  some  dread  spirit 
Of  the  old  saviours  of  the  land  we  rule 


I 
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Hiicl  liiled  in  ita  anger,  m  antlcriiig  hj  ; 
Or  if  lUvre  burned  whhln  tfio  6pn**  mati 
Unquundiubk  digdaiii  ordeaili,  atid  inah 
Crtailn^'  wliat  it  fcigiR-ti;^ — I  anntiji  lell : 
But  he  ct'it'il,  **  PlijintomM  itfiln?  frco,  we  come! 
Armies  of  ihu  Eternal,  yc  vho  etrikc 
To  ilmt  the  ciiackb  ofsjiM^rwino  kinj^i, 
And  hhuke  the  souls  throruij  on  tlicfr  Movy  Uca,n\ 
And  thaw  tlieir  fVosUwoik  diadL-nu  like  ulew ; 
O  ye  who  fhmt  n round  this  clinic^  iind  wt;&v't> 
The  garmLrit  of  the  glor}f  uiiirh  it  wcui-*; 
Who«ie   fiitnts   though   earth    brtryy   the   dust   it 

clsisfied* 
Lies  sepuldirrd  *ii  inonumeiiLd  thought i 
Progeiiitur.i  of  sdl  thn!  yet  is  great, 
Asciibo  to  your  bri;_djl  aennti*,  0  ncccpl 
In  your  hh^U  minifcinniun*,  us,  your  sous — 
U»  fii>t,  and  the;  more  glorious  yet  to  come ! 
And  y<*,  wcnk  corHjui-niri !  ^irints  who  Umk  palo 
Wlicn  thu  iTUrihed  worm  rebels  heneuth  your 

I  ft- ad — 
The  vuhnn-a,  juni  the  dogs,  yoiir  prnshmers  Iwap.. 
Arc  overgiMgfd;  hut,  like  opfncssar*,  still 
TJiey  cmve  the  relic  of  Deflraction'a  fensl. 
Tiie  i'Jthfilittiun;!  nnd  tha  thlr^^ty  vrvndji 
Km  «)ck  with  id(jiod  ;  the  dev\  h  foul  with  dentil; 
UeuTeiiV  hght  \i  quenehrd   in  shnighter:  tb>>» 

whcreVr 
Upon  your  cutnp,  dtie«,  or  towers,  or  dcetii, 
The  uhtiueiic  bircl^  the  reeking  rctnniinUi  ciwt 


\- 


OELLAa^ 


se  dead  litnb^  upon  your  strmma 

i  your  fidds,  your  gardens,  and  jrour  liottM^ 

tops, 
ire'er  the  winds  ep,  or  tlte  clouds  flj, 

the  dews  fidlf  or  t»ii  y  sun  louk  dowir 

y      1  (Kjwoned  lijjbt^  t.  and  Pe^^itilence, 

And  Panic,  EbiUl  wftgf  i^ion  our  side! 

Nature  from  :ill  lier  I  ies  h  mored 

Ag;iinst  ye ;  Time  Iw  ye  ligUt  gs  foam. 

Till}  t*tirtl]  rob^b ;  sa  and  Evil  stake 

Thftr  e"i]>irc  o'er  the  unborn  world  of  men 
On  thfs  one  cast — but  ere  the  die  be  throwa, 
Tbe  renovated  genius  of  our  race, 
Proud  umpire  of  the  impious  game,  descends, 
A  seraph-winged  Victory,  bestriding 
The  tempest  of  the  Omnipotence  of  God, 
Which  sweeps  all  things  to  their  appointed  doom, 
And  you  to  oblivion  !" — More  he  would  have  said. 
Rut— 

MAHMUD. 

Died — as  thou  shouid^t  ere  tliy  lips  had  painted 
Their  ruin  in  the  hues  of  our  success — 
A  rebel's  crime,  gilt  with  a  rebel's  tongue  I 
Your  heart  is  Greek,  Hassan. 

HASSAX. 

It  may  be  bo; 

A  spirit  not  my  own  wrenched  me  within, 
Aiid  I  have  spoken  words  I  fear  and  hate : 
Yet  would  I  die  for — 
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KAIfMtfD, 

Live  !  0  live  I  outlive 
Me  iiTid  this  itrnking  empire  :— but  the  (lefit— 


/lias  I 

The  fleet  whictu  like  a  flock  of  cIoikIs 
Chttfted  hv  tlje  winfi,  flipti  the  ini*ijr)i<^nt  bHTiiier ; 
Our  wing»*d  cnnles  from  their  mcrohant  fhips ! 
Our  myriftds  before  their  wcnk  pirate  hnndsl 
Our  Arms  before  their  rbttinsl   our  years  of 

eminre 
Before  their  centuries  of  servile  fear! 
Dealh  h  Hwake!     Repul$^cl  on  the  waters, 
Tlicj  own  no  more  the  tbiimler-bpuring  hnnner 
Of  Mabrnuds  but  likf  houiuls  of  a  base  breed» 
Gorge  from  a  stranger's  ha»d»  aod  rend  Ibeir 

muster. 

Lflttnos,  and  Ampelo«,  and  Phanae,  saw 
The  wreek— 

MAITHtJP. 

The  c.ive't  of  the  Icarian  iiltl 
Ilobl  ejieh  lo  the  other  in  loud  mockery, 
And  with  the  longno  as  of  «  thousand  echoes. 
First  of  the  sen-couvuSRing  fighl^ — and  then — 
Thou  darejft  to  &pef>k — -ii'iiMeli'**  are  ftie  moiin* 

tmns ; 
Interpret  thou  their  voice) 


r 
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My  presence  bore 
A  part  in  that  da\'*9  shiime.     The  Grecidti  fleet 
Bore  down  at  day-break  from  the  Norih,  and  bung 
As  muUftudinous  on  tlie  oceafi  line 

As  crane:?  upon  the  dciuille^s  Thracmu  wind. 
Our  squadron,  convoying  ten  tiioiisdnd  men. 
Was  stretehing  towards  Nauplia  vchen  the  battle 
Was  kindled. 

First  through  the  hail  of  our  Brtilleiy 
TJ)e  agile  Hjdriotc  barks  with  press  of  eail 
Dashed: — ship  to  sliip,  eannon  to  cannon,  man 
To  man,  were  grappled  in  the  embrace  of  war. 
Inextricable  but  by  death  or  victory. 
The  tempe>t  of  the  ragitii;  fight  convulsed 
To  its  crystalline  depths  that  stainless  sea, 
And  shook  heaven's  roof  of  j^olden  morning  clouds 
Poised  on  an  hundred  azure  mountain  isles, 
In  the  brief  trances  of  the  artillery, 
One  cry  from  the  destroyed  and  the  destroyer 
Rose,  and  a  cloud  of  desolation  wrapt 
The  unforeseen  event,  till  the  north  wind 
Sprung  from  the  sea,  lifting  the  heavy  veil 
Of  battle-smoke — then  victory — victory  ! 
For,  as  we  thought,  three  frigates  from  Algiers 
Bore  down  from  Naxos  to  our  aid,  but  soon 
The  abhorred  cross  glimmered  behind,  before, 
Among,  around  us ;  and  that  fatal  sign 
Dried  with   its   beams   the   strength   of  Moslen? 
hearts, 
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As  the  9Tin  ilruvki  (lie  rlcw.— WJiJit  rnory?     We 

ilorl  j 
Hur  noondiiy  |>ntl)  over  the  ^nrtgiiint?  fanm 
Wiis  beiiooiiud  (and  the  glure  struck  the  sun  pale) 
By  our  c'oii<iimin{»  transports:  the  fii-reo  light 
Miu]«  ttl)  l\m  sliatlows  (if  our  sail*  b)<wd-red» 
And  ewry  couii!  tin  unco  Wank*     Sot«e  *hips  laj 

ffeding 
The  ravening  ftvr  mvn  to  th"*  n:iiL'r'<«  level: 
Som«  were  hlown  up;  some»  AellHitg  heavjly, 
Slink  I  Kind  the  shrlckii  of  our  coiiipanions  died 
Upon  the  H-iiid,  that  b<>rc  us  fust  and  far, 
Kvcn  aft  IT  tlioj  were  dead.     NJno  thouajind 

perbiiDd  ! 
VV'c  met  ihe  vultures  Icgioned  In  the  air* 
Stf'mrning  tUn  lorrcut  of  the  tainted  wind  i 
Thry^  ^ori^nming  from  tUeit  cloudy   niotintain 

peaks, 
Stoopt'd   throu^li    thi*    «i1|>hiit-t>a8    baltle-smokc, 

aiid  pcrrhod 
Kaeh  on  thy  wtdlcrinj;  carcass  that  we  loved^ 
Like  its  ill  anj^^l  or  ii*  diimnf'd  souL 
Utdin<*  upon  fh(!  bo»oni  of  the  sea, 
Wv  »aw  ihy  dog-fi*h  haslrninj?  In  tlidr  f««at. 
,\yy  Wfikfd  the  voict'lc>s  prople  oflht?  hi'.»i, 
Atid  rnvfrtinj^  (amine  Jflt  his  nccan-ciive 
To  dwctl  with  wntf  with  us,  and  with  despair. 
Wti  met  riii^ht  three  hours  (a  the  west  of  Patmo-t, 
At  with  uighi,  tempest — 


1^- 


r  Stiblitne  HighnefA, 
Tliat  Chnstian  hot  Muscovite  ambassa- 

dor, 
Has  left  the  cky.  ml  Iket 

Had  anchored  in  the  p«..,     id  vicfory 
Crowned  the  Greek  legions  in  the  Hippodrome, 
Panic  were  tamer. — Obedience  and  Mutinj, 
Like  giants  in  contention  planet-struck, 
Stand  gazing  on  each  other. — There  is  peace 
In  Stamboul. 

M  AH  MUD. 

Is  the  grave  not  calmer  still  ? 
Its  ruins  shall  be  mine. 


UASSAN. 

Fear  not  the  Russian  ; 
ITie  tiger  leagues  not  with  the  stag  at  bay 
Against  the  hunter  : — cunning,  base,  and  cruel. 
He  crouches,  watching  till  the  spoil  be  won, 
And  must  be  paid  for  his  reserve  in  blood. 
After  the  war  is  fought,  yield  the  sleek  Russian 
That  which   thou  canst   not   keep,  his  deserved 
portion 
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Of  blood,  which  ^tniil  fioL  How  through  i^trtsete  and 

fieUb, 
Rivei's  SI  ml  was,  like  th:»t  wluch  wc  muy  wini 
But  jstugmtte  in  ihc  \ein:^  t^fChristtHn  sliiVLni  I 


^ftU()liii«  Tripolizzu,  Moition,  Athens, 

Navarin,  Avta«,  Mon*:mbji>ii.'i, 

Corinth  tind  Thebes,  Jire  cjiiTietl  by  nssauH  j 

And  every  I  sin  mitt  who  mude.  hh  tlog:^ 

Fal  wlili  tlie  llrsli  of  Gulileau  sluvc?, 

Tasst'd  ut  the  t?<lgc  of  the  swortl:  thchif»("fbltUHh 

Which  iiiiide  our  warriors  drunk,  is  quenched  in 

(1  tilth  i 
But  like  u  iit-ry  phvgue  brvaka  out  niicw 
In  deeds  which  make  the  Christian  cHu»e  look  f>ale 
In  its  own  li^djt.     Tlir^  garrison  of  l*ntni;5 
Hiw  store  but  for  k-ii  dny*,  nor  is  tlwrn  liopo 
But  from  the  Ikilon  ;  at  onec  attire  and  tyr&nt, 
I  lie  wi*h<^s  still  am  w««kcr  ibim  his  fcArs  ; 
Or  ho  won  hi  srll  wluil  f;iith  may  yt^t  rum  win 
From  tin-  ontha  broke  in  Genou  imd  iu  Norway  ; 
And  if  yon  buy  Jiim  not,  your  treui^ury 
I«  empty  even  of  (itxnuise^ — his  own  yuirr* 
The  frt^cnuin  of  a  Wfttnni  poet  chief 
UoUls  Attiai  with  M'ttti  thousand  rebeK 
Ami  hwH  heat  buck  tlie  Hudia  of  Negroponl  j 
The  aged  All  .^is*  in  Viuiinzi, 
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A  tTOwnkss  metnplifjr  of  enapire  ; 

His  :miiit%  t\mi  shuclov^  ofLU  wkhtsred  mlgliti 

Holdi  our  besieging  army  like  »  8|R'H 

In  prey  lo  famitu?*  pt>u  and  mtitiny  * 

He,  biistioned  in  Uis  L'iliiikl,  Icwks  fortli 

JoyW-5  upon  the  safipliire  luke  that  tijirrors 

The  niihs  of  the  city  wliert*  l»e  reigmnl^ 

C  h  i  1  d  1  e^s  and  soc  i>t  re!  f  ss.    The  G  ri  'v  k  I  »:**!  reaped 

The  costly  harvest  his  own  blf>od  tnrihiir<>dT 

Wot  thr;  sower,  Ali — who  L'i»  bo  it);  hi  a  unice 

From  Ypsilariti,  with  ten  cnmtil-loatk 

Of  Indinn  gold. 

/in^fr  a  Third  Messenger. 

MAIIMUD. 

What  more  ? 

THIRD   MESSENGER. 

The  Christian  tribes 
Of  Lebanon  and  the  Syrian  wilderness 
Arc  in  revoU  ; — Damascns,  Ilonis,  Aleppo, 
Tremble; — the  Arab    menaces  ^lediiia  ; 
The  Ethiop  has  intrenehed  himself  in  Sennaar, 
And  keeps  the  Kjiyptian  rebel  well  emj)luycd, 
Who  denies  homage,  claims  investiture 
tV'i  price  of  tardy  aid.     l*er?ia  demands 
The  cities  on  the  Tigris,  and  the  Ge()r;:ians 
Refuse  their  living  tribute.      Crete  and  Cyprus, 
Like  mountain-twins  that  from  each  other's  veins 
Catcli  tlie  volcano  lire  and  earthquake  spasm, 


■^ 
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aid 


Shttlie  hi  tl*e  geD»«ral  f^ver.     Tliruugh  tU^  uity, 
Like  birUi  beforie  a  gUirto,  llm  Sunions  slirkk, 
And  proi>ht'syiiig*  liomble  *ind  new 
Are  heard  jinion'i  ilie  crowd  ;  that  j«ea  of  men 
Sleeps  on  the  wrecks  it  made,  breatljleRS  ami  iiilJ* 
A  Dcj'vme*  I«!ai'ned  In  flio  Koran,  preachet 
That  it  k  written  how  the  »in6  of  Ifrlam 
Musi  raise  up  a  *k'^troycr  oven  now. 
The  Greeks  expert  ti  Saviour  fmra  thf^  west; 
Who  shall  not  cornts  nuin  stiy,  in  clouds  and  gloiji 
But  in  the  Omnipresence  of  that  spirit 
In  which  nil  hve  nntl  anr.     Ominous  signs 
Ar«  hluicom'il  bn>adly  on  the  noon*day  iky  t 
One  saw  a  rt.-d  I'.i'osg  stamped  upon  the  f^unj 
It  baa  raitied  blood  ;  tuid  nmn$trou.s  hiith^  decUre 
The  secret  wralh  of  Nature  and  her  Lord. 
Tl»e  Skvmy  cacaraped  uiam  the  Cyihiria 
Was  roU(«ed  last  night  by  the  alarm  of  battle^ 
And  saw  two  tiostji  wnflieting  in  th«  air, — 
The  shudows  dtHilttlesa  ofllic  uabrtrn  lime, 
CaAt  on  the  mirrur  of  the  night.     While  yet 
Tlje  fight  hung  bjiiancfd,  thtTc  arose  a  Morm 
WhiL'h  swept  the  phivntoms  from  among  tlie  etara. 
At  the  third  w>urh  the  spirit  of  thn  pla^^ue 
Waj  bctird  abroad  llnppfng  among  the  li^nl** : 
Those  who  relieved  watch  found  ihc  senliai  Is  dcad- 
Tlie  lust  n*i\\a  frorn  the  uurnp  is,  that  a  thousand 
Have  sicken*.'d.  iind — 


Etdo^  a  FouxOt  Mmm^f^, 


MAtlMPI). 

And  thon,  [Nile  gbost,  dim  slmckni 
Of  some  uoUmelj  rumoiLr,  apeak,  J 

One  comes 
Fainting  with  toil,  covered  with  foam  and  blood  i 

He  atood,  be  says,  upon  CJelonlt*s 
Fromontory,  wbicli  o'eriooka  the  isles  that  gT>i>f)ii 
Under  the  Briton's  frown,  and  all  their  watera 
Then  trembling  in  the  ispleadour  of  lite  moon  ; 
When,  a*  the  wundL^riiig  douda  unveiled  or  hid 
Her  boundless  light,  he  saw  two  adverse  fleets 
Stalk  through  the  night  in  the  horizon's  glimmer. 
Mingling  fierce  thunders  and  sulphureous  gleams, 
And  smoke  which  strangled  every  infant  wind 
That  soothed  the  silver  clouds  through  the  deep  air. 
At  length  the  battle  slept,  but  tlie  Sirocco 
Awoke,  and  drove  his  flock  of  thunder-clouds 
Over  the  sea-horizon,  blotting  out 
All  objects — save  that  in  the  faint*  moon-glimpse 
He  saw,  or  dreamed  he  saw  the  Turkish  admiral 
And  two,  the  loltiest,  of  our  ships  of  war. 
With  the  bright  image  of  that  Queen  of  Heaven, 
Who  hid,  perhaps,  her  face  for  grief,  reversed ; 
And  the  abhorred  cross — 

Enter  an  Attendant. 

ATTENDANT. 

Your  Sublime  Highness, 
The  Jew,  who 


^ 
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Echo  to  the  battle  panait 

Of  the  frae 

I  wooUi  flee, 
A  tempestuous  herald  of  victory  ! 

My  polden  rain 

For  I  lie  Grifciim  elaii\ 
Should  inin<2;lo  id  tear^  with  tim  btoodj-  maiQ} 
And  my  mh^mn  thundo)>kntfll 
Should  nnp;  to  tliie  wortd  I  hi*  [iaa»lng~t»ell 

Of  tynumy  I 

iEltICaOBD»  II. 

Ah  king!  wilt  tliou  chain 
The  rack  and  the  rain  ? 
Wilt  thou  fetter  the  li;j:httrmg  and  hurricane? 

The  storms  are  tree. 

But  we 

CHORUS. 

O  Slavery  !  thou  frost  of  the  world's  prime, 

Killing  its  flowers  and  leaving  its  thorns  bare  I 
Thy  touch  has  stamped  these  limhs  with  crime. 
These  brows  thy  branding  garland  bear; 
But  the  fiee  heait,  the  impassive  soul. 
Scorn  thy  control  I 

SEMicnoncs  i 
Let  there  he  light  I   said  Liberty ; 
And  like  sunrise  from  the  sea, 
Atliens  arose! — Around  her  born. 
Shone  like  mountains  in  the  mora, 


1 
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Gbrioiis  fifales ; — nnd  are  they  now 
Ashes,  wrecks,  vbiiviotj  ? 


iKMicitdiiirfl  If. 


Go 


Wljcre  Thermos  and  Asopus  dwnllowed 
Persia,  n^  the  i^iind  ilons  Ibnm. 

Dd«{j€  iifujM  iktiigf  (bill* wed, 
DiscunS,  ftDtuttdon^  and  liotnej 

And,  la.*tly^  ihoul 

iKMicnoRtrs*  t. 

l>(nple«  ^nd  tow  era, 
Citartr-U  and  mart**  ftn<I  th^y 

Who  live  and  ilie  tht^TO,  have  been  ourSi 
And  may  hv  iliine  and  nkust  dt.'cay  j 

Iku  Greece  and  Ircr  (bnndalions  are 

Built  Iwlow  tlu^  tide  of  vvni', 

Basfil  on  ihu  crystalline  s<:a 

Of  fhoughi  and  its  tslerniiy  ; 
Her  citixens^  imfterial  spirits, 

RiiUi  ihe  prest'iit  from  the  juiat  s 
Oft  aU  this  world  of  men  inhtints 


Hetir  yti  the  btnsl  i 
Whose  Orphic  thunder  thrilling  calU 
From  ruin  hjt*r  Tttanitin  walls  ? 
Wlios«  spirit  sliuki^i^  lite  Mit>]e!ii  tK>ne& 


MELLAM* 


Of  Slavery?  Argos,  Conutli^  Crettt 
Henr^  and  from  tWir  mountain  throtte* 

The  dicmons  and  the  tijittjtliB  repeat 
Th*3  harmonj^ 

mam'  I  I« 

r  b«f«r,  I  bear  I 

ir;  i  n. 

The  world's  ,  ^Imriotecr, 

Destiny,  is  >g  by  1 

Wlmt  failh  is  crushed^  wliJit  empire  bleeds 
Beneath  her  earthquake-footed  steeds  ? 

What  eagle-win?ed  victory  sits 

At  her  right  hand?  what  shadow  flits 

Before  ?  what  splendour  rolls  behind  ? 

Ruin  and  Renovation  cry, 
Who  but  we  ? 


8EMICHORC8    1. 

I  hear,  I  hear ! 
The  hiss  as  of  a  rushing  wind, 
The  roar  as  of  an  ocean  foaming, 
The  thunder  as  of  earthquake  coming, 

I  hear,  I  hear  ! 
The  crash  as  of  an  empire  falling. 
The  shrieks  as  of  a  people  calling 
Mercy  !  ^lercy  ! — How  they  thrill  I 
Then  ashoutof  "Kill,  kill,  kill!" 
And  then  a  small  still  voice,  thus — 


$t% 


a&LLAS. 


The  fltiwer^,  and  itiou  ii»«a»firt«t  tbe  etam  t 

Thou  sevtire>t  c1en)<*Bt  frotn  vIcnM^nt ; 

Thy  spirit  is  present  (n  tliB  pa§t,  antl  see* 

The  binh  afihU  nM  «orld  ih  rough  nil  tis  cyi-lea 

Of  desolation  and  nf  Jovrlinc?"*; 

And  when  man  wn^  ticit,  Nnd  how  mmi  fnt.'TitiMp 

The  monarch  and  the  siaxc  of  Uiis  k»w  g[ihrn% 

And  all  its  nurrour  drcles — k  b  mueb* 

I  honour  ihee.  anil  wmtM  he  wltut  thou  art 

Were  I  not  what  1  urn  ;  hut  I  he  tuihom  hcmrf 

Cradled  in  ttur  ant)  hop«*«  eunilbting'  ^tormftf 

Who  shutt  uLivt^al?     Nur  tl»i>Uf  nur  1^  oor  ftiiT 

Mighty  or  \\i>e.     I  apprehend  not 

"What  thou  ha-t  t;m;jht  me,  but  I  now  perceive 

That  thou  art  no  iiittijiivtt'r  of  dreams; 

TLou  dost  not  own  that  art,  dL*vice,  or  God, 

Can  make  the  future  present — let  it  come  ! 

MoreoN  er  thou  disdainest  us  and  ours  I 

Thou  art  as  God,  whom  thou  eontemplatest. 

AHASCERLS. 

Di.-tlain  thee? — not  t!i'    worm  beneath  my  feet! 
The  Fathonili.'ss  has  eare  tor  meant:r  things 
Than  thou  eaiist  dream,  and   has  made   pride  tor 

those 
Who  would  be  what  thf.-v  may  rH)t,or  would  seem 
riiat  which  thev  are  not.      Sultan  I   talk  no  uioi-e 
Of  thee  and  me,  the  iuture  and  the  past  : 
But  look  on  that  which  cannot  change — the  One, 
The  unborn,  and  tlie  undying.      Earth  and  ocean 


^ 


avLhhAa, 
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Space,  and  ihu  Ules  of  llfw  or  light  that  gem 

The  sapftturn  llouik  of  interstellar  air, 

This  fintuistHMTl  pavilioned  upon  rluiotS, 

Willi  ull  its  tiressets  of  immurlal  iir^t 

Whose  outwull,  LiistionrtI  iuspregnabty 

Against  ili«  e^cupe  i>f  boldest  ihoiigiils,  rt-prls  tUetn 

Aa  Calf)«  llie  Allanlic  duuJs — llits  whole 

Of  &uns^  and  worlds,  aiitl  iiiuf),  and  beo^t^,  nnd 

flgwur."** 
Willi  tdl  the  sikiit  or  (einpostuotis  vvorking^ 
By  which  they  hiid  bycnu  are,  or  cease  ti>  be» 
Is  hut  a  vuMU  : — ull  thai  it  inheriti* 
ArQ  ttiotiii  uf  &  giclk  t^Vj  huh\t\[i^j  nnd  ilrejiTOS  ; 
Thought  is  its  cmdlt!  and  its  grave,  imr  less 
The  future  nnd  the  \m&t  itrc  idh*  s-hudovvs. 
Of  thought**  ^itrrnal  fliglii — ihvy  have  no  being  j 
Nougbl  U  bill  thai  it  fict'h  iLsell'  to  be. 

WhU  im'nnest  thon  ?  ihy  words  stream  like  a 

K'mppst 
Ofdai/.i'mg  mi>*t  within  my  liniin— tln-y  shako 
The  larth  on  which  I  »itand,  nnd  hang  like  iiiu;ht 
On  llcuvcn  above  mc.     What  can  they  n^iiil? 
Tbry  ca*t  on  all  things,  *tjroi,t^  brightest,  he»t, — 
Doubt,  in^iccurity,  tti.loni*hnicnt. 

XttXtttStiVtV*. 

Mistake  mo  not !    All  h  coittained  in  eafib. 
Dodona's  fon-*t  to  an  acornV  cup 


1:.^^/,^'^ 


Is  thnt  whloli  has  been  or  mil  be,  to  that 
Which  is — the  absent  to  the  present,     TUougUl 
Alone,  and  its  quick  elements,  Will,  Fassma^ 
Reason,  Imagioattori,  cAnnot  die ; 
They  are  what  that  which  tliey  regard  ap| 
The  staff  whence  tnumhilitj  c*in  weave 
All  that  it  hath  dominion  o't-r, — worlds,  wonasj 
EmpireSf  and  superstitions.     What  has  thought 
To  do  with  time,  or  place,  or  cireum^tance  ? 
Wouldat  tltou  behold  the  future  ? — ask  and  have} 
Knock  and  it  shull  be  opened — look,  and  lo  I 
The  eoming  n^^e  b  shadowed  on  the  past. 
As  <m  a  glass. 

UAIIHCD. 

Wild,  wilder  thoughts  convulse 
My  spirit — Did  not  Mahomet  the  Second 
Win  Stamboul  ? 

AHA8UERU8. 

Thou  wouldst  ask  that  giant  spirit 
The  written  fortunes  of  thy  house  and  faith. 
Thou  wouldst  cite  one  out  of  tiic  grave  to  tell 
How  what  was  born  in  blood  must  die. 


Thy  words 
tiave  power  on  me !     I  see — 

AHASUERUH 

What  hcarest  thou  ? 


ni£LL49. 
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A  tar  wiirsjirr 

Terrible  silence. 

Wliat  succeeds  ? 

MARKtlD. 

The  goiind 
As  of  the  a^iiault  of  an  imperial  cttj, 
The  hiss  of  inr^xtuiguitfhablu  fire. 
The  ro«r  of  gianl  cannon  : — llit*  earth M|uakin<: 
Fall  of  va?t  basliotis  anfJ  precipitous  lowers, 
Tht;  shock  of  cmgs  shoL  from  sfrrwige  enginVv, 
The  clash  of  wheels,  and  clung  of  anncJ  fioofii 
And  crasb  of  brazoti  tuuil,  rnt  gf  the  wreck 
Of  atlsimuntia*/  mounlains — ^thf  uiuJ  blast 
Of  trumpets,  and  the  tieigh  of  rugirig  steeds^ 
And  slirieks  of  women  whos«  tbrill  Jars  the  bloody 
Aud  one  sweet  laugh,  most  horrtblo  to  heati 
Afl  of  a  jojous  iivfant  waked,  and  plnying 
With  its  dead  mothor^s  hwitAt ;  uttid  now  more  loud 
The  inliigtod  battle -cry — luv  1  hear  I  not 
r.v  m-rv  viinf.     Allalwillah-Allah  I 

AHASITRaUM. 

The  sulphurous  miHt  is  raised — thou  fletsst — 


A  chaam, 

A«  of  two  TOOimtafns,  in  the  wiiU  of  Stainbcml; 


m 


HELLAS. 


And  in  that  gh(ijit!y  breach  the  Iglnmitira, 
Like  giants  on  llie  ruins  of  a  worlil. 
Stand  in  the  HgUt  of  sunrisp.     In  ihe  dust 
Glimmers  ii  kinglets  (JhiJem*  and  one 
Of  regnl  port  htis  cast  himself  Ijf^neath 
Tiic  stieam  of  war-     Anotlier  protrtllT  cUd 
In  golden  arm*»  spurs  a  Tartarian  hafb 
Into  the  gap,  arnJ  with  hU  Iron  nin<x 
Directs  1  he  torrent  of  that  tide  of  men. 
And  seems — be  is — Mahomet  I 

What  thou  seest 

Is  but  the  ghost  of  thy  forgotten  dream ; 
A  dream  it;:elf,  yet  less,  perliaps,  than  ihat 
Thou  call'st  reality.     Thou  may'st  behold 
How  cities,  on  which  empires  sleeps  enthroned, 
Bow  their  towered  crests  to  mutability. 
Poised  by  the  flood,  e'en  on  llie  lieiirht  thou  holtlest, 
Thou  mayest  now  learn  how  the  full  tide  of  power 
Ebbs  to  its  depths. — Inheritor  of  glory 
Conceived  in  darkness,  born   in  blood,  and   nour- 
ished 
With  tears  and  toil,  thou  see'st  the  mortal  throes 
Of  that  whose  birth  was  but  the  same.     The  past 
Now  .-tands  betbre  thee  like  an  Incarnation 
Of  the  To-come;  yet  wouldst  thou  comnmne  with 
That  portion  of  thyself  which  was  ere  thou 
Didst  start  for  this  brief  race  whose  crown  is  death  ; 
Dissolve  with  that  strong  faith  and  fervent  passion 


I 
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Whicli  ciiMrd  it  fnMii  the  uncreated  dct-p* 
Voti  cloud  q(  vvur  wiilj  its  tumpcatuoui  pttantoina 
Of  rt4^'mg  desitJi ;  and  Umw  with  inij^luy  will 
The  impuriul  Bhwla  hither.  l^"«  Aii*»in£*c«. 


UJkllHDT). 


A  ppraaeh  I 

I  como 

Thence  wliillier  thou  must  go  f   Thu  grave  is  littiif 
To  take  tho  livkiig*  tUun  give  up  tho  dend; 
Yet  lia*  lUy  faith  prev:ulc(ft  nrjil  I  am  here. 
Tht!  ht'injf  fnigmeuu  of  tht"  i>ower  wldi:h  fell 
Wheti  I  aroeei  like  shapelcs*  crag))  and  ch>ud«, 
Hung  rtjuiid  my  thranii  on  ilie  abygs.,  «nd  voicea 
Of  stiaiige  latiiejU  sootfie  my  auprewc  repose, 
Wiiiliiig  ibr  gioi*)'  never  ti>  fL-turn. 

A  later  eminru  niid^  in  its  deetiy ; 
Thu  uutunm  of  a  gixsvjier  Ikith  is  ojinb: : 
And  wolllsili  chungL',  Ilk*--  winier,  hiivrls  to  strip 
The  fuljsigt*  ill  whicli  Fame,  iK«  eagle,  buiU 
Her  aerie,  while  Doinititon  whelped  heluw. 
TiiG  storin  is  iti  its  brancheJi,  and  the  frotn 
JU  on  it*  leaves  «"'!  li**?  blank  deep  expects 
Oblivion  on  oblivion,  hpuJl  on  spoil, 
Kuin  on  ruin :  ihou  H,n  blow,  luy  9ou  ; 
The  Anarchs  of  the  world  of  dai*kn«»!i  keep 
A  ihmne  for  lhee»  round  wliiciv  thfno  empire  llei 
Bound lejid^  and  niute  ;  and  for  tby  Auhj^-i't^  thoo, 
Uke  us,  shcdt  rule  the  gho«t^  of  murdered  lil'e, 


The  pUaiiloms  of  the  powers  who  nile  thee  now — 

Mutinous  paasioQS  and  eonflictiiig  fear«. 

And  hopes  that  sate  themselves  on  dust  and  die, 

Slript  of  thefr  mortal  strength,  as  thou  of  tbine« 

Ulam  must  fall,  but  we  wx)l  reign  togelber 

Over  its  ruins  in  the  woi-ltl  of  deuth ; 

And  if  the  trunk  be  dry,  yet  shall  tlm  fieed 

Unfold  itself  even  in  the  shape  of  that 

Which  gathers  birth  in  its  decay.     WoCi  wo© 

To  the  weak  people  Uuigled  in  the  grjiisp 

or  its  l-A&t  spasms  ! 

HAHMUD. 

Spirit,  woe  to  all! 
Woe  to  the  wronged  and  the  avenger!     Woe 
To  the  destroyer,  woe  to  the  destroyed ! 
Woe  to  the  dupe,  and  woe  to  the  deceiver! 
Woe  to  the  oppressed,  and  woe  to  the  oppressor ! 
Woe  both  to  those  that  suffer  and  inflict ; 
Those  who  are  born,  and  those  who  die  !    But  say. 
Imperial  shadow  of  the  thing  I  am, 
AVhen,  how,  by  whom,  Destruction  must  accoraplish 
\Ier  consummation  ? 

rnANTOM. 

Ask  the  cold  pale  Hour, 
Rich  in  reversion  of  impending  death, 
When  /le  shall  fall  upon  whose  ripe  gray  hairs 
Sit  care,  and  sorrow,  and  infirmity — 
The  weight  which  Crime,  whose  wings  are  plumed 
with  years, 
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JLcttvea  In  lifs  flight  from  ravaged  htairt  to  heart 
Ovtii'  the  henda  of  mm,  under  which  burthen 
Tlwy  linw  themst'lve^  uiUothc  srtivt :  Coud  wiTlchI 
Hti  ItinJis  upon  ht^  crutdi»  and  tnlk^  ofp'ura 
To  caiiKs  mid  huw  in  Imurs  of  youlh  renc#ed 
He  will  rexiuw  lu-rt  joy*,  :iu(l — — 

Vfciory  I  victory  I 

\T/iM  Pharttotn  t}<ani§hm. 

Wlwt  gound  of  llie  imporluimte  earth  hjis  brokeoi 
Mjr  mighty  trnru'tj  ? 

YOJCK   WIT«OUT, 

Victory  1  victory  1 

MA1IMUI>> 

Wc«k  liglilninf»  befoieJarkncsf  I  poor  lUini  smlla 
Of  dying  I.^him  !  roiec  whieli  art  thti  ra^ipotisc 
Of  hollow  wcaknens  I   Do  1  vtak^i  imd  livit  'f 
Were  thert'  such  ihlugs  ?  or  may  lli«  iiiuiuitii  brain, 
Ve*td  by  the  wise  nvad  t«Ik  of  th«  old  Jew, 
Have  abuped  Itself  thf^o  ehiubwii  of  iL»  re;ir? 
Il  maUt'rg  not  1 — ^fof  nought  wv  mo  or  druarii, 
PodAesa  or  Ioho,  or  grjwsp  wt,  ctn  be  worth 
More  than  it  gives  or  teiwihea.     Comn  whnt  may, 
Thtei  fulure  must  become  the  past,  und  1 
As  ihey  werti,  to  wham  once  thi^  pr«sctjl  hour, 
Tit ti^  gloomy  cmg  nf  timu  to  which  1  diug, 
Seeiucd  lui  Kl)-iriiui  htlo  uf  peaoe  uiitl  joy 
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Never  to  be  attakiBi}. — ^I  lotui  rvbako 

Tills  druttkvtiois^s  of  tnitm|»li  «re  tt  ditt, 

Atui  tijiag,  Uring  dc$[iair. — Vlclorj: ! — puorslaTes  I 

•  votcm  TnniocT. 

Sbuut  m  the  jubilee  of  death  1  ibe  Greeks) 
Are  ui  u  brood  of  Itoii^i  iii  the  net, 
Routid  vtUkh  liid  kingly  liuulers  of  ibe  eartb 
SiaiJtl  etuibug.     AiJiirclis,  je  wbust?  ti«ljr  (botl 
Art-  curst.'*,  groan*,  and  gold,  the  fntit  uf  deAtb, 
Fruni  Thtile  to  ihc  ^irJJe  of  lUu  world. 
Come,  feuAl  I  the  board  grc«iu*  with  the  llc^  oC] 

men* 
The  cup  b  fuaming  with  a  Dultou*^  blood, 
Faiuiiie  and  Tbiriit  a^  tut :  eat,  dj'ink,  and  die  t 

et-uiiiioutii  1. 
Victorious  Wrong,  with  %'uUur6  scrcatiit 
SabitcH  the  ria^Mj  suti^  jmrsiie*  the  tlviiig  day! 

I  suvv  her  <gliiiM[y  a$  a  tj^rnnt^^  divaan, 
perch  on  the  treinhllrnj^  [nnimlil  it\' m^YtU 
iieneuUi  which  narih  nriti  uil  her  reditu?  parilioii* 

ed  luj 
In  visions  of  the  (hiwning  utulelight. 

Who  shiill  iin|ie<ic  lier  llight  ? 
Who  roh  her  of  her  prey  ? 


VOlCfc  rtTtl&BT. 

Vietorj',    victory!     Uu^^iiii'd  fiimiidted  e»:;Iet 
Dure  not  to  |trey  beneulb  the  cresseent**  ii^bt. 
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[mpoi^  Ihe  remnant  of  ihe  Gr€i*k:i  1  despoil  1 
Vloliitti )  muko  ihutr  fl^sh  clieuper  than  da^^t  f 

tsMioaoKDa  It. 
Tliou  voice  which  art 
The  herald  of  the  ill  In  splendour  liidl 

Thou  (^cho  ui'thv  hvllitvv  hcnrt 
Of  mcmirchy^  bear  nu^  to  thine  abode 

When  ijfuolatltin  fliifhr?^  o'er  ii  vvorld  d©- 
filTOj-ed- 
0  l«'fir  tiiv  to  those  iiIcA  of  jagged  cloud 
Which  Hont   like   mountains  on  the  rartU' 
qimkca,  'mid 
The  tnonicnuiry  oceauft  of  the  lightning  ; 
Or  to  jiome  to|t[jl»ng  [ironioniorj'  proud 
Of  solid  tempest,  wIkmq  black  p^nimidf 
Riven,  D%'eriuing^  the  founts  inien^rty  brigbt- 

Of  those  duwn-tinteJ  deluges  of  fire 
Before  their  waves  expire,         • 
When  heaven  and  eui'th  ?ire  light,  and  only  UgHt 
In  thti  ihuuder-aii^ht ! 


TOICS  WITHOUT. 

Victory,    victory  I     Austria,  Russia,  Etiglund, 
And  ihut  taine  uerpent,  that  poorshuduw,  Frunccs, 
Crj  p«iice,  and  that  means  death  wh^n  luouurcU^ 

ipeak. 
Ho,tJ]iero  I  bring  torch efl,  sharpen  those  red  frtalie»! 
TheM  chains  are  liglit,  Btter  for  daves  and  poi- 

eonera 
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Than  Greeks.     Kill,  pliinilcr,  burn  I  let  none 

SKUlCltOROS  I. 

Ala*  for  Llliert)*  I 
If  autnberSf  wcaljli^  or  utjftilfiiJing  yean» 
Or  fatf,  can  quell  the  free; 
Aks  far  Alrlue  !  when 
Tormentf,  or  conlumelj-.  or  tins  siieers 
Of  erfin«:-jtidg!tig  men 
Can  break  lie  beart  where  it  abitlee, 
Alas  I  if  Love,  wUos«  »mile  tnukes  this  obscnre 
world  splemlid. 
Can  chaDj^c,  with  its  i&lm  times  and  tide%1 
Like  hope  and  terror — 
AhvB  for  lore  I 
And  Truth,  who  wnnilenesl  lono  and  tinbefrieisded, 
Ii*thou  cimst  veil  thy  iifi-t!onaumin<T  mirror 
Bffoie  the  daxxlud  eytts  of  Error, 
Alas  for  tli«e  1  ixiuigu  uf  ilia   Above. 


SEMtCUOfiCS  tt. 


Hejiulse,  with  piunte^  fruru  conqui.«^l  torn, 

lAid  the  ten  thoit^iiitid  fi'oui'^lhii  limits  of  tlicrniom) 

Through  many  an  hostile  Auiircby  1 
At  length  ihey  wept  nbud  and  cried,  *'  The  «e«I 
Ihe  sea ! " 
Thmugh  exile,  per^eeotion,  and  despair, 

Rome  was,  and  young  Atlatitts  shall  bccoiiUB 
The  wgiider,  ur  the  terror,  or  ihe  tomb 
Of  all  who%o  6tep  wakes  i)Ower  lulled  in  her  ^vag#l 
l&ir: 


HELLAS. 


ass 


But  Greece  was  as  n  hermit  »h)ltl, 

Wliose  tuirest  ihotight.^  uciU  ilmbs  were  built 
To  womtiii's  growlli,  by  dreams  so  mild 
She  knew  tiot  p.iin  or  guilt ; 
And  now,  O  Victory,  bhtr&h  !  and  Empire,  tremble, 
When  }'c  desert  the  freel 
If  Greece  mast  be 
A  wreck,  jet  shall  Its  frngrnetits  r6(t»scmblt!, 
And  build  (he inselves  n^^ln  tm|)r(«giiiihly 

In  »  diviner  el  (me, 
To  Ampliiunic  music,  on  some  Cape  sublinie^ 
Wbieh  ffuwus  above  (he  idlu  foam  of  tlnie, 

»XMICUOR(;»  I. 

Let  the  tyrants  role  the  desert  they  havo  made ; 

Let  the  free  posiess  the  paradise  they  claim  i 
Be  liie  fortune  of  our  fiert-e  oppressors  wci*;;hod 

With  our  ruin,  our  resislAnee,  and  our  tiaiue  * 

SSMTcnoRUS  ir. 
Ouf  <3ead  shall  be  tlie  seed  t*f  their  def»ay, 

Our  tnnt\ oru  Be  the  sluidows  of  ilu-ir  pride. 
Our  adversity  a  drcjim  to  pass  away, 

Their  dl»honour  a  rcmemhrauce  to  abide  I 


vote*  WlTUOUl. 

Victory,  victory  !  the  bought  Brlti«i  aeiidA 
The  kay^  <jf  ocean  to  thr  I-^lmiiite. 
Now  shnll  tim  blu^oii  of  I  he  cros?  ho  veiled* 
And  Driiish  skill  dinK^ting  Otbtoan  oiiglit^ 
VOL.  IL  i^ 


iiider-strJke  rerbel  victor>\    0  kvep  holj 

s  jubiiee  of  umeve»gii(l  bItHMl ! 

I  crash,  dei^poii  I  Let  not  a  Greek  e»cKpo  1 


Darkness  lius  u 

On  tiie  rtcion 

Ttie  dentil  bird 

Let  Freedom 
To  a  sunntt:i  e 

And  follow  Luvt:  s  luiuing  biar 
To  tbe  Evening  land  ! 


i  la  their  f<£Utt 

me, 

le  tlee  far 


SKMICIIOKLS  II. 

riic  young  moon  lias  fed 
Her  e\liaiis«ed  horn 
Wall  the  sunset's  fire  : 
The  weak  day  is  dead, 

But  the  iiiiiht  i^  not  born  ; 
And,   like    luveliness   iianling   with    wild 
desire, 
^Vhilc  it  trembles  with  fear  and  delight, 
Hesperus  Hies  from  awakening  night. 
And  pants  in  its  beauty  and  speed  with  light 
Fa>t-flashing,  soft,  ami  bright. 
Thou  beaeun  of  love  !  thou  lamp  of  the  free  ! 

Guide  Us  far,  far  away, 
To  climes  whei'e  now,  veiled  b\  the  ardour  of  day 
Thou  art  hidden 


From  wuve*  on  wliich  wearv  noon 

Fail  I U  in  Iht  Bummt't'  bWOODt 

Between  kliigk'Si  colli inenti?,  Mnlc**  ai  Kdeil, 

AraDtiil  itiuuitimri:^  mil)  klaatlft  inviolably 

Fraakt  on  tlie  sappliire  sea. 

•B»icuaut-«  I. 

Tliroitgli  iIk-  suiiiiL't  of  Ijo[»«3, 
Like  thy  t?lta|ivs  of  a  d('eoni» 
What  Paradbc  islands  of  glory  gloaoi 

Bcm-Jith  IIcavcn'M  Cujic. 
Tlieir  sti allows  morn  t'liiir  floni  by. 
Tba  sdunJ  of  1  lielr  uc<mn<t,  ilitt  ligltl  of  lltmr  ^icVf 
The  inussic  iin4  fiMj^rimcr  their  soHliiilvs  bci-atUc, 
Bur6i  like  mornitig  on  dieams,  or  like  Ilt-iivcn  ua 
tk'TitEi^ 
Tb rough  the  walis  of  our  (jri^oii ; 
Aiid  Grt;ece,  whicU  W{l^  ilfadl,  is  arkenl 

The  world's  ureal  ag«  b«|*infl  anow, 

Tin?  gfildi.'iv  jrnr»  rr.'turnt 
The  eiirtli  dotli  like  n  siiukc  rooewr 
iler  winter  weed*  outworn  : 
IJuuven  smlli'ij,  and  fuitlH  iind  euipiivd  gleam 
Like  wrecks;  ttf  u  dissolving  di-eaui* 

A  brighler  Uelbs  reai^  its  moUJilalni 

Kix^ni  wave*  bercncr  far  i 
A  i\rw  rciHMi«  rolb  it#  t'ouolains 
Agiiinst  I  lie  nu)i'mn£-«tar. 


»6 


P¥tLA» 


Wfaefe  fiiirer  Tenpi^  Uoooi,  then  tietf 
To«fig  Cyda^  till  .«  *tmtiier  cieepk. 


A  loftier  Axfgp  cleat c*  tltc  aaa, 

Fran^  vtfli  «  later  prize  ; 
Anoiber  Orpbeos  fio^  ^sio. 

And  brt!*,  aod  »ei?ps,  nnd  dies, 
A  Dfrw  Uljssee  Icares  once  more 
Giljpso  for  bis  OBitre  shore. 

0  write  no  more  the  tiiJc  of  Trof, 
If  etirib  Death's  £Cit»tl  muH  be  I 

Nor  mix  witb  Laian  ra|pe  ihcjoj 
WItidj  diiwDS  ypon  the  free  : 

AttiiougU  a  gubtlttr  spliiiix  renew 

Eiddlcs  uf  death  Tbebcs  never  knew. 

Another  Aihfna  shall  arise, 

And  to  remoter  limQ 
Btfquealh,  like  sun*et  to  the  skies, 

The  fi.plendour  of  its  prime ; 
And  leave,  if  nought  j&o  bright  may  live^ 
All  earUi  can  take  or  heaven  can  gtve^^. 


Saturn  and  Love  tbeir  long  repose 
Sliall  burst,  more  bright  nnd  gtKid 

Than  all  who  MU  ibnn  One  who  m^e. 
Than  many  unatihdued  : 

Not  gold,  not  blood,  ihdr  allar  dowers, 

But  votive  tears,  and  symbol  tlowers. 


WOTEB  O^   tl ELLAS. 
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Be*n«  reMitubUng  in«a  la  th«  mora)  latributw  of  tili  naAxm, 
h«f  iiig  enlJed  us  out  oT  non-«]Eiiit«nc«f  •.iid  i^ftor  ia^Hctla^  qq 
n-  Ltie  mtseiy  or  ibe  comniisaiot)  of  etTt>r,  sboutii  *U|j«r&dd 
ihut  of  ibfl  ]iU]iii«limeii)<  Htid  the  privritioi)^  cunaiiqufmt  u{ioa 
i(,  still  wool'l  rcmiiin  ltieJi>HcMMe  nttd  Jjjcrsdible.  TVtul  Uiero 
tt  a  true  tolntion  r»f  (lie  ritlfllij,  nrnl  thnt  in  our  prwerit  siiite 
tb«  iolution  Lb  tJonttiiiAitli'to  bv  us,  ato  pii>|x>4ilioiii>  'whicli 
maj  be  rcg^ifUed  ii»  c^unily  ceriniu ;  inc:mwhlle,  tiv  it  ia  ttiQ 
priJTince  of  tlj&  poet  to  MtUcli  lii[o*ell'  to  tho**  l<lcft«  iliich 
extiU  niifl  ennoble  buniiiiiUy,  Jet  him  In?  pcrmim-J  t>>  Uhtis 
6onj6t2iun!<J  the  cuiidittOQ  uf  tliftt  fiiliirir^  tovinnis  Hlitcli  we 
•jv  kU  unpsljed  by  an  inextJnguiiiliabEti  tbii>t  for  imniorUilily. 
Duiii  better  fli^gumonU  cacbe  prirMjtjced  than  fophiim*  wlilcb 
disgrace  the  rnase,  this  deaire  Ir^tf  miiat  rctQitii)  U>c  strong 
til  and  the  onlj  piwumptian  thai  eternity  i>  the  iuiieritiiQC* 
of  eireiy  thiukiDg  beicigi 

P.  160,  K  R, 
^0  Jbrtrjf  /)H««(i  fi/J#r  Aai  Patriartk, 

The  Gnpfk  Patrlnrch,  iiftcr  Imvbig  been  compelled  to  fol- 
tnlnnte  an  «ti(vthemfi  agnlntt  ibe  iiuurgcnta,  wiu  put  to  deotk 
by  tbe  Turk*. 

Fortunately  the  Gnjokih  have  beoo  taught  that  tb^y  entitiot 
bay  security  by  dcfndKticrt^  «nd  tbe  Turkt,  tboagb  «qui)ty 
cniel«  lire  Iom  eimiiliig  tlaiJi  tb«  einovtb-faced  lymtita  «f 
Europe. 

A;  to  tbe  muatbetaa,  bb  Ilolmess  might  na  well  bnve  tbrOTni 
hii  mitn!  ftt  Mount  Atitos  for  &ny  etT«ct  tbiit  it  produced. 
Ihfl  uIu^jHi  of  tbe  Om^eks  nro  B!m(»i  all  men  of  compreliamkis 
vu  I  cftli^bteued  Tie^  oti  religion  and  polities. 


I',  ITS,  I.  2i, 
7%»  fttemam  ef  a  wnieftk  pOd  dU^, 
A  Greek  who  hftil  beeii  f.nnl  Byrpn*(  »«rmni  ccttunuinde 
HlM  ln»tjrjjerit»  Ett  Aiticts,  Tbi»  Greek,  Lord  Byroo  Infomii 
me,  thniigh  K  {Ki«t  ui(i  M  flaliiusioitio  |iatdot,  pive  bim 
csther  iLe  ide*  of  »  timid  aud  uncuti'r|«ri:-Ujg  pcrtoa,  It 
■HfiMi  Uiat  otrevsaibuicoe  make  meti  itrbAt  tbe;  are*  aad 


NOTES   ON   HELLAS. 

I  cKmtnlQ  ihv  germ  of  «  degree  of  4}«g^dAtfott  ct 
vboM  oanti«cttni]  with  mr  ohifwotiof  b  (!«(«riniA*l 


P.  JTfij  1.  ft. 

bitd  iLrrir«d  aJt  a  M«|)cift 

l^rig.     TIm  MtMXsiiltita  of 

'iTtfUi^  but  Ibe  |ifcTBLc«K« 
i«  tia.lt  of  |M>|»u]iir  «tiita- 


7^  Grmdbi  ta 

It  U  rept>rl«]  tLat 
li«ar  Lnc«J]Eliioti  in 

of  fucfa  H  rttmour  «tni 


Jx  ij^  file  oi  in*pcri<i/  citig. 

For  UnB  vision  of  l^lahmnd  of  th^  taking  of  Con3tJU)tiiiop1« 
tn  14&3,  H«  Gfbbon'B  PecMw  and  FtiU  cf  tie  Rotnan  £mymrm^ 
vol.  xii.  p.  223. 

The  miuiner  of  the  invocation  of  the  spirit  of  Mahomet 
the  Second  will  bo  censured  as  overdrawn.  I  could  easily 
have  made  the  Jew  a  regular  conjurer,  and  the  Phantom  an 
ordinary  ghost.  I  have  preferred  to  represent  the  Jew  as 
disclaiming  all  pretension,  or  even  belief,  in  supernatural 
agency,  and  as  tempting  Mahmud  to  that  slate  of  mind  in 
which  ideas  may  bo  supposed  to  assume  the  force  of  sensa- 
tion, through  the  confusion  of  thought  with  the  objects  of 
thought,  and  excess  of  passion  animating  tlie  creations  of  the 
imagination. 

It  is  a  sort  of  natural  magic,  susceptible  of  being  exercised 
in  a  degree  by  any  one  who  should  have  made  himself  "uttt^r 
of  the  secret  associations  of  another's  thoughts. 


r.  195,  1.  16. 

CHOHU8. 

The  final  chorus  is  indistinct  and  obscure  as  the  event  of 
the  living  drama  whose  arrival  it  foretells. 

rroj)hecies  of  wars,  and  rumours  of  wars,  &c.,  may  safely 
be  made  by  poet  or  prophet  in  any  age ;  but  to  anticipate^ 
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r  diirkt;,  n  p^rioij  of  regeuemtlon  wad  hAppineu,  U  m 
haiunlmi  fixcrclse  of  tbo  fuculry  wliicti  banbi  potMM 
r  Align.  U  M')it  r^cruiiid  tiic  trader,  ^'miignouAo  pfOKlmw 
titrerviitb*'  ul  bubU  luul  Vligil,  wLcKe  mnJvnt  kptiitft,  (>v«r- 
lunpitijE  rlio  iictuni  reigri  uf  uvil  wtticb  we  iriiiiuro  &ud  bewtul, 
nlrvtuly  luw  tlio  pe>*«ible  nti«)  pcij'lin[i«  Diiproacbin;;  fttat«  of 
swjicty  b  v^liicli  tb6  "lion  tliiill  ik*  down  with  tlie  iMnb," 
ppod  ''omn  II  linret  oiDuiH  tofluAt"'    Lot  tbebo  gnmt  uairuM  b« 


Sitturn  awl  Jjc^e  tlieir  Imy  r^pm** 
Sfltom  iind  Lovo  wtfro  umong  tlic  d«iti«ii  of  t.  fffX  «r 
ftiuftr^  tCnte  of  tttiioccuixa  juid  Itujijiiii^s.  JLtt  lito»e  •dkc 
"^■1^  or  tJie  gij<l«  cif  Gtvoce,  Astn,  jukI  Egj^itt;  tk*  Omt,  mka 
niM,  or  Jo«ti«  Cbrivt,  it  wbute  upjiiNiriiDca  tliA  iduli  of  lbs 
I'dgiifi  worjcl  wpro  (unercBd  of  tbclr  worsbipt  nrni  i^c  wwiif 
«rifiik/(tei/,  ur  tJie  muiiftirou«  oUjccu  of  the  idoEiilry  of  Cliliio^ 
Iiidin^  Uie  Autarctiu  JtlnJidlff  niid  tha  ittUivo  !rib«»  of  Afnvrjoo, 
c^rtniidy  bnro  rt:ig:n«d  ovur  the  umlaratntnUiig*  uf  men  1& 
C)oruii'*(^t<°i  ^r  i"  isn€ce$iioii,  during  [wriotlit  b(  wltintl  hU  wa 
knuw  of  evil  \im  been  <n  u  •lato  U  fjH>rient4iai.,  nfjdi,  unliJ  (I19 
^Bvi¥»l  of  lemrning  trid  the  nrt*,  iK'rj»et«jil)y  iiicr&Ming  i^ti* 
vlty.  The  Gr^oiiii  gO(l»  wtfiii  indocd  to  biWQ  toco  pci>oiiaUy 
more  (iinoccnt,  ftUhougb  \%  civnnot  ti«  tnid  tbaL,  tu  fur  us  tcin* 
pemnce  ntid  cIttistUy  am  eoiie^motl,  ibey  gitve  »q  «ibiyitig  nn 
£XHisi()le  as  IhttiT  «ut::ceMor.  Tli«  suidttii«  huiMJUi  cbnnu:(«r 
L<or  J«sus  Cbrist  wim  defurincd  by  an  iiuptnud  ideutillc: Alton 
llritli  11  ]Miwer»  wbo  Kmpted,  betmyoc),  mid  piini*b<fd  the  iniio- 
Wtit  bi-lnpi  wlio  were  cmllcd  into  cKlstfluc*  by  bit  •ola  will| 
■Jid  fuf  Ibo  iwiiod  of  a  tliotumiJ  yoni^.  tli«  tpirit  of  Hilt  mmX 
just,  wlic,  und  benevolent  of  men,  hiu  bevn  propltintcd  wtth 
injrj'iAdi  of  bocatonjb*  of  ttio«<  who  npptvjncbed  tJic  oeiu^t 
10  hU  Innoetutce  iKid  wlodoni,  »»icrin<:cd  uxidcr  every  A^frr^ 
fltton  at  ■trolly  ftiid  vftriuiy  of  torture,  Tb«  borroo  of 
the  Mcxictui,  tht  Tofuviiui,  ftjud  Uia  liidifui  «up«ent)tio««  «rt 
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Thk  flocdi  or  EtLTOp!-  a.  «tnLe  or  great   prlitlo^l 

lixcitement  At  the  beginning  oi  tLa  jrear  1S2U  Th<?  Sjuitiiiidi 
Revolution  had  been  a  signal  to  Ituty — secret  societies  wen 

formed — and  when  Naples  roje  to  declare  tlie  Constitution, 
the  call  was  re.<poiided  to  from  DninJusium  to  the  fctot  of  the 
Alp?.  To  crush  these  attempts  to  obtain  liberty,  early  in 
]i>21,  the  Austrian^  poured  their  armies  into  the  Peninsula: 
at  first  tlieir  coming  rather  ^ceIncd  to  add  energy  and  reso- 
Intimi  to  a  people  long  enslaved.  The  riedmonte-e  av-erted 
their  freedom;  Genoa  threw  ofl'  the  yoke  of  the  King  ol" 
Sardinia;  and,  as  if  in  playful  imitation,  the  i>eo[ile  of  the 
little  state  of  Ma-sa  and  Carrara  gave  the  conge  to  their  sove- 
reign and  set  up  a  rcjiublic. 

Tu-cany  alone  was  perfectly  tranquil.  It  wa-;  >nid,  that 
the  Austrian  minister  pre-ented  a  list  of  sixty  Carbonari  to 
the  gnind-<.luke,  urging  their  imi)risonment;  and  tlie  grand- 
duke  rejjlied,  ''I  do  not  know  wlietlier  these  sixty  men  are 
Carbonari,  but  I  know  if  I  imprison  them  I  shall  directly 
have  >ixty  thousand  start  up."  Hut  though  the  Tuscans  liad 
no  desire  to  disturb  tlie  paternal  govennnent,  beneath  whose 
^belter  they  slumbered,  they  regarded  the  progre>s  of  the 
various  Italian  revolutions  with  inten-e  interot,  and  hatred 
for  the  Austrian  was  warm  in  every  bosom.  lUit  tliey  had 
ilender  hopes;  they  knew  that  the  Xeaptditans  would  offe? 
no  fit  -esistance  to  the  regular  German  troops,  and  tliat  the 
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•nrerOimw  of  fhe  Cotistitullon  in  Nnplfic  woqJil  act  as  a  ilw^l- 
live  blow  n)fiiiii«l  nil  stTng^tfles  fht  liberty  Ir.  Itnty, 

W«  Unve  frcei]  ttio  rite  nud  progress  oC  refonn.  Bnt  tlia 
HoIt  Alllnnce  wn*  aJivo  nud  active  in  llio»e  4jiys,  «.nd  r«<ir 
ciiuUl  <IrVHi(i  of  tht!  ji«ucvi\il  trmmjih  0C  lihtsety*  It  teeinad 
tb«n  tliti(  tlio  nfm««l  B-istjitiort  of  fV(>sdi)ni  \u  (ho  »o»ir)r  of 
Eumf)«  wm  lUc.  only  lioyii  of  the  iibonU.*,  m,  if  tl  pfeviijledi, 
Uie  itfttiona  of  the  nnrth  u-oiiltl  IttiitHto  the  extifttiile.  Kiippily 
ihts  ret^enie]  1m«  pruvi'd  Uit;  HicU  llitf  ctmtariis  ticcustuuied 
lo  tlte  eRpfciw  of  tli«  urivdtgT*  of  frtemen,  to  n  iintited 
•itmtt,  tinvp  extended,  iirid  mK?  «3ttoi>dittg  tl«c*o  limits.  Kn»- 
doii)  mA  knowfudfic  hnvo  mow  n  chnnce  of  proccedlnf^  liAitd 
in  liniid;  mid  It  it  euiitiiiue  t!iii»,  wo  roiiy  hope  (or  t|i«  durm- 
bility  (if  biitiu  Tlifiii,  as  I  iinve  «iild,  in  tb21,  i»iiulli.*y,  lUi 
wull  ns  evi'rj-  oilier  lover  (if  l«l»rrty,  Imiked  tiiKJii  lltt!  »trug> 
fie*  in  Siiiiiii  nnd  Irnly  iw  desi*ivo  of  tiiw  <J<f*ti()l*ia  <if  tli« 
worlti  pri»hftli!y  for  centurict  to  eomn*  Tlie  iiitorest  ha  took 
ill  Ihc  jii'^j^'rej^i  of  oiTnln  wm  iitleiisft.  Wlien  (Jeiiou  dcehirdd 
Itwtdf  froti,  liim  liopen  wnre  »t  llieir  liighett.  DsiyMfler  d»iy| 
h«  ri?«d  (he  bullntinB  of  tliB  Austrlnn  npjtiy,  ami  *(>ngljt  vngvrtjr 
to  giitlipr  tttkofiB  of  it*  OffcnU  Ik  hcrtrd  of  (hw  revolt  of 
iJohOtt  with  pmndoiis  of  tmu-|«ni.  His  whul<*  lu'Hrt  lihd  *util 
were  111  the  tiiiiiiTi|di  of  tlieir  cnuetf.  We  wcth  living  at  i*i*a 
it  ilint  time;  iind  ficvoral  wetl-infomied  Jtiil!iini<t,  at  the  liead 
tf  wlioro  wc  may  jduoe  llie  tclwlirfcted  Vllcc^.  ^am  «rcu»- 
oiiitfd  to  (bck.  i\tt  feympntlty  in  tbt;ir  hoptj*  (mm  Sliettcy: 
tlipy  did  not  And  mcb  ihr  rlie'  ddi>{mir  tlioy  too  f^uorulty 
•Kporieiiccd,  ftiutnietl  on  o<»ntt<Tnpt  for  their  southom  couiitjy- 

Whfle  tho  fHCe  of  the  pmjtrttss  af  thu  Auslriuii  onnids  th«D 
Invmting  NapIVA  vtm  yet  iti  »j»pi^tiNO^  the  iteu*  uf  attotUer 
nrrotution  flllcd  him  wkli  cxultnlinn.  Wo  )ind  funo^d  tli« 
ncctmititaricfi  rtt  Pi«iri  of  ficvtml  Cci>  nm  OPM>k», 

of  tliii  famdy  of  I'nnce  C«ni<|jrt,  fortii*        ,  , ,  1  of  Widl*' 

chin,  who,  lieirlng  that  tJw  Uu«3trth(?,  Uiif  i^euu-tucueij  iliiala 
of  lii»  vittrojralty,  wa»  ou  tlio  roaJ  ta  hiiu,  B«.'iijj«d  wkh  iti* 
t«iMur««,  imd  took  uu  lii«  aboile  In  luxuimy.  Aiming  lli«»>« 
Wiethe  gtjtiUmimt)  tu  wliom  tlic  dntiiui  uf  llellu«  U  il»d>c>it#d' 
fnttce  ^Ittvmcurdatu  wiu  wiifm^tl  by  iht^^  tiAfiirutiuns  for 
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^pciit!ence  of  hi*  odniilrv,  wtiieb  filled  tJi«  bevna  «i 

f  1u»  GOTnilrjineD.  He  otlea  iuti mated  th&  poHlblUlT 
*i!rtim?ctioti  iu  Gi-^twe^  but  ir«  hud  do  idea  of  iEs  bel^f 
pg  nonr  ftt  hand,  wheti,  on  tlie  1^  or  April,  l£2l,  be  called  m 
81ie1I«y;  liringiti;:^  Ibe  ttrwJ«m*rjcm  of  hw  coa«in,  Priii«« 
Tp»i)iinti,  nnd,  mdknt  iCkm  nnd  d^ght,  d«c1aj«d 

thiit  hoiicefurth  Gr«ec  rr««. 

SliellM'  lind  hynm  n  a(  liberty  in   £[«un  aiul 

Kiiplos,  in  two  oJes,  tii  1n>  «nrm»«  ciitlkit&in^ui ; — 

be  fell  Iiimsalf  uomrai*  to  d^comto  with  poetry  the 

UprifrO  of  tha  d«3«ei}r  A  pcNSjilc,  uLLOfte  uorks  be 

vqprded  wiih  d^ep  «iJ  id  to  atb>^t  ttio  vaticiniLrcjirj 

ebUActor  ill  projd«e*y'  scess.    "  llvX\m  "  wtba  wtiu 

ton  in  &  moment  of  en  It  >»  curious  to  remark  liov 

veil  be  orercromes  thd  u.  if  rorming  n  draioa  out  ot 

»uch  icufiL  tiist*fri)ils.  hjs  pru^iiecies^  iIlJe4^t,  came  trua  in 
tbeir  general,  not  their  particular  purport.  He  did  Dot  fore  boo 
the  death  of  Lord  Londonderry,  which  was  to  be  the  epoch 
of  a  change  in  English  i)olirics,  particuhirly  ns  regarded 
foreign  alHiirs;  nor  that  the  navy  of  his  country  woukl  fight 
for  instead  of  against  tlie  Greeks;  and  by  tlic  battle  of  Nava- 
rino  secure  their  cnfrancliiscinent  from  the  'lurks.  Almost 
against  reason,  as  it  aj)peared  to  him,  he  resolved  to  believe 
that  Greece  would  prove  triumphant;  nnd  in  tliis  spirit, 
auguring  ultimate  good,  yet  grieving  over  the  vicissitudes 
to  be  enihired  in  the  uiten'al,  he  cumposed  his  drama. 

The  chronological  order  to  be  observed  in  the  arrangement 
of  the  remaining  poems,  is  interrupted  here,  that  his  dramas 
may  follow  eacii  other  consecutively.  "Helhxs"  was  among 
the  last  of  his  compositions,  and  is  among  the  most  beautifuL 
The  choruses  are  singularly  imaginative,  and  melodious  in 
their  versification.  There  are  some  stanzas  that  beautifully 
sxcmplify  Shelley's  peculiar  style;  Jis,  for  instance,  the  asser- 
tion of  the  intellectual  empire  wliich  must  be  for  ever  the 
■jib*  itance  of  the  country  of  Homer,  Sophocles,  and  IMato: 

P.ut  Greece  and  her  foundations  are 
Huilt  below  the  tiile  of  war; 
Based  on  the  crystalline  sea 
Of  thought  and  its  eternity. 


I."'' 
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